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has gone off in his thin Hven

These young people . . , [M:ftz:s [Sighs anxiously] I didn't see after him. . . .

slipped by as ¢  Something that can't be distinguished.] Lif
}%fere’s I;10 st?en;tl?oi‘:lg;]o}l hidn}:. lived. [Eies [cllof:;z] I’fl oliitzt?(fxs;;ebi]t. .l.e.
nothing. [Lies motionless] Othing left you—all gone! Ech! I'm good for

" [A sound is h \
.Etring, d}/i:’zg ai:or:;l iﬁi:jﬁﬁs tzﬁo_‘me from the sky, like a breaking harp-
but the strokes of the ax far m),/l;a}’ inls still again, and there is heard nothing
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1704 READING MORE DRAMA ~

ACT1 . g i e .
‘. A comfortable o iastefully but not expensivelyf”m‘s;;ed' lA»cinO: to the ﬁgh’t
in the back wall le;ds to the entryway; another ;zo tlh; ;’;f t ;a Suo ZELMER‘;
' : Jway in the left-hand wall a door, an
study. Between these doors, a piano- Iggw " {ound e A

indow. Near the win : :
further back a wind rd the rear, a door, and nearer the

‘ ' ; “towa
a small sofa. In the right-hand wall, : . fearer th
foregmun;if a porcelain stove with two armchairs and a rocking chair beside i

Between the stove and the side door, a small table. Er.zgmvings on the walls,
An etagére with china figures and other small art oh]r.zcts;. a small bookcfaSe
with richly bound books; the floor carpeted; a fire burning in the stove. It is
‘winter day.

A bell rings in the entryway; shortly after we hear the door being unlocked,

NORA comes into the room, humming happily to herself; §he is wearing street
clothes and carries an armload of packages, which she Pl down on the ,t_able to
the right. She has left the hall door open; and through it @ DELIVERY BOY is e,
holding a Christmas tree and a basket, which he gives to the MAID who let them in,

nora: Hide the tree well, Helene. The children mustn't get a glimpse of it till

. this evening, after it's trimmed. [To the DELIVERY BOY, taking out her purse]

Howmuch? =~ . ., : : D

DELIVERY BOY: Fifty, maam., , -_ S o

NoRa: There’s a crown. No, keep the change. [The BoY thanks her and leaves.
NORA shuts the door. She laughs softly to herself while taking off her street things.

" Drawing a bag of macaroons from her pocket, she eats a couple, then steals over

' and listens at her husband’s study door] Yes, he’s home. [Hums again as she
moves to the tableright] .~

HELMER: [From the study] Is that my little lark twittering out there? =

NORA: [Busy opening some packages] Yes, itis. . . &

HELMER: s that my squirrel rummaging around? .

NORA:Yes! ‘ Sty et L '

HELMER: When did my squirrel get in? .~

NORA: Just now. [Putting the macaroon bag in her ?oékét_ and 'wiping‘ her mouth.]
Do come in, Torvald, and see what I've bought. = |

HELMER: Can't be disturbed. [After a moment he opens the door and peers in,
pen in hand.] Bought, you say? All that there? Has the little spendthrift been
out throwing money around again? .

Nora: Oh, but Torvald, this year we really should let ourselves go a bit. 1t's the
first Christmas we haven'’t had to economize. v I H

HELMER: But you know we can't go squandering.

NORA: Oh yes, T?wald, we can squander a little now. Can’t we? Just a tiny, wee bit.
Now that you've got a big salary and are going to make piles and piles o’f money.

HELMER: Yes—starting New Year's. But then it's a ful] three months till the
raise comes through. B

NORA: Pooh! We can borrow that long,

HELMER: Nora! [Goes over and playfully takes her |

; : : y the ear] Are your scatter-
brains off again? What if today I borrowed a thousand] CrOWS;lS and you
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squandered them S,

tile fell on my head 5,

nora: [Putting her haya on hi
gELMER: Yes, but whag if ;

Christmas

HELMER: WC", but tl’]e peOple I»d b
) 5 orrowed f;

NORQ-E'EI%H; :VRIO Cares about them| -Thiy’rzosr?r?angers

HEI‘;,hat 'l thinljc a];:f:; ?}?:t’ lll\l;e . Woman!- No, but ser.iously, Nora, you know
lost—and something of }, © debis! Never borrowt Something of freedom's
ing and debt. WE'vegm d cauty, too—from a home that's founded on borrow-

e on Tik ade a brave stand up to now, the two of us; and we'll go

rig E C(;)n ike that the little while we have to ’ , ®

NORA: |Going toward the stove.] Yes '

HELMER: [Following her] Now, now | hatever you say, Torvald,

’ ow, th ]'t 4 : )
don't be a sulky squirrel. [Tx e little lark’s wings mustn't droop. Come on,

king out his wallet,
noRa: [Turning quickly) Money! 8 is wallet.] Nora, guess what I have here.

HELMER: There, see. [Hands her some notes.]
up in a house.at Christmastime. ;

NoRA: Ten—twenty—thirty—forty. Oh, thank you, Torvald; I can manage no
end on this. _ : ‘ »

HELMER: You really will have to. 7Y !

NorA: Oh yes, I promise I will. But come here so I can show you everything I
bought. And so cheap! Look, new clothes for Ivar here—and a sword. Here a
horse and a trumpet for Bob. And a doll and a doll’s bed here for Emmy;
they’re nothing much, but she'll tear them to bits in no time anyway. And
here I have dress material and handkerchiefs for the maids. Old Anne-Marie
really deserves something more. '

HELMER: And what'’s in that package there? et Loy | .

NORA: [With a cry)] Torvald, no! You can't see that till tonight! ' -

HELMER: | see. But tell me now, you little prodigal, what have you thought of fo

yourself? b e t anything at all
: ont wan ; SUNRT
Z’Eﬁﬁﬁi‘.’r&?ﬁﬂfﬁo’l} do. Tell me just what—within reason—you'd most like

to have. _
NORA: | honestly don't know. Oh, listen,

:{E)I‘;ME[[;;:‘ Wzlll.? g at his o Euttom, without looking at him.] If you want to give
A: [Fumblin .

me something, then maybe you could—you cou

e l]tclil lt"ve me money, Torvald. No more than you think
1
NORA: [Hurriedly.] You could 8

then one of these days I'll buy something with it.
you can spare; .

. ' I could hang
HELMER: But Nora— , that! I beg you, please. T,hen
Nora: Oh, please, Torvald darllnrglg,tdz R o toce. Wouldnt that be fun>
: Oh, 5

; h : .

the bills in pretty gll!lt pzpﬁl;tle birds called that always fly through- their

HELMER: What are thos i
fortunes?

Good grief, I know how costs go

Torvald—
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1706 READING MORE DRAMA
[ know all that. But let’s do as I say, Torvald. then, "

[ really need most. That's very sensible, isn't >

] tually hung onto the 1,
: iling.] Yes, very—that 15, it you ac . > Mongy |
e [STZ:ll:tlnggu actually used it to buy yourself somelthlrig. But it goeq for
fﬁfgﬁs’e andyfor all sorts of foolish things, and then I only have tq lay =,

some more. .
NoRra: Oh, but Torvald— _ Ay

gr: Don't deny it, my dear little Nora. [Putifmg his arm around her Waist)

HELMER: ? ¢ they use up a frightful amount of money, Its

i b
Spendthrifts are sweet, bU 7 teed such birds.

' ible what it costs a man .
No:::.r(e)d}-ib}fo‘v‘; :ar: you say that! Really, I save everything I can.

HELMER: [Laughing.] Yes, that's the truth. Everything you can. But that's no,.

ing at all. o ige . ‘
NORAg: [Humming, with a smile of quiet satisfaction.] Hm, if you only knew what

expenses we larks and squirrels have, Torvald. : .
nELMER: You're an odd little one. Exactly the way your father.-wa_s. You'e never g
a loss for scaring up money; but the moment you have' 1t,‘. it runs right oy
know what you've done with it. Well, one takes

through your fingers; you never : :
you as you are. It's deep in your blood. Yes, these things are hereditary, Nora,

NORA: Ah, I.could wish I'd inherited many of Papa’s qualities: ,
uELMER: And I couldn’t wish you anything but just what you are, my sweet little
lark. But wait; it seems to me you have a very—what should I call it?—a very

suspicious look today—
NoRA: | do? ‘ : ‘ WAL
HELMER: You certainly do. Look me straight in the eye.

NORA: [Looking at him.] Well? b ST 5
HELMER: [Shaking an admonitory finger] Surely my sweet tooth hasn't been run-
ning riot in town today, has she? 51 gerrdaarnnd wears il

NoRA: No. Why do you imagine that? b3kt i :
HELMER: My sweet tooth really didn’t make a little ‘detour through the

Nora: Oh yes,-sPendthrifts;
have time to decide what

confectioner’s? ... . -

Nora: No, I assure you, Torvald—

HELMER: Hasn't nibbled some pastry? :

NORA: No, not at all. : siaist bR | ;

HELMER: Not even munched a macaroon or two?

NoRra: No, Torvald, I assure you, really— : o

HELMER: There, there now. Of course I'm only joking, v/ A

NoRaA: [Going to. the table, right.] You know I could never think of going against
you. .

HELMER: No, I'understand that; and you have given me ,your‘ word. [Going over

 to her] Well, you keep your little Christmas secrefs to yourself, Nora darling:

I expect they'll come to light this evening, when the tree is lit’

NORA: Did you remember to ask Dr. Rank? : i

HELMER: No. But there’s no need for that; it's assumed he’ll be dining with us-
All the same, I'll ask him when he stops by here this morning I've ordere
:1?111];6 fine wine. Nora, you can't imagine how I'm looking fOI‘W&I:d to this eve”

NORA: So am I. And what fun for the children, Torvald!
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HENRIK IBSEN A Doll House, Act I 1707

o o that. one’s gotten a safe, secure job, and

yora: Oh, it's wonderfuy]! great satisfaction, isn't it?

HELI“ER: Remember last .
self in every evening tillclt:;lstr?aS? 'Ijhree whole weeks before, you shut your-
tree, and all the other decgg)rz;ttier midnight, making flowers for the Christmas
time I've ever lived through Ons to surprise us. Ugh, that was the dullest

NoRA: It wasn't at all dull for me
yeLMER: [Smiling] But the outcome was pretty sorry, Nora
; ;

norA: Oh, don't tease me with that aoai ‘
, :
in and tore everything to shreds B b § tet B | 210 A

ueLMER: No, poor thing,
us all, and that’s what
past.

noraA: Yes, it’s really wonderful.

HEL.MERl Now | flont have to sit here alone, boring myself, and you don't have to
tire your precious eyes and your fair little delicate hands—

~ora: [Clapping her hands.] No, is it really true, Torvald, I don't have to? Oh,
how wonderfully lovely to hear! [Taking his arm.] Now I'll tell you just how I've
thought we should plan things. Right after Christmas—(The doorbell rings.]
Oh, the bell. [Straightening the room up a bit.] Somebody would have to come.
What a bore!

HELMER: I'm not at home to visitors, don't forget.

MAID: [From the hall doorway.] Ma'am, a lady to see you—

~ora: All right, let her come in. '

mAID: [To HELMER.] And the doctor’s just come too.

sELMER: Did he go right to my study?

maiD: Yes, he did. :

you certainly C?uldn’t. You wanted so much to please
counts. But it's just as well that the hard times are

[HELMER goes into_his room. The MAID shows in MRS. LINDE, dressed in
traveling clothes, and shuts the door after her] |

MRS. LINDE: [[n a dispirited and somewhat hesitant voice.] Hello, Nora.

NorA: [Uncertain.] Hello—
MRS. LINDE: You don't recognize me.

Nora: No. I don’t know—but wait, [ think— [Exclaiming] What! Kristine! s it

really you?
MRS. LINDE: Yes, it's me- : :
NORA: I[Zistine' To think I didn’t recognize you. But then, how could I? [More

: ) ed, Kristine!
quietly.] How youve chang In nine—ten long years.

wms. Linpe: Yes, no doubt hr?l‘::!. Yes, it’s all of that. Oh, these last eight years

NoRa: Is it so long since We¢ d so now you've come in to town, too.

. ) el
h time, believe me.
RZZS: flf:: limgl?r)i);) in the winter. That took courage.

; hip this morning. _
I:Rs. LI;DE: Ljust ﬁ?;gg fv:i'{ Elfistmas, of course. Oh, how lovely! Yes, enjoy
orA: To enjoy YO

" ill cold? [Helping
; ke your coat off. You're not sti : ’
;’IUrse]ves, well dlo :’?Zt;tlacl;;;aherg by the stove. No, the easy chair there! I'll
er) There now, 1€
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take the rocker here. [Seizing her hands.] ,Yes,‘ ];]'OW you h?"eKy?uI" old -
again; it was only in that first moment. You'e a bit more pale, ristine—_g, 4

1708 READING MORE DRAMA

maybe a bit thinner}; o i _

MRS. LINDE: And much, much older, " i

NORA: Yes, perhaps a bit older; a tiny, tiny blt;_‘ thﬁn uctﬁ;&gﬁgsmppmg ShOrt,-
suddenly serious.] Oh, but thoughtless me; to sit ere,} . g away, SWeet,
good Kristine, can you forgive me? '

MRS. LINDE: What do you mean, Norar ;

NORA: [Softly.] Poor Kristine, you've become.a w1dow..‘. |

MRS. LINDE: Yes, three years ago. 35 Wifih ol AEEE .

Nora: Oh, I knew it, of course; I read it in the papers: Oh, Kristine, You muyg;
believe me; I often thought of writing you then, but I kept postponing it, apg
something always interfered. 05 T80 ol -

MRS. LINDE: Nora dear, I understand completely.

NORA: No, it was awful of me, Kristine. You poor thing, how much you must
have gone through. And he left you nothing? : 7 g

MRS. LINDE: No. [roin ty ol : i

NorA: And no children? - -, {p¥: pir !

MRS. LINDE: No. : ; JE ‘

NORA: Nothing at all, then? - - ] wen

MRS. LINDE: Not even a sense of loss to feed on. . et iy s

NORA: [Looking incredulously at her) But Kristine, how could that be?. fe

MRS. LINDE: [Smiling wearily and smoothing her hair] Oh, sometimes it happens,
Nora. | st o enenbA Lywimosly B wavir o

NORA: So completely alone. How terribly hard that must be for you. I have three
lovely children. You can't see them now; they're out with the maid. But now
you must tell me everything— phagad i aetain iy

MRS. LINDE: No, no, no, tell me about yourself. o L4

NORA: No, you begin. Today I don’t want to be selfish. I want to think only of
you today. But thereis something I must tell you. Did you hear of the wonder-
ful luck we had recently? - Ha vooh uis 2iimle bun sasiots

MRS. LINDE: No, what’s that?

NORA: My husband’s been made manager in the bank;, just think!

MRS. LINDE: Your husband? How marvelous! 1 i

NORA: Isn't it? Being a lawyer is such an uncertain living, you know, especially

 if one won't touch any cases that aren't clean and decent. And of course Tor-

vald would never do that, and I'm with him completely there. Oh; we're sim-
ply ('ielighted, believe me! He'll join the bank right after New Year’s and start

f commissions. From now on we can live quite

MRS. LINDE: Well; anyway, i

NORaA: No, not just for necessities, but stacks and stacks of money!

MRS. LINDE: [Smiling] Nora, Nora, aren’t you sensible yet? Back in school you
were such a free spender. | : . :

NORA: [VVit}‘l‘a quiet laugh ] Yes, that's what Torvald sti]] says: [Shaking hérﬁﬂ’
gen1 But Nora, Nora” isn't as silly as'you all think, Really, we've been in no
position for me to go squandering. We've had to work, both of us.
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HENRIK IBSEN A Doll House; Act I 1709 ‘
(RS. LINDE: You too?
. Yes, at odd jobs— ‘
NOB;;' L and othe rJ thingsetlidle;vork, crocheting, embroidery, and such—[Casu-
i’w [;V(len we were marriad> 'Toi)e Ou remember that Torvald left the department
re was wonicin b
+f cotirse he needed forea no chance of promotion in his office, and

terribly. He took on all king

essential for him to travel sou},
wgrs. LINDE: Yes, didn't you s

wora: That's right. It wasn’t casy to get away, you know. Ivar had just been born.
But of course we had to go. Oh,

of . : that was a beautiful trip, and it saved Tor-
vald’s life. But it cost a frightful sum, Kristine

mrs. LINDE: I can well imagine, , |

nora: Four thousand, eight hundred

MRS. LINDE: But it’s lucky you had it

nora: Well, as it was, we got it from

pend a whole year in Italy?

crowns it cost. That's really a lot of money.

when you needed it.

Papa. | |
mes. LINDE: I see. It was just about the time your father died. |

NORA: Yes, just about then. And, you know, I couldn’t make that trip out to

nurse him. I had to stay here, expecting Ivar any moment, and with my poor
sick Torvald to care for. Dearest Papa, I never saw him again, Kristine. Oh,
that was the worst time I've known in all my marriage. ‘
MRs. LINDE: I know how you loved him. And then you went off to Italy?
NorA: Yes. We had the means now, and the doctors urged us. So we left a
month after. b i !
MRS. LINDE: And your husband came back completely cured? il
NoRrA: Sound as a drum! . sesetnrh vt Haedd Lopidn : i
MRS. LINDE: But—the doctor?
NorA: Who? b 1 ' : :
MRs. LINDE: | thought the maid said he was a doctor, the man who came in with
me.

NORA: Yes, that was Dr. Rank—but he’s not making a sick call. He’s our closest
friend, and he stops by at least once a day. No, Torvald hasn’t had a sick
moment since, and the children are fit and strong, and I am, too. [Jumping up
and clapping her hands.] Oh, dear God, Kr,istine, v_vhat a lovely' thing to live and
be happy! But how disgusting of me—I'm tall.<1ng of nothing but my own
affairs. [Sits on a stool close by KRISTINE, artus resting across h'er. knees.] Oh; don't |
be angry with me! Tell me, is it real}l]y t1;ue that you weren't in love with your i |
h ? id you marry him, then: ‘

MRSTlill)zrll)clla.: V}\)[];lyr:;th)‘;r WAk st}irll alive, but bedridden anld helpless.—:imd I had
my two younger brothers to look after. In all conscience, I didn’t think I

could turn him down. ok at the Hime®
Nora: No, you were right there. But was he rich at the time:

MRs. LinDE: He was very well off, I'd say. But the business was shaky, Nora.
When he died, it all fell apart, and nothing was left.

NORA- S ; 3 " ‘

MR:A. And Fh;n -0 [ had to scrape up a living with a little shop and a little
s LIhN.DE. e;, shatevef else I could find. The last three years have been
]iekacC 0:1ng igle:: workday without a rest for me. Now it's over, Nora. My poor

ee
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1710 READING MORE DRAMA
£ e passed on. Nor the boys, either; they're

’ me, fo
mother doesn’t need me, ¢ themselves.

- working now and can take care 0

Nora: How free you must feel—

MRs. LINDE: No—only unspeakably empty Nothing to live for now. [Stang.

't take it any longer out in that deg,.
i :oush.] That's why I couldn't ta ;
i:tgeu}f,o?: xls)I:;ge] here it'll be easier to find something to do ?jnd' keep my
mind occ':upied. If T could only be lucky enough to get! ?‘Stea Y job, some

office work— o d Msdilaalesis &
(ot 'S st dfully tiring, and you already look so tire(,
NORA: Oh, but Kristine, that's so dre?yo?; cyould cnollios athingresor

db h better for you i :
t\mls;t v::);llﬁ: [%roni;; toward the window.] I have no father to ZIve i travel money,

Nora. ;
Ra: [Rising] Oh, don't be angry with me. g

I\N/I?‘{S. LENDE:g[g;Oi‘ng to her] Nora dear, don't you ’be arsry w1thl{1ne. The worst
of my kind of situation is all the bitterness that’s stored-awa)_r.. 0 one to work
for, and yet you're always having to snap up your opportunities. Y_OU have to
live; and so you grow selfish. When you told me the happy c.hange in your lot,
do you know I was delighted less for your sakes than for mine?: »»

NoRra: How so? Oh, I see. You think maybe Torvald could do something for you.

MRS. LINDE: Yes, that’s what I thought. - b LI01 9T :

NorA: And he will, Kristine! Just leave it to me; I'll bring it up so delicately—
find something attractive to humor him with. Oh, I'm so eager to help you.
MRs. LINDE: How very kind of you, Nora, to be so concerned:over me—doubly

kind, considering you really know so little of life’s burdens yourself.
NORA: [—? [ know so little—? "~ AR DATBLLHEL B
" MRS. LINDE: [Smiling] Well, my heavens—a little needlework and such—Nora,
you're just a child. L5 153 (OTRL DTS ) RS 1PN :
NORA: [Tossing her head and pacing the floor] You don’t have to act so superior.
MRS. LINDE: Oh? . 0 : i Sisim oH) : ;
NORA: You'e just like the others. You all think I'm incapable of anything
© serious— SRR MTE L : e () !
MRS. LINDE: Come now— - I
NORA: That I've never had to face the raw world. ‘
MRS, LINDE: N'01.ra dear, you've just been telling me all your troubles. -
NorA:'Hm! Trivial [Quietly] I haven't told you the big thing,
MRS. LINDE: Big thing? What do you mean?- o ,
NoRa: You look down on me so, Kristine, but you shouldnt. You're proud that
~ you worked so long and hard for your mother. ;
MRS. LINDE; 1_ dop’t look _down on a soul. But it is true: I'm proud—and happy,
* too—to think it was given to me to make my mother’s | f
ast days almost free 0

NORA: And you're also proud thinkin

MRS. LINDE: [ feel I've a right to be,

NORA: I agree. But listen to this,
and happy for.

MRS, LINDE: I don't doubt it. But wh

NoRra: Not so loud. What if Torvald
world. Nobody must know, Kristi

g of what you've done for your brothers.
Kristine—I've also got something to be proud
atever do you mean?

heard! He mustn't,

not for anything in the
ne. No one but you. s
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HENRIK IBSEN A Doll House, Act1 1711
\RS. LINDE: But what jg it, then®
NORA: Come here. [Dra )
got something to be
life.
MRS. LINDE: Saved—? Sayed how?

ra: | told you ab :
NOhadn't gone south(ilit the trip to Italy. Torvald never would have lived if he

wWing her down besie

proud and happy forher on the sofa.] It's true—I've also

. I'm the one who saved Torvald’s

MRS. LINDE: But—? ,

noraA: Papa dldnbt 8IVE us a pin. I was the one who raised the money.
MRS. LINDE: You? That whole amoyn>
nora: Four thousand, eight hundred crowns. What do you say to that?.

ms. LINDE: But Nora, how was it possible? Did you win the lottery?
NoRA: [Disdainfully.] The lottery? Pooh! No art to that.

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

NoRA: [Humming, with a mysterious smile.] Hmm, tra-la-la-la.
MRS. LINDE: Because you couldn't have borrowed it.

NorA: No? Why not?

MRS. LINDE: A wife can't borrow without her husband’s consent.

NoRA: [Tossing her head.] Oh, but a wife with a little business sense, a wife who
knows how to manage— '

MRS. LINDE: Nora, I simply don’t understand—

NorA: You don’t have to. Whoever said I borrowed the money? I could
have gotten it other ways. [Throwing herself back on the sofa.] 1 could
have gotten it from some admirer or other. After all, a girl with my rav-
ishing appeal— '

MRS. LINDE: You lunatic. 25 _

NoraA: I'll bet you're eaten up with curiosity, Kristine.

MRS. LINDE: Now listen here, Nora—you haven't done something indiscreet?

NORA: [Sitting up again.] Is it indiscreet to save your husband’s life?

MRs. LINDE: I think it’s indiscreet that without his knowledgcj_ you—

NoRrA: But that’s the point: he mustn’t know! My Lord, can't you understand?
He mustn't ever know the close call he had. It was to me the docFors came to
say his life was in danger—that nothing could save him but a stay in the south.
Didn't I try strategy then! I began talk'mg about how lovely it VYOUld be for me
to travel abroad like other young wives; I.begged ?md [ c;‘:ed; [ told him
please to remember my condition, to be kind and mdulgehme; ar}d ‘then I
dropped a hint that he could easily take out a l'oan. Bu‘t at that, Kristine, he

pped a hin Fis said 1988 frivolous, and it was his duty as man of the
Eearly exflt()d-e:&ulgz me in whims and fancies—as I think he called them.
ouse not to i

Aha. 1 th ht, now you’]] just have to be saved—and that’s when I saw my 1
a, I thought,

chance. Torvald the money wasn't from him?
ever told Torva : e b
MRS, LINDE: And your fzt.lézrgght about then. I'd considered brmgmg l’lll"ll into
NORA: No, neVe:'i- ]I:apainé him never to tell. But he was too sick at the time—
my secret and begg

Mg P I. _ )
and then, sadly, it didnt r;aé:;ﬁded in your husband since?
've nev
MRs, LINDE: And you Ve '€
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. > He's so strict on that gy},
ou serious
ke, no! Are 'y

de—how painfully humJect‘

; ine pI'i iliat_
| his masculine | _ )
nd out he was 1n debt to me. That woylq just

beautiful, happy home would never be the

nora: For heaven’s sa
Besides—Torvald, with al
ing for him if he ever fou
ruin our relationship. Our
e. _
MRSSE.‘TINDE: Won't you ever tell him? time years from now, when I'm g o
: Ily] Yes—maybe some i e Torvaldidovéls mel n-
™ [Thoughtfu ’ 't laugh! I only mean W en Tor ess thay
ger so attractive. Don iy 1 cirigan 1 debssirigo and. ?emting .
now, when_he 'St}?F]zee:\gisi o have something in reserve—[Break:ng off] Flow,
h.m‘n. Therl1 'IIE}?u’g]] e happen——we”: Kristine, \fvhat .do you think of my big
TldlCUI?OIfS- atble of something too, hm? You can imagine, of course, how this
thing| e It really hasn't been easy meeting -the payments on time,
thing hangs over me. what they call quarterly interest and what they

i 1d theres ' _ ;
::I;llt];inl;l:tsilzrz?;n‘:vzgd these are always S0 terribly hard to manelnge. I've had to
skimp a little here and there, wherever I could, you know. I cou d hardly spare
anything from my house allowance, because Torvald has to live well: I couldn

let the children go poorly dressed; whatever I got for them, I felt 1 hgd to use up
letely—the darlings!

MRZ?TIEJDE:%OOI‘ Nora, sc% it had to come out of your own budget, then?

NORA: Yes, of course. But I was the one most responsible, too. Every time Torvald
gave me money for new clothes and such, I never used more than half; always
bought the simplest, cheapest outfits. It was a godsend that everything looks

! so well on me that Torvald never noticed. But it did weigh me down at times,

' Kristine. It is such a joy to wear fine things. You understand.

MRS. LINDE: Oh, of course. - .~ 0 o0 hTHe '

NoRrA: And then I found other ways of making money. Last winter I was lucky
enough to get a lot of copying to do. I locked myself in and sat writing every
evening till late in the night. Ah;, I was tired so often, dead tired. But still it was
wonderful fun, sitting and working like that, earning money. It was almost like
being a man. = ' 1)y i rsateif o :

MRs. LINDE: But how much have you paid off this way so far?

NORA: That's hard to say, exactly. These accounts, you know; aren't easy to figure.
I only know that I've paid out all I'could scrape together. Time and again |

haven't known where to turn. [Smiling] Then I'd sit here dreaming of a rich old
gentleman who had fallen in love with me— . i
'MRS. LINDE: What! Who is he?

Nora: Oh, reallyl And that he'd died. and when hic <. ruc _
big letters it said, “All my fortune » and when his will was opened, there in

shall be pai ' : '
that enchanting Mes: Noss He]mer_”a e paid over in cash? immediately, to

MRS. LINDE: But Nora dear—who was this gentleman?

NoRA: Good grief, can't vou-
Tef, you understand? The old isted; -
only something I'd dream up time and agaj o o xlsted;

f » %
p(izalzlec;nfegl.. Elllltllt ma-kes no difference now; the old fossil can go where he
care; I don't need him or his will—because now I'm free:

f that, Kristine! Carefree! To know
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likes it! And think spurir... - .
alittle then. Mayb,e ll)'liir;%:gstiomlng’ with big blue skies. Maybe we can travel
and be happy! € 0cean again. Oh yes, it is so marvelous to live

[The front doorbe]] Tings.]

nora: Who is the gentlemany Ce the dOCtorsrwlth h'm;
KROGSTAD: [From the doorway] 1t's me. Mge P

[MRS. LINDE starts ang turns away toward the window,] -

NORA: [Stepping toward him, tense, her voice a whisper.] You? What is it? Why do
you want to speak to my hushand> - | '

KROGSTAD: Bank business— 4
bank, and I hear now your
NORA: In other words, it’s—

KROGSTAD: Just dry business, Mrs. Helmer. Nothing but that.

NORA: Yes, then please be good enough to step into the study. [She nods indiffer-

ently i:s she sees him out by the hall door, then returns and begins stirring up the
stove. ;

MRS. LINDE: Nora—who was that man? D

NoRrA: That was a Mr. Krogstad—a lawyer. T

MRS. LINDE: Then it really was him.

NorA: Do you know that person? .~ - . . .

MRS. LINDE: | did once—many years ago. For a time he was a law clerk in our

town. '

NORA: Yes, he's been that.

MRs. LINDE: How he’s changed... .. . .. .. ... . . X . s Ll

NoRrA: I understand he had a very unhappy marriage. 2htng |

MRS. LINDE: He’s a widower now. ’ _ bl

NOoRa: With a number of children. There now, it's burning. [She closes the stove
door and moves the rocker a bit to one Sidej] nEt vt v ol ‘ i

MRS. LINDE: They say he has a hand in a’l_l kinds of bus1?ess. 0 il i

Nora: Oh? That may be true; I wouldn't know. But let’s not think about busi- -

ness. It’s so dull.

fter a fashion. I have a small job in the investment
husband is going to be our chief—

[DR. RANK enters from HELMERS S.mdy']

o No; no, really—I don't want to intrude, I'd just as |
RAI:K: [fnll]l( m] .:ﬁz i‘ﬁ'{:&gh ng’ wife. [Shuts the dpor, then notices MRS. LINDE.] |
oon talk a li | ! 2 vy I

Oh, beg pardon. I'm intr;ldil?s h;; .t]OBr: Resik. Mes: Lindet! -
NORA: No, not at a}l‘l. tp’ffa::: n%uch heard in this house. I believe I'passed the
RANK: Well now, thats g ) Vo Yion [

lady on the stairs as I}‘]:Z';Zirs very slowly. They're rathe; hard on me.

MRs, LinDE: Yes, I take t wiealhbee? A 1

- ternal
RANK: Uh-hm, someé touch of inter

Scanned with CamScanner



1714 READING MORE DRAMA

I'd say. f

: Mc verexertion . : i
MRS. LINDE: More o ) bably here in town to rest up in a round of

rANK: Nothing else? Then you're pro
parties?

MRS. LINDE: I'm here to look for work. '

raNK: Is that the best cure for overexertion?

MRS. LINDE: One has to live, Doctor. ud o 2

RANK: Yes, there’s a common prejudice to tditviant 't.o live yourself.

: Oh, e on, Dr. Rank—you really , 5
::::: Yes iorréla“y do. Wretched as I am, I'll gladly prolong my torment indef;.

nitely. All my patients feel like that. And it’s quite the SaT?" t00, with the
morally sick. Right at this moment there’s one of those moral invalids in there

with Helmer—

MRS. LINDE: [Softly] Ah!

NorA: Who do you mean? . =

rank: Oh, it's a lawyer, Krogstad, a type you w_ou]dnt !_mow. His character ig
rotten to the root—but even he began chattering all-lmportantly about how
he had to live. S

NORA: Oh? What did he want to talk to Torvald about? S

rank: | really don't know. I only heard something about the bank. i

NoRA: I didn’t know that Krog—that this man Krogstad had anything to do with

'~ the bank. s s .y A

RANK: Yes, he's gotten some kind of berth down there. [To' MRs. LINDE.] I don't
know if you also have, in your neck of the woods, a type of person who
scuttles about breathlessly, sniffing out hints of moral corruption, and then
maneuvers his victim into some sort of key position where he can keep an
eye on him. It's the healthy these days that are out in the cold. :

MRS. LINDE: All the same, it's the sick who most need to be taken in.

RANK: [With a shrug] Yes, there we have it. That’s’the concept that’s turning
society into a sanatorium.

’[;IIORA, lost in her thoughts, breaks out into quiet laughter and claps her

RANK:'Why do you laugh at that? Do you have any real idea of what society is?

NoRrA: What do I care about dreary old society? | was laughing at something quite

| flifferentesomething terribly funny. Tell me, Doctor——is everyone who works
in the bank dependent now on Torvald? -

RANK: Is that what you find so terribly funny?

NOR};\: ’[Smiling.and humming] Never mind. never mind [Pacing the floor] Yes,
that's really immensely amusing; that we—that Torvald has so much power

now over all th : . .
macaroon on tl(::?peop]e. iHiking the bag out of her pocket.] Dr. Rank, a little

RANK: See here, macaroons! ] tho
NORA: Yes, but these are some th
MRS. LINDE: What? [—>

No?oti)ilc\llc(l)::; trl]10w, dYon’t be afr’aid. You couldn’t possibly know that Torvald had
el o lfrrtl 01;) see, he’s worried they'll ruin my teeth. But hmp! Just this
! at so, Dr. Rank? Help yourself! [Puts a macaroon in his mouth

ught they were contraband here.
at Kristine gave me,
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And you too, Kristip, ,
€. And I'l] algq have one, only a little one—or two, at the

most. [Walking about 0:
eeaneslast th U again.] Now I'm req]] tremend {
jus ing in the world ¢l y tremendously happy. Now there’s

pank: Well! And whay's that? at I have an enormous desire to do.
Nora: It's Something I have sych- .
c : .
hear. _ ha consuming desire to say so Torvald could

raNK: And why can't yoy say it?

nora: I don't dare. It's quite shockin

MRS. LINDE: Shocking? 5

paNk: Well, then it isn't advisa
you have such a desire tg g

nora: | have such a huge des

RANK: Are you crazy?

MRS. LINDE: My goodness, Nora!

raNK: Go on, say it. Here he i, |

norA: [Hiding the macaroon bag|] Shh, shh, shh! ' ' !

ble. But in front of us you certainly can. What do
ay so Torvald could hear?

ire to say—to hell and be damned!

[HELMER comes in from his study, hat in hand, overcoat over his arm.] .

Nora: [Going toward him.] Well, Torvald dear, are you through with him?

HELMER: Yes, he just left. ; .

NoRrA: Let me introduce you—this is Kristine, who's arrived here in town. .
HELMER: Kristine—? I'm sorry, but I don't know— ;

Nora: Mrs. Linde, Torvald dear. Mrs. Kristine Linde. )

HELMER: Of course. A childhood friend of my wife’s, no doubt?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, we knew each other in those days. i
Nora: And just think, she made the long trip down here in order to talk with you. l!f

HELMER: What's this? : 3% i

MRs. LINDE: Well, not exactly— . . : . Ry
Nora: You see, Kristine is remarkably clever in office work; and so she’s terribly

, -
eager to come under a capable man’s supervision and add more to what she

already knows—

HELMER: Very wise, Mrs. Linde. )3 i
NORA: And t})lren when she heard that you d become a bank manager—the story

was w h e i - fast as she could and—

i e papers-— then she came in as - oul ,

Re:llylreloivoatitd t?"otr myp sgke you can do a little something for Kristine, can'
’ ’ ) |

HE{(I:/IUEIR"YCS | it's not at all impossible. Mrs. Linde, I suppose you're a widow?
:"Yes, ‘

MRS. LINDE: Yes. ok
HELMER: Any experiencedm ]o |
M : ood deal. : b | |

sy that I can make an opening for you |

ﬁce WOI'k?

HELMER: Well, it's quite likely .

Nora: [Clapping her hands] You Seelr,n)(:;t1 Slfflrs. Linde.
HELMER: You've come at a Jucky qunoou? J . |
Mgs, LiNDE: Oh, how can I thank'y 4t on.] But today you'll have to excuse |

; is overco Lot 1
HELMER: Not necessary: [Praherts b | _ ki
me— m the hall and warms it at the
RANK: Wait, I'll go Wit !
stove.]

h you [He fetches his coat fro
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NORA: Don't stay out long, dear.

HELMER: An hour; no morltz-‘ | '
: oing too, A ave to see ab

NORAILI?\I?E)-’C[);ugttinggon her winter garments-] f}?::’rl h , out a roon, Noy,

MRS. ; ilien

ueLMER: Then perhaps we can all wa]l,{ e cramped here, but it’s quite ;

NORA: [Helping her] What a shame were SO quite inyy,

stine?

Mﬂiibﬁ:%r;gﬁ_ﬁon’t even think of it Good-bye, Nora dear., and thanks for
everything. 11 be back this evening, And You tg

Nora: Good-bye for now. Of course YO
Dr. Rank. What? If you're well enoug
now. . SR
[In a ripple of small talk the comp
voices are heard outside on the steps.] |
NoRa: There they are! There they are! [She runs ifo open ‘th‘e 'door. The childre,
come in with their nurse, ANNE-MARIE.] Come in, come in! [Be,nds down ang
kisses them.] Oh, you darlings—! Look at them, Kristine. Aren't they lovely!

RANK: No loitering in the draft here.
HELMER: Come, Mrs. Linde—this place is unbearable now for anyone by

mothers.

h? Oh, you've got to be! Wrap up tigh£

any moves out into the hall; Children

[DR. RANK, HELMER, gnd MRS. LINDE go down the stairs. ANNE-MARIE goes
into the living room with the children. NoRa follows, after closing the hall
door) PRra i ' o R e

NorA: How fresh and strong you look. Oh, such red cheeks you have! Like
apples and roses. [The children interrupt her throughout the following] Andit
was so much fun? That's wonderful. Really? You pulled both Emmy and Bob
on-the sled? Imagine, all together! Yes, youTe a clever boy, Ivar. Oh, let me
hold her aAbit,:Anne-Ma‘trie. My sweet little doll baby! [Takes the smallest from
the nurse and dances with her) Yes, yes, Mama will dance with Bob as well.
What? Did you throw snowballs? Oh, if I'd only been there! No, don't bother,

+ *Anne-Marie—T'll undress them myself. Oh yes, let' me ::It’.s suc’:h fun. Go in
z[ljrig rest; you- loqk hag frozen. There’s hot coffee’ waiting; for you on th;? stove.

+ |4 he nurse goes into the room to the left., . ‘swinter thing
off, throwing them about, while the cizd:;?qnf fljktes]zhe C[],lnldrens m?ﬁ;ﬁ??ﬁ?
A big dog chased you? But it didn’t bite? N A g L-lt orizce.] : doll
babi : _ ? No, dogs never bite little, lovely d

es. Don't peek in the Packages, Ivarl What i« it> ’ like to
know. No, no, it’s an ugly somethi ’ W. S at Is it? Yes, wouldn't you ! Jay?
Hide-and-seek? Yes, let's pla hid e Sl e e G g PYBY'
let me hide first. [L;mghis anl Z-am-i-seek' Bob must hide first. ] i 65;
of the living room and the fd- > shouting, she and the children play in and 0%
; Joining 100m to the righs. At last NORA hides ¥13"

ldren come storming i ‘ _ .
her muffled laughter, dagl, overotr:?;g ™, search, but cannot find her, thet hea

shouting. She cree S : .
knock at the hal] 50 folr“wa,.d as if to scare them. More shouts. Meanwhilé: ®
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nora: [With a strangleg cry,

turni .
you want? irning and scrambling to her knees.] Oh! What do
KROGSTAD: Excuse me. The o b 4 .
hut it— outer door wag ajar; it must be someone forgot to

NORA: [Rising] My husband i y
kROGSTAD: I know that. 1snt home, Mr. Krogstad.

noRrA: Yes—then what do you want here?
KROGSTAD: A word with yoy.

norA: With—? [To the children. gu; _ e O
strange man won't hurt Mo quietly] Go in to Anne-Marie. What? No, the

dama. ) ’
leads the children into the Wiliens lnge gone, we'll play some more. [She

room to the left and shut
tense and nervous:] You w 4 o 'ﬂ'wml o

ant to speak to me?
KROGSTAD: Yes, I want to, ,

nora: Today? But it's not yet the first of the molnth—_

KROGSTAD: No, it’s Christmas Fye, It's going to be up to you how merry a Christ-
mas you have. o S

NorA: What is it you want? Tod

KROGSTAD: We won't talk abouy
have a moment to spare, [ sy

NorA: Oh yes, of course—1 do, except— = ‘

KROGSTAD: Good. [ was sitting over at Olsen’s Restaurant when I'saw your hus-
band go down the street— f -

NORA: Yes?

KROGSTAD: With a lady.

NORA: Yes. So? - b oo, | ; ety H

KROGSTAD: If you'll pardon my asking: wasn't that lady a Mrs. Linde?

NORA: Yes. | b AT Bt

KROGSTAD: Just now come into town?

NORA: Yes, today. , o

KROGSTAD: She’s a good friend of yours?

NoRaA: Yes, she is. But I don't see— .

KROGSTAD: I also knew her once.. . -

NORA: I'm aware of that. SRR ISR (e il :

KROGSTAD: Oh? You know all about it. I thought so. Well, then let me ask you
short and sweet: is Mrs. Linde getting a job in t}}e bank? . - . | .

NORA: What makes you think you can c.ross—examme me, Mr. Krogstad—you,
one of my husband’s employees? But since you ask, you r’mght as well know—
yes, Mrs. Linde’s going to be taken on at the bank. And I'm the one who spoke
for her, Mr. Krogstad. Now you know. s o

) d right. A
gﬁi.s?;:c'iig iﬁl;isjilo;lﬁ] Oh, one does have a tiny bit of influence, I should

hope: b se | am a woman, don't think it means that—When one has
aospi; Jlils't ate: al;losit:ion Mr. Krogstad, one really ought to be careful about
ubordin ’ .

pushing somebody Who"_h;n_— , ' | DT
KROGsTAD: Who has influence:
NORA: That’s right.
KROGSTAD: [In a different t
your influence on my beha

ay I absolutely can't— -

t that till later. This is something else. You do
ppose? . : it e .

one.]‘ Mrs. Helmer, would you be good enough to use
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? - l
u means ..
Nora: W hangl}:iat d:l) gﬁaase make sure that I keep my subordinate POsitiop, in
KROGSTAD: Would yo aah i
~ the bank? that mean? Who's thinking of takl?g awai your position)
. a £ ; ) uite aw.
NORA: What gﬁefion’t play the innocent with me. Dtﬂo Crln . ain?re éh%t Your
KR?GSTQD. ulci hardly relish the chance of runnéngultn gain; and I'm alsg
0 S 5
aﬁzr;e I‘;VOW whom I can t ank for being turned 0 , |
. ise you— ) . . ¢ 1ad
igRA: B Iersor;es ;’es to the point: there’s still time, and I'm adv1smg you g
KROGSTAD: Yes, yes, YES; ; ; ' . 5
. : tit.
use vour influence to preven . _
NORA: l);ut Mr. Krogstad, 1 have absolutely no influence

; ht you were just saying— : _
xRroGSTAD: You haven't? I thought AT
NoRA: You shouldn’t take me sO literally. I! How can you believe tha I have any

. husband? g o
such influence over my hu hand from our student days. T don't think

staD: Oh, I've known your :
KR?E: great bank manager’s more steadfast than any,other married man,.
Nora: You speak insolently about my husband, and I'll shqw you-the door.
kKroGSTAD: The lady has spirit.
NorA: I'm not afraid of you any

the whole business. i
KROGSTAD: [Restraining himself] Now listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. If necessary,

I'll fight for my little job in the bank as if it were life itself.

NORA: Yes, so it seems. i

KROGSTAD: It’s not just a matter of income; that's the least of it. It's something
else—All right, out with it! Look, this is the thing. You know, just like all the
others, of course, that once, a good many years ago, I did something rather rash.

NORA: I've heard rumors to that effect.

KROGSTAD: The case never got into court; but all the same, every door ‘was
closed in my face from then on. So I took up those various activities you know
about. I had to grab hold somewhere; and I dare say I haven't been among the
worst. But now I want to drop all that. My boys are growing up. For their sakes,
I'll have to win back as much respect as possible here in town. That job in the
bank was like the first rung in my ladder. And now your husband wants to kick
me right back down in the mud again. . = | .

NORA: But for heaven'’s sake, Mr. Krogstad, it's simply not in my power to help
you. ' ' ; il

KROGSTAD: That's because you haven't the will to—but | have the means to
make you. k4

NORA: You certainly won't tell my husband tha

KROGSTAD: Hm—what if I told him that?

NO:;;' ;}:gziiili l})]i Ssl;lamlzf‘]ﬂ of you. [Nearly in tears This secret—my joy and

ould learn it in such a crude and disgusting way—learn

it from you. You'd expose m
; e to the most horrible e
KROGSTAD: Only unpleasantness? “ "pleasantness

NORA: [Vehemently,] But go on and try. It'l]
then my husband wil] rea]] 4 iy
be able to hold your job.

longer. Affer New Year'’s, I'll soon be done with

t I owe you money?

ut the worse for you, becaus
y see what a crook you are, and then you'll neve’

KROGSTAD: if § : ;
D: I asked if it was just domestic unpleasantness you were afraid of?
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wora: If my husband fings out
then we'd be through with,
KROGSTAD: [A step closer] L
memory, or else no he
touch with the facts.
~ora: What do you meapp
kroGSTAD: When your husband was
thousand, eight hundred crowns i
~ora: Where else could | go? |
KROGSTAD: I promised to
NorA: And you got it.
KROGSTAD: I promised to get
so involved in your hushand
guess you didn't think oyt
remind you. I promised you
NoRA: Yes, and that [ signed,

KROGSTAD: Right. But at the bottom I added some lines for your father to guar-

antee the loan. He was supposed to sign down there.
NoRA: Supposed to? He did sign.

KROGSTAD: [ left the date blank. In other words, your father would have dated
his signature himself. Do you remember that? , il
NoraA: Yes, | think—

KROGSTAD: Then I gave you the note for you to mail to your father. Isn't that so?

NORA: Yes. ; : .

KROGSTAD: And naturally you sent it at once—because only some five, six days ;
later you brought me the note, properly signed. And with that, the money it
was yours.

Nora: Well, then; I've made my payments regularly, haven't I? :

KROGSTAD: More or less. But—getting back to the point—those were hard times
for you then, Mrs. Helmer. .

NORA: Yes, they were.

KROGSTAD: Your father was very ill, I believe.

NoRA: He was near the end. i |

kRoGsTAD: He died soon after? . .« . Loy |

:ggg;szzls).: Tell me, Mrs. Helmer, do you happen to recall the date of your ,
father’s death? The day of the month, I mean.

i ber.
: i wenty-ninth of Septem '
::([:g;sffg-a'lg}lnz(:’stziitte cor);ect; ['ve already looked into that. And now we come

to a curious thing—|Taking out a paper] which 1 simply cannot comprehend.
curio g

:ORA: C“ri%flﬁ.th-in%;; (iz?ltoﬁgotvlz;;g that your father co-signed the note for T

ROGSTAD: This 1s _

your loan three days after his geath.

Nora: How—-> I don't understand. \

KRoGsTAD: Your father died the twir;r second. Isn't that curious, Mrs. Helmer? |
father dated his signature Octol to me? [NORA remains silent.] It's also remark- |

1t ) ; : »
[NORA is silent.] Can you explain J” and the year aren't written in your father’s

“ econ
able that the words October s

» then of course he'll pay what I owe at once, and
you for good.

Sten’ Ml' L s ) .
ad at a]] f, s. Helmer—you've either got a very bad

or business. I'd better put you a little more in

ick, you came to me for a loan of four

get you that sum—

you that sum, on certain conditions. You were
s illness, and so eager to finance your trip, that I
all the details. It might just be a good idea to
the money on the strength of a note I drew up.

y-ninth of September. But look. Here your II
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hat I think I know. Well, it’s easy to understand_- You,
haps to Elate his signature, and thenr sqmeog::i ::-r other 3 d ded i
b fore ne knew of his death. There's nothing wrong in ¢,
it opey e alt]lifg signature. And:there’s no question about thfzt, Mrs,
s our father who signed his own name here, wasn't jp>
Helrr;\f):crt. It rezgrtzg;i’ce throwing her head back and looking squarely qt him,]
: [Afteras , th i
NORNAO, [it wasn't. I signed papas narlne.
KROGSTAD: Wiait, now—are you fully aw:
Nora: Why? You'll soon get your money.
«ROGSTAD: Let me ask you a question—w

father? s so sick.'If I'd asked him for his signatyze

. Tl impossible. Papa wa ' o ’
NO?:iJ)h;;ﬁzSﬁiléohad to tell him what the money was for. But I couldn’t te]]

him, sick as he was; that my husband's ‘lift_a w‘as'm- '-danger: "That‘ Vf/as just
~ impossible. =
KROGSTAD: Then it wou
NORA: I couldn't possibl
that up. ‘ X b T
KROGSTAD: But didn't you ever consider that this was'a fraud e}ga;nfst me?
~oRa: I couldn’t let myself be bothered by 'that. You weren' any concern'of
mine. I couldn't stand you, with all those cold complications you made, even
though you knew how badly off my husband was. - Hita.asr naow
KROGSTAD: Mrs. Helmer, obviously you-haven't the vaguest idea of what-you've
involved yourself in. But I can tell you this: it was nothing more and nothing
- worse that I once did—and it wrecked my whole reputation.
Nora: You? Do you expect me to believe that.you ever acted bravely to save your
wife’s life? ' YLD 2658
KROGSTAD: Laws don't inquire into motives.:

Nora: Then they must be very poor laws. it = S0
KROGSTAD: Poor or not—if I introduce this paper in:coutt, .you'll be judged
according to law. £ ST (o
NORA: This I refu§e to believe. A daughter hasn't a'right to protect her dying

father’ from anxiety and care? A wife hasn't a right to save her husband’s life?

:hcit;): tt }E?]ow mucill about laws, but I'I‘I,l sure that somewhere in the books

- things are allowed. And you don't know anything about it—you who
- practice the law? You must be an awful lawver Mr. K i '
KROGSTAD: Could be. But business—the ki i rogstad. -

v dortt yon k1 i e)- ind Qf business we two are’mixed up

sl ellig ot hiseif Tt o6 Ogt dt at? All right. Do 'what ‘you want now. But

company. [He bow‘s andg eobsons s - econd tim

- ana goes out through the hall]

NORa: [Pensive for a moment, then tossing her head!] Oh, really! Tfying to frighten

3 I'T) i
;E;Is:r; rsu])t Bso sﬂiy as all that. [Begins gathering up the children's clothes, but
ps.] But—2 No, but that's impossible! | did it out of love.

THE CHILDREN: [In the doory
door. : @ left] Mama, that strange man’s gone out t_he

NORA: Yes, yes, | know
hear? Not even Papa

THE : ' .
CHILDREN: No, Mama, But now will you play again?

~ hand, but rather in on€

are that this is a dangerous confession

hy didn't you send the paper to your

.ld héve beeﬁ better if you'd given up t.he‘trip‘abr'oad.-
y. Theitrip was to save my husband 5 hfe.-'.I‘ cq'uldn’t give

e, youTe going to keep mé

it. But don’ { 45
! t tell 3‘1_])’0116 about the strange man. Do yoU

Scanned with CamScanner
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nora: No, not now.

THE CHILDREN: Oh, but Mama you promised
; ised.

raA: Yes, but I can’ I -
Nosweet darlings(fa[ré;ig(;::rfo nside; I have too much to do. Go in, go in, my
after them. Settling on th >Lien gently back in the room and shuts the door
¢ Sofa, she takes up a piece of embroidery and makes

titch
ig?}feslf:a?l ;f;ol:zlyonusmps abruptly] No! [Throws the work aside, rises, goes
the table, left, Openscfh : Z:;:l-] I;elene! Let me have the'tree in here. [Goes to
impossible! € drawer, and stops again.] No, but that’s utterly
maID: [With the Christmaqs tree] W - ; : P
norA: There. The middle of th]e ﬂo}::re should I put it, ma'am?
maID: Should I bring anything else>
norA: No, thanks. I have what | need.

[The MAID, who has set the tree down, goes out.]

NORA: '[}ﬁbsmbed inl trimming the tree.] Candles here—and flowers here. That
terrible creature! Talk, talk, talk! There's nothing to it at all: The tree’s going

;(())lll)e_lovely. I'll do anything to please you, Torvald. I'll sing for you, dance for

[HELMER comes in from the hall, with a sheaf of paﬁers under his m’_‘rﬁ.] | -~

NoraA: Oh! You're back so soon?

HELMER: Yes. Has anyone been here?

NorA: Here? No. ' |5 .

HELMER: That’s odd. I saw Krogstad leaving the front door. -

NORA: So? Oh yes, that’s true. Krogstad was here a moment.

HELMER: Nora, I can see by your face that he’s been here, begging you to put in
a good word for him. - ' '

NORA: Yes. _ ' : :
HELMER: And it was supposed to seem like your own idea? You were to hide it

from me that he’d been here. He asked you that, too, didn't he?
NORA: Yes, Torvald, but— ] Hautd 72 NG
HELMER: Nora, Nora, and you could fall for that? Talk with that sort of person
and promisé him anything? And then in the bargain, tell me an untruth.
NORA: th—? Wit o : : L -
HEEQEI]:.H I;ré:’ltl ou say that no one had been here? [Wagging his finger] My little
5 b 1 z’never do that again. A songbird needs a clean beak to warble
so‘n}g;g ;G ;n;ls notes. [Putting hisarm about her waist.] That's the way it should
\{)v;t 1. No )a ;e I'm ;;ure of it. [Releasing her] And so, enough of' that. [Sitting
b;,t;lSn tt;Le ]eji’h how snug and cozy it is here. [Leaj'ﬁng among his papers.]
e Stove. ’ 2 i }
NORA: [Busy with the tree, after @ short pause.] Torvald!

HELMER: Yes. he Stenborgs’ costume party, day after
) - forward to the ‘ ;
NORA: I'm so much looking B i R e
tomorrow. | what you'll surprise me with.

HELMmER: And I can't wait FO sese
NORA: Oh, that stupid business:
HELMER; What?
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t's right. Everything seems $O Il iculous, gq inap

nition?

me to that recognitio e
; J. Ar

r arms Testing on s back.]. Are you very bUsy,

NORA: I can’t find anything tha €,

HELMER: So my little Nora’s co ;
NORA: [Going Lehind his chair, he

Torvald? :
HELMER: Oh— {
NORA: What papers are thoser
HELMER: Bank matters.

‘NORA: Alre,ady? ¢ull authority from the retiring management to make al

HELMER: Iveci(;trtlzzs in personnel and procedure. I ll-nfsed Christmas wee), £
?IT:ES;E;ZM to have everything in order by thliW Years.

NORA: So that was the reason this poor Krogstad—

HELMER: Hm.

NORA: [Still leaning
weren't so very busy,

) 1 . D e :
HELMER: Let’s hear. What is it?
Nora: You know, there isn't anyone who has your good taste—and I wang

much to look well at the costume party. Torvald, couldn't you take over ang
decide what I should be and plan my costume? .

HELMER: Ah, is my stubborn little creature calling for a lifeguard?

NoRra: Yes, Torvald, I can't get anywhere without your hel'p.

HELMER: All right—TI'll think it over. We'll hit on something.- :

NoRrA: Oh, how sweet of you. [Goes to the tree again. Pause.] Aren't the red flowers
pretty—? But tell me, was it really such a crime that this Krogstad committed?

HELMER: Forgery. Do you have any idea what that means? '

NoRA: Couldn’t he have done it out.of need? * S

HELMER: Yes, or thoughtlessness, like so many others. I'm not so heartless that
I'd condemn a man categorically for just one mistake. .

NORA: No, of course not, Torvald!

HELMER: Plenty.of men: have redeemed themselves- by openly confessing their
crimes and taking their punishment. : . d sisol | -

NORA: Punishment—>? - ol Bl ;

HELMER: But now Krogstad didn't go that way..He' got himself out by. sharp
practices, and that's the real cause of his moral breakdown. '

NORA: Do you really think that would—? e .

HELMER: Just imagine how a'man with that sort of guilt in him has to lie and
cheat.and deceive on all sides, has to wear a mask even with the nearest and

“* dearest he l}as, even with his own wife and children. And with the children,
Nora—that's where it’s most horrible. . - |
NORA: Why?

HE;MER: gecauls)e th]ft kind .of atmospheré of lies infects the whole life of a
ome. “ ek es i )
degener:tzl:y reath the children take in is filled with the germs of something

on the chair and slowiy sirbking the nape of his negk.] If you
[ would have asked you an enormous favor, Torvalg,
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HELMER: It’S uSually the mothe y . )
in the same way, of coyge ]rES influence that's dominant, but the father's works

Krogstad's been going hopm, very lawyer is quite familiar with it. And still this

lies and pretense, thaton }E: year in, year out, poisoning his own children with

toward her] So my sweet I 3’ [ call him morally lost. [Reaching his hands out

Your hand on it. Come ¢ ittle NOra’ must promise me never to plead his cause.

settled. I can tel] you i,t’dolr)nef whats this? Give me your hand. There, now. All

erally feel physically revoltez ]VIV]LP Osifble for r;:e to work alongside of him. I lit-
€n I'm anywhere near such a person.

nora: [Withdraws her hand , d , :

hapdtis (13’ ere! And T've got’:o ifl)isc ;Otl;hz gtker side of the Christmas tree.] How
ER: tti od :

HEthing[soin;ngft:i and g“the”?lg his papers.] Yes, and I have to think about
%ume b0, A soese lgt.%ad through before dinner. I'll think about your cos-
about, that, [Putii mﬁ_t Ing to hang on the tree in gilt paper, I may even see
” e s ng his hand on her head.] Oh you, my darling little songbird.
[He gg e ;nto 1s study and closes the door after him.] :

NORAS ! of thy, after a silence) Oh, really! it isn't so. It's impossible. It must be
impossible.

ANNE-MARIE: ([n the doorway, left.] The children are begging so hard to come in
to Mama.

Nora: No, no, no, don't let them in to me! You stay with them, Anne-Marie.

ANNE-MARIE: Of course, ma'am. [Closes the door)] ' 7

NORA: [Pale with terror). Hurt my children—! Poison my home? [A moment’s
pause; then she tosses her head.] That's not true. Never. Never in all the world.

ACT 1l

Same room. Beside the piano the Christmas tree now stands stripped of orna-
ment, burned-down candle stubs on its ragged branches. NORA’s street clothes lie
on the sofa. NORA, alone in the room, moves restlessly about; at last she stops at

the sofa and picks up her coat.. ,

NoRA: [Dropping the coat again] Someone’s coming! [Goes toward the door, listens.]
No—there’s no one. Of course—nobody’s coming today, Christmas Day—or
tomorrow. either. But maybe—[Opens the door and looks out.] No, nothing in

’ ‘ Coming forward.] What nonsense! He won't do

the mailbox. Quite empty. [ g :
anything serio%s. Nothing terrible could happen. It's impossible. Why, I have

three small children.

[ANNE-MARIE, with a large carton, comes in from the room to the left.]

ANNE-MARIE: Well. at last I found the box with the masquerade clothes.

NORA: Thanks. Put it on the table- : .
ANNE-MA:::;: S[Does 50 But they're all pretty much of a mess.

' i in a million pieces! :
:r(\):RA: Ahb: T (é)l}?vfn:g?-cr;Ptggfrian be fixed right up. Just a little patience.
NE-MARIE: ’ )

: . to help me. -
Nora: Yes, I'll go get Mrs. k;riieth(i)s nals)ty weather? Miss Nora will catch cold—

ANNE-MARIE: Out again no
get sick.
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_How are the children?

otl;f;da};: I;I;ae;ng with their Christmas presents, by

% :
ucihr
TZd to having Mama around, you know.

’ ; us 5 il
ANNE-NY!ABIII;I. ;I‘Ri);ree li/?arie [ can't be together w1t}}1'them as'much as I wag
NoRa: Yes, bu - ' 1 to anything. |

t use ‘
¥ . Well, small children get U B ik
ANNi 1\;‘23 Itii::‘{(eso? Do you think they'd forget théir mother if she was gone
NORA: : » _ enles B

good?
ANNE-MARIE: Oh, m
NORA: Wiait, tell me,

have the heart to give your
ANNE-MARIE: But I had ltc? youd s _ | & =

; how could you'ao 1t . ’

x:::ﬁizlgﬁvm I coul):i get such a good pla;e? A glrl WhOS poor and Wh_o’s

gotten in trouble is glad enough for that. Bquuse that slippery fish; he didp;

" do a thing for me, you know.

NORA: But your daughter’s surely forgotten you. Ot

ANNE-MARIE: Oh, she certainly has not. She’s written to me, ‘both when-she.w;_.lS
confirmed and when she was married. BINETA |

NORA: [Clasping her about the neck.] You old‘Anne-Marie, you were a’good
mother for me when I was little. HELERE ‘ t-2ny

ANNE-MARIE: Poor little Nora, with no other mother but me. .

NoRrA: And if the babies didn’t have one, then I know that you'd—What silly
talk! [Opening the carton.] Go in to them. Now I'll have to—Tomorrow you
can see how lovely I'll look. ;

ANNE-MARIE: Oh, there won't be anyone at the party as lovely as Miss Nora.

- [She goes off into the room, left.] . o e s Pt

NORA: [Begins unpacking the box, but soon throws it aside.] Oh, if I dared to go
out. If only nobody would.come. If only nothing would happen here while I'm
out. What craziness—nobody’s coming. Just don’t think. This muff—needs a
brushing, Beautiful gloves, beautiful gloves. Let it go. Let it go! One, two,
three, four, five, six—[With a cry.] Oh, there they are! [Poises to move toward
the door, but remains irresolutely standing. MRs. LINDE enters from the hall

' where she has removed her street clothes] © - . .« - ’

Noiglzn (zh, it's you: If(rlsrtn?g. There’sno one elfe out \thefre? How good:that you've

MRS. LINDE: | hear you were up asking for me. fh

- : ; .

OEZ'tEe;tI 32&365505?31.2);;:@?8 Somethi?g you r(_eal]y can help me with.
. Look, there’s goi st

tomorrow evening at the Stenborgs’ righ oing to.be & Costurte PP

me to go as a Neapolitan peasant X lngdt ot i i el B

5 Capri. iy Rir’ b dance the tarantella? that I learned

MRS. LINDE: Really, are you oivi

s say)s’ yes,); :h§$$g31 ;vhlfle I’)er}{iormance? : fls
me down there; but now it’s all so t’ forbel th drgss, Torvald had it made

| / attered that I just don’t know—

NORA: Oh, worse things €
ANNE-MARIE: The poor m!
NoRa: Do they ask forme

; od! |
ercy—gone for go it
Anne-Marie—Ive wondered so often hovy could you eye,

child over to strangers? :
know, to become little Nora's nurse.:

2- L] y .
Ve] {()lk da“ce Oi Southe]" [taly, t]lougllt to cure (lle b]te Of the tala la
ntu
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iRS. LINDE: Oh},1 Wwe'll fix thae |
trimmings—they’r i
o whitiv 2 rl::ateiloose here and there. Needle and thread? Good,
wora: Oh, how sweet of you! . | |
MRS. LINDE: [Sewing] S you'll be in dj
I'll stop by then for a momen 4p,
I've absolutely forgotten to than
~ora: [Getting up and walking aly
- yesterday. You should have ¢q
really knows how to give 4 1,
Mrs. LINDE: And you do, too, i
nothing. But tell me, is Dr.
nora: No, that was quite an e

k you for that pleasant evening yesterday.

out] I don't think it was as pleasant as usual

me to town a bit sooner, Kristine—Yes, Torvald

ome elegance and charm.

f you ask me. You're not your father’s daughter for

Rank alwags so down in the mouth as yesterday?

o X Xception. But he goes around critically ill all the
Flmft:hir:U[‘)f}l;CUll031s Of: the spine, poor man. You know, his father was a disgust-

Ing thing Who kept mistresses and so on—and that’s why the son’s been sickly

from birth. y i

MR]fhgi:aolfélgfiﬁcﬁe:hsiiggg fall to her lap)] Bth my dearest Nora, how dp you
NoRA:,[Walkmg more jauntily.] Hmp! When you've had three children, then
you've had a few visits from—from women who know something of medi-
cine, and they tell you this and that. _ '
MRS. LINDE: [Resumes sewing; a short pause)] Does Dr. Rank come here every day?
nora: Every blessed day. He's Torvald’s best friend from childhood, and ‘my
good friend, too. Dr. Rank almost belongs to this house. i
MRs. LINDE: But tell me—is he quite sincere? I mean, doesn't-he rather enjoy i
flattering people? man 29f QYL AN
NORA: Just the opposite. Why:do you think that? -
Mrs. LINDE: When you introduced us yesterday, he was proclaiming that he'd
often heard my name in this house; but later I noticed that your husband |
hadn't the slightest idea who I really was. So how could Dr. Rank—? | |
nora: But it’s all true, Kristine. You see, Torvald loves me beyond words, and,; as i
he puts it, he’d like to keep me all to himself. For a long time he’d almost be
jealous if T even mentioned any of my old friends back homfe. So of course |
dropped that. But with Dr. Rank I talk a lot about such things, because he

likes hearing about them.". - bl it
MRS. LINDE: N%)w listen, Nora; in many ways youre st}ll like a child. Im. a good
deal olde'r'than you; with a little more experience. I'll tell you something: you

ought to put anend to all this wipth Dr. Rank. - i !
NORA: I put an end tos | _ % SIS RN
M(;zAL}Z,?:-t Egct)ﬁlgartps of it, I think. Yesterday you said something about a rich

admirer who'd provide you With mon?i;;k So? |
NORA: Yes, one who doesnt EXISt;—wors :
MRs, LinpE: Is Dr. Rank well off:
NORA: Yes, he is.
MRs, LiNDE: With no

NoRA: No, no one. But— day?
MRS, Linee: And he's over here every day
NORA: Yes, I told you that.
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of such refinemen

You think I can't guess who |

1726 READ ing?
t be so grasping:
. How can a man

MRS. LINDE: [10

: 't follow youatall- *
Ilji(r):;AL:Nd;; Now don' try to hide 1tr,151:10ra
yc.>u the forty-eight hundred crowns: 1d you think such a thing! A frien ]

ind? HOW cou . . . .
NORA: Are you out of your mind? 01 4oy, What an intolerable situatiop, that

ours, who comesl
would have been:

Sy Lnl\\TIDE: gh?nt:atl;enot It never even crossed my mind for a Moment—A 4
~NoRA: No, absolu y

gy : e later
: days; his inheritance cam :
. to lend in those ;
he had nf)\t/}‘};r]llg I think that was a stroke of luck i)})ym;i N]‘Zi gfelllr :
-y LHB\ITDE"t ve,r would have occurred to me to ask L. ank——otll, Im quite
NorA: No, it ne : L :

sure that if I }?ad_ asked hi{ngcourse. ' | 7'
I\ng::ng;f\X?:;?eyg;tﬁogaﬁ’t sce that I'd ever need to. But I'm quite positiye

that if I talked to Dr. R}.’;ml;)——;l _—— N e 7.
.rgstlll’izzo?:g 1(1:11;133;03; t}lljlss (?ther thing; that’s.also bel?ind his back. I've got o

clear it all up. 7 U -

MRS. LINDE: Yes, I was saying that yesterday, but—— ' Regioini

NORA: [Pacing up and down.] A man handles these problems so much- better
than a woman— - sl otk :

MRS. LINDE: One’s husband does, yes. { -

Nora: Nonsense. [Stopping) When you pay everything you owe, then you get
your note back, right? itz 2l o SR ML ;

MRS. LINDE: Yes, naturally. ; Al

NORA: And can rip it into a million pieces and burn-it up—that filthy scrap of
paper! SHSEry 2T il | 2 ‘ SR e

MRS. LINDE: [Looking hard at her, laying her sewing aside, and rising slowly]
Nora, you're hiding something from me. ' -

NORA: You can see/it in my face? . 1l 120 Mg o _

MRS. LINDE: Something's happened to you since yesterday morning. Nora, what

Coisit? ok : . — , .

NORA: [Htfrrying toward her] Kristine! [Listening] Shh! Torvald’s home. Look,
go in with the children a while. Torvald can't bear all this snipping and stitch-
ing. Let Anne-Marie help you. : . il

MRS. LINDE: [Gathering up some of the things.] All right, but 'm not leaving here

until we've talked this out. [She disa ;
- L ppears into the roo as TORVALD
enters from the hall ] 4 i left

NORrA: Oh, how I've been waiting for you, Torvald dear

HELMER: Was that the dressmaker? ;

NORA: No, that was Kristine. She’s he
going to be quite attractive.

Oaned

ally wasn't him-

Iping me fix up my costume. You know, it

little goose, I know you didn’t mean it like ¢
want to have a fitting, | suppose.
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norA: And you'll be working?

yELMER: Yes. [Indicatiy,
[Starts toward his stuf}’.ﬂ]l bundle of papers.] See. I've been down to the bank.

noraA: Torvald.
HELMERI [StO‘pS.] YGS.
ora: If your little :
N something—? Squirre] bEgged you, with all her heart and soul, for
ueLMER: What's that?
~nora: Then would you do it

HELMER: First, naturally, I'd haye to know what it was

norA: Your squirrel woyld — ; : ’
L a
and give in. per about apd do tricks, if you'd only be sweet

ueLMER: Out with it
noraA: Your lark would be sip
HELMER: Come on, she does

NORA: | (-ill\)le a4 Wo&’d f]YmPh and dance for you in the moonlight.
HELMER: [Nora—don't tell me it's that same business from this morning?
Nora: [Coming closer)] Yes, Torvald, I beg you, please!

HELMER: And you actually have the nerve to drag that up again?

NORA: Yes, yes, you've got to give in to me; you have to let Krogstad keep his job
in the bank.

HELMER: My dear Nora, I've slated his job for Mrs. Linde.
NORA: Thag s awfully kind of you. But you could just fire another clerk instead of
Krogstad. % _
HELMER: This is the most incredible stubbornness! Because you go and give an
impulsive promise to speak up for him, I'm expected to— |
NoRrA: That's not the reason, Torvald. It’s for your own sake. That man does writ-
ing for the worst papers; you said it yourself. He could do you any amount of
harm. I'm scared to death of him—

HELMER: Ah, I understand. It’s the old memories haunting you.

Nora: What do you mean by that?. o ‘

HELMER: Of course, you're thinking about your father. : ~k

NORA: Yes, all right. Just remember how those nasty gossips wrote in the.pape:rs
about Papa and slandered him so cruelly. I thn_lk the'y d have l?ad him dlS’—
missed if the department hadrcll’t sent 2{0}!1{ up to investigate, and if you hadn't

) i ard him. :
H il S?\/llcmctli ancll\T?)F;Zntr}?;jse a .tr(l)(‘)}‘t’able difference. between your father and
EIrJnhf.H;’.our)i"'atﬁz’s ofﬁc’ial career was hardly abpve_ lreproach. But mine is; and

I hope it'l] stay that way as long as,I.hOId my gos1;1§11i;1‘-lent> We could be so

Nora: Oh, who can ever tell whaF vicious minds ¢ _ ‘d [ and the chil:

, 1 our quiet, carefree home—you and [ and the chi

snug and happy noW ! hy I'm pleading with you so—
dren, Torvald! Thats W for him you make it impossible for me to keep

HELMER: And just by Pleading that I'm firing Krogstad. What if it's

. » n at the bank . .
him on. It's alrzadz‘::?ﬁ:; the new bank manager was vetoed by his wife—
rumored around D

NORA: Yes, what then—? our little bundle of stubbornness gets her way———'! I
HELMER: Oh yes—32S long as clf ridiculous in front of the whole office—give

should go and make my>

ging high and low in every room—
that anyway.
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A1l kinds of outside pressure. Oh, y,,, .

enough! Besides—there’s som éthing than
 as long as I'm the manager. § that

i ayed by
people the idea I can be s“}’l a); 7l

i bet I'd feel the effects of t
rules Krogstad right out at the ban
‘ e if I had to—
:EE;.ETI;;: moaral failings I could maybe overlook if I had to

1 Id, why not? i . '
NORA.E\iesAEZII’E;I ot hg:s quite efficient on the ]Ob. But he was a crony of Ming
HELMER:

..ndships that crop up again ang ...
back in my teens—one of.those rﬁs}ll fnieht s aell say:it: straight out: vi’agaln
to embarrass you later in life. Well, 1 mig es rio effort atall tohide it Ie gn

;i basis. And that‘tactlessfoo! makes no o eit bt fron
aiifstname.v2 he contrary—he thinks that entitles him to take a famij,, air
tbckies? Qumz]t e 23; ther second he comes booming out with; hjs “Vos
%ﬁ:ﬁi?z;gquﬁe thirsllg, Torvald!” I tell you, it's been: excrqciating for mej
He’s out to make my place in the bank unbea?able. 3

nora: Torvald, you can't be serious about all thIS-
HELMER: Oh no? Why not? 0« il
NORA: Because these are such petty conmderatlon,sf - » :
HELMER: What are you saying? Petty? You thinlf I'm petty: -
Nora: No, just the opposite} Torvald dear. T.hrat s exactly Wh)'/,— ;| |
HELMER: Never mind. You call my motives ‘petty; then I might as well be just
that. Petty! All right! We'll put a stop to this for good. [Goes to the hall door
and calls] Helenel .oru [ 200 sol wal < bolaiz ovi aiud mon ,
NORA: What do you want?| =+ oo o i O LA HuTa 2 Jal
HELMER: [Searching among his papers] A decision. [The MAID comes in.] Look
here; take this letter; go out with it at once. Get hold of a messenger and have
him deliver it. Quick now.It’s already addressed. Wait, here’s some money.
MAID: Yes, sir. [She leaves with the letter.] = v oo 1
'HELMER: [Straightening his papers.] There, now, little Miss Willful.~ « -
NORA: [Breathlessly.] Torvald, what was that letter?. ©* = .. ;
HELMER: Krogstad's notice. +* - w1 bic odt 231 briiishorg
NORA: Call it back, Torvald! There’s still time: Oh, Torvald, call it back! Do it for
rYny sgke—kfor yo}llr sal]ie, for the children’s sake! Do you hear, Torvald; do it
ou don’t know how this can harm us. : : ; ;
HELMER: Too late. ' T
NORA: Yes, too late. urinsz fnbed 1
HELMER: Nora dear, I can forgiv.e-you this panic, even though basically yOl-l’fe
5 blor[l:sautlzigrgt ;ne YES, )lf(?u are! Olr> isn't it an insult to think that I should be afraid
e ;ﬁl:w :u :hrgvegfe. But I forgive you anyway, because this shows S-(;
Hoidebe e ]\)]Iou ove me. [Takes her in his arms.] This is the way!
; g Nora: Whatever comes, you'll see: when it really counts,

o ha'v]ef strength' and courage enough as a man to take on the whole weight
myself. '

NORA: [Terrified.] What do you mean by that? .
HELMER: The whole weight, [ sajd. -

NORA: [Resolutely.] No, never in all the world.. . ‘- '

HEIfI%il:i:lispzd. ]SX it share it, Nora, as man and wife. That's as it should be

s egeserit’ Teyou happy now? There, there, there—not these frighten®
, yes. Its nothing at al] butempty fantasies—Now yOll—Sho"lld -

3
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through ygurﬁar'antel]a and practice your tambourine. I'll go to the inner office
a'nd L doors, so T won't hear a thing; you can make all the noise you
like. [ Turning in the doorway] And when Rank comes, just tell him where he

;an ?nd me. [He nods to her and goes with his papers into the study, closing the
oor.

NoRa: [Standing as though r ooted, dazed w
do it. He will do it. He'll do it i

ith fright, in a whisper.] He really could
, spite of everything. No, not that, never, never!
Anything but that! Escapel A way out—[The doorbell rings.] Dr. Rank! Any-
thing but that! Anything, whatever it js| [Her hands pass over her face, smoothing
it: sl?.e pulls hfzrself together, goes over and opens the hall door. DR. RANK stands
outside, hanging his fur coat up. During the following scene, it begins getting

dark.]
nora: Hello, Dr. Rank. I reco
yet; I believe he's working,
raNK: And you?

nora: For you, I always have an hour to spare—you know that. [He has entered,
and she shuts the door after him.) '

rank: Many thanks. I'll make use of these hours while I can.

nora: What do you mean by that? While you can?

rRANK: Does that disturb you? ‘

nora: Well, it's such an odd phrase. Is anything going to happen?

Rank: What's going to happen is what I've been expecting so long—but I hon-
estly didn’t think it would come so soon. iy ‘

NoRrA: [Gripping his arm.] What is it you've found out? Dr. Rank, you have to tell
me! P 52

gnized your ring. But you mustn't go in to Torvald

RANK: [Sitting by the stove] It's all over with me. There’s nothing to be ‘done
about it. - ‘ : ‘

NORA: [Breathing easier)] Is it you—then—? : P

RANK: Who else? There’s no point in lying to one’s self. I'm the most miserable
of all my patients; Mrs. Helmer. These past few days'I've been auditing my
internal accounts. Bankrupt! Within a month I'll probably be laid out and
rotting in the churchyard. | il oo T Toboite e mpe

NoRA: Oh, what a horrible thing to say. e 5 b T e s

RANK: The thing itself is horrible. But the worst of it is all the other horror
before it’s over. There’s only one final examination left; when I'm finished with
that, I'll know about when my disintegration will begin. There’s'something I
want to say. Helmer with his sensitivity hgs such a sharp distaste for anything
ugly. I don’t want him near my sickroom. - 5 Vih e

NORA: Oh, but Dr. Rank— | -

RANK: [ won't have him in there. Under no condition. I'll lock my door to
him—As soon as I'm completely sure of the worst, I'll send you my calling
card marked with a black cross, and you'll know then the wreck has started

to come apart. #
Nora: No tOI:iay you're completely unreasonable. And I'wanted you so much to

; d humor. ; 7
RAI:E-TNZ?ZEL%OSP my sleeve? And then to suffer this way for somebody else’s

sins. s there any justice in that? And in every single family, in some way or
anot'her this inevitable retribution of nature gges on-— . :

N
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i ] over her ears] Oh, stuff! Cheer up! Please‘*be
ea 0

‘ innocent spin - 8yl
NORA: [He"il»qg’?dsstpar: Sssoon ghatlt all. My poor, T - Servlng-time
raNK: Yes, LdJH v da : i
for my fa;:her ?al%ayl;tr]n}{{e gvas so infatuated with asparagus tips ang Pitg g,
A: [B the tapie,
Nojl%ie ngs, wasn't that it?

RANK: Yes—an

nora: Truffles, yes.

ters, naturally: ith it. It’
RANK: jges(,i tc;lns otii1 Zy;ort and champagne to g0 with it. It's so sad that 4] thege
NORA: And then

" bones.
. to strike at our
de}egabliigl]l?%:h}:rllvihey strike at the unhappy bones that never shareg in
RANK: Lispe

the fun. |
NORAE: Ah, that's the saddest of all.

. [Looks searchingly at her.]. Hm.
:?)NRi: EAfter « moment.] Why did you smile?
rANK: No, it was you who laughed. e
Nora: No, it was you who smiled, Dr. Rank
RANK: [Getting up.] You're even a bigger tease t
Nora: I'm full of wild ideas today. -

: That’s obvious. ] | b '

12?)1:1&: r{;}utting Loth hands on his shoulders.] Dear, dear Dr. Rank, you'll neyer
die for Torvald and me. < ;

raNK: Oh, that loss you'll easily get over. Those who go away are soon forgotten,

NORA: [Looks fearfully at him.] You believe that?

RANK: One makes new connections, and then—

NorA: Who makes new connections?. - .- . . uh

RANK: Both you and Torvald will when I'm gone. I'd say you're well under way
already. What was that Mrs. Linde doing here last evening?.

Nora: Oh, come—you can't be jealous of poor Kristine? :

RANK: Oh yes, I am. She'll be my successor here in the house. When I'm down
under, that woman will probably— _

Nora: Shh! Not so loud. She’s right in there.

RANK: Today as well. So you see.

NORA: Only to sew on my dress. Good gracious, how unreasonable you are.
[Sitting on the sofa.] Be. nice now, Dr. Rank. Tomorrow you'll see how
beautifully I'll dance; and you can imagine-then that I'm dancing only for
you—yes, and of couirse for Torvald, too—that's understood. [Takes ¥

ous items out of the carton.] Dr. R ; )
' . ank hOW ou
something. , sit over here and I'll show ¥

RANK: [Sitting) What's that?
NORA: Look here.- Look.
- RaNK: Silk stockings,

han I'd thought. - .

y lovely? Now it’s so dark heré, but tomorroW/NO’

no, no, just look at th i
om0l e feet. Ok well, you might as well look at the rest.

Don't you believe they'll fit?

form an Opinion on that.

] Shame on you Hits him li =
’ . [Hits him lightly on
Thats for you, [Puts them);way[ a;asinjm o

at him q mo
\ e
with the stockings.] -
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pank: And what other splendor
~oRA: Not the least hig more lja

and rummages among her ti’l y

m I going to see now?

O€cause you've been naughty. (She hums a little
ings.] ‘

all—
noRA: Nonsense, you're not going away,

ANK: [His voice unc
R [ hanged ] —and not even be able to leave some poor show of

gratitude behind, scarcely a fleeti
that anyone can fll. y Ing regret—no more than a vacant place

nora: And if I asked you now for—3> No—

raNK: For what?

NoRa: For a great proof of your friendship—

RANK: Yes, yes?

nora: No, | mean—for an exceptionally big favor—

raNK: Would you really, for once, make me so happy?

Nora: Oh, you haven't the vaguest idea what it is.

RANK: All right, then tell me. ‘ : /

Nora: No, but I can't,.Dr. Rank—it’s all out of reason. It's advice and help,
too—and a favor— = . ‘ by b

RANK: So much the better. I can't fathom what you're hinting at. Just speak out.
Don'’t you trust me? :

nora: Of course. More than anyone else. Youre my best and truest friend, I'm
sure. That's why I want to talk to you, All right, then, Dr. Rank: there’s some-
thing you can help me prevent. You know how deeply, how inexpressibly
dearly Torvald loves me; he'd never hesitate a second to give up his life for me.

RANK: [Leaning close to her.] Nora—do you think he’s the only one—

NORA: [With a slight start.] Who—?
RANK: Who'd gladly give up his life for you. v |
NORA: [Heavily] 1 see. = :

RANK: I swore to myself you s
better chance. Yes, Nora, n
can trust me beyond anyone else. y

NORA: [Rising, natural and calm.] I.:et me Y]N i

RANK: [Making room for her, but still suing: he lamp in: [Goes over to the sfove]

NORA: [In the hall Joorway)] Helene, bring t ? amp In. ;
Ah, dear Dr. Rank, that was really mean 0 sy%l;.e

RANK: [Getting up.] That I've loved you just p

that mean? d told me. That was quite unnecessary—

an
Nora: No, but that you €ame out. i lol s
RANK: What do you mean? Have.you:

.y with the lamp, sets it 07 the table, and goes out again.|

es i :

[The MAID com v asking you: have you known about it?
Helmer— or don’t know? Really, I don't know what to

RANK: Nora—MTrs- W ,
NORA: Oh, how can I tell WI:atbLkSI;Oc]UmSY’ Dr. Rank! Everything was so good.
o have to

say—Why did yo! o

h.c.)uld knbw this before I'm gone: I'll never find a
ow you know. And also you know now that you

ly as somebody else? Was
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e that
e, you now have the kr;owledg my body .
in a1 28 o vion out: ‘
ey lrr;;a);] Go won't 3}/1ou speak
t your €0 . b
NO?!A)'{ [Looking at him.] Aftert
just
rANK: Please, Jus e gt
an .
ke kqu: muystn h me like this. Give me the o
T et ly possible for you _
whatever is hu,ma;}):igg you can do for me. ’BeSIdes., actually, T doy e
NORA: Now theres T fantasies. That's what it is. Of course| e,
n

S()u] e

to dq

) it ]y mY 5 !
help. You'll see—its on i]es.] What a nice one you are, Dr. Rank 4, e
rocker, looks at hif, i Smat the lamp is here? : ™

a little bit ashamed, now
rank: No, not exactly. But p
nora: No, you certainly can

have. You know Torvald can

RANK: Yes, but you? S , .
NoRa: You know how much I enjoy it when you're here.

raNK: That's precisely what threw me off. You'rial a myslfelily to me. Sy
times I've felt you'd almost rather be with me than wit elmer._ :

NoRa: Yes—you see, there are some people 'that one lqvgs most and other Peo-
ple that one would almost prefer being with. ' : iy

rANK: Yes, there’s something to that. x

NoRra: When I was back home, of course I loved Papa most. But I always thougy
it was so much fun when I could sneak down to the maids’ quarters, becays,
they hever tried to-improve me, and it was always so'amusing, the way they
talked to each other. :

RANK: Aha, so it's their place that I've filled. ! .

NORA: [ Jumping up and going to him.] Oh, dear, sweet Dr. Rank, that's not what
I'meant at all. But you can understand that with Torvald it’s just the same as
with Papa— =+ : T L T ;

erhaps I'd better go—for good?
't do that. You must come here just as yo, 0
't do without you. A26 1 s

many

[The MAID enters fr_om the hall]

MAID: Maam—please! She whispers to Nora and. hands her calling card]
NORA: [Glancing at the card] Ah! [Slips it into her pdcket ]
RANK: Anything wrong? Pe ' v B
NORA: No, no, not at all. It's on]
RANK: Really? But—there’s you :
NORA: is i | -

NORa: g}}:: ;};35. ‘f:; ;l;;stllsleagother one—TI ordered it—Torvald mustn't know—

ig secret.
NORA: That's right. Just go in with e s
; 0 ’ ; §
there as long as-J_ g0 In with him h? s back in the inner study. Keep him

y some—it’s my new dress—
r dress,

MAID: Yes, he came up by th
NORra: But didn't you te]]

i
MAID: Yes, but that didn't di)n ailomEb(c)ldy M
NORA: He won't leaye> i

e back stairs,

this. It's a surprige for my hL!sbut quietly. Helene, don't breathe a word
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wmaip: Yes, yes, | understand‘_[
noRA: This horror—ig' going t

STAD and shuts it be);
ind : .
afurcap] ressed for travel in a fur coat, boots, and

noRA: [Going toward hiy,. ,
krOGSTAD: Well, good f;r]hhf?,:F softly. My husband’s home.
nora: What do you want

KROGSTAD: Some information,

norA: Hurry up, then. What i it

KROGSTAD: You know, of course, that I got my notice. |

NoRA: I couldn’t prevent . '
il workel:l. ntit, Mr. Krogstad. I fought for you Fo the bltter' end, but

KROGSTAD: Does your husband’s
I can expose you to, and al] ¢
noRra: How can you imagine he

KROGSTAD: Ah, no—I can’t imagine it either, now. It’s not at all like my fine
Torvald Helmer to have so much guts— ' ik

NORA: Mr. Krogstad, I demand respect for my husband!

KROGSTAD: Why, of course—all due respect. But since the lady’s keeping it so

carefully hidden, may I presume to ask if you're also a bit better informed
than yesterday about what you've actually done? ' '

NORA: More than you ever could teach me.
KROGSTAD: Yes, I am such an awful lawyer. I ! ‘
NoRrA: What is it you want from me? : 3 K1 ° i
KROGSTAD: Just a glimpse of how you are, Mrs. Helmer. I've been thinking about ;
you all day long. A cashier, a night-court scribbler, a—well, a type like me
also has a little of what they call a heart, you know. 124501 ;
NorA: Then show it. Think of my children. Eal s T9 b
kROGSTAD: Did you or your husband ever think of mine? But never mind. I sim-
ply wanted to tell you that you don't need to take this thing too seriously. For
the present, 'm not proceeding with any action. -~ -~ - ‘
NoraA: Oh no, really! Well—I knew that. . . B
KROGSTAD: E;rerything can be settled in a frlcndly spirit. It doesn’t have to get
around town at all; it can stay just amoig us tfhtrﬁfa. g .
thing of this. : il
NORA: shand must never know any ' |
rona: X]);.h[-l;ow can you manage that? Perhaps you can pay me the balance? il
NoRA: No, not right now. ' ;
KROGSTAD: Or you know Bt e
’ 1 0 .
NORA: No way that I'm w1 H']gh done you any good, anyway. If you stood
KROGSTAD: Well, it wouldn' have

i i ldn’t-buy your signature

e i ful of bills, you still cou y

in front of me with a fist ; L

back.
NORA: Then tell me whaty
kroGstap: I'll just hgld ont

get wind of it. So if youV )
NORA: | have. . 1: of running away from home— i
KrRoGsTAD: Been thinking 0 i

love for you run so thin? He knows everything
he same he dares to— L S

knows anything about this?

some way of raising the money in a day or two?

. ooing to do withit. ' il
e g](zler:f) it on file. There’s no outsider who'll even ' 4
0 l[j; 1, thinking of taking some desperate step— o
: .
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~oRra: I have!
KROGSTAD: Or €
NoRa: How could you gue
KROGSTAD: You can drop t
NORA: How could you guess
KROGSTAD: Most of us think abou
covered I hadn't the couilge——
. [Lifelessly] I don't either. ’
:gggsg;gzg [RelJ;gved.] That's true, you havent the courage? You too?
NoRa: 1 don't have it—1I don't have it.
KROGSTAD: It would be terribly stupi
blows out, why, then—I have here in my
Nora: Telling everything?
KROGSTAD: As charitably as possible.
NORA: [Quickly] He mustn't ever get t
get money.
KROGSTAD: Beg pardon,
Nora: Oh, I don't mean the money I owe you.
from my husband, and I'll manage it. T
kRrOGsTAD: | don't want any money from your husband.

Nora: What do you want, then? [ ;
kroGsTAD: I'll tell you what. 1 want to recoup, Mrs. Helmer; I 'want to get on in

the world—and there’s where your husband can help me. For a year and a half
I've kept myself clean of anything disreputable—all that time struggling with
the worst conditions; but I was satisfied, working my way up step by step. Now
I've been written right off, and I'm just not in the mood to come crawling back.
I tell you, I want to move on. I want to get back in.the bank—in a better posi-
tion: Your husband can set up a job for me—. . ...

NoraA: He'll never do that! Pt el it .

kRoGsTAD: He'll do it. I know him. He won't dare breathe a word of protest. And
once I'm in there together with him, you just wait and see! Inside of a year, I'l
be the manager’s right-hand man. It'll be Nils Krogstad, not Torvald Helmer,
who runs the bank. ‘ ,

Nora: You'll never see the day!

KROGSTAD: Maybe you think you can—

NORA: I have the courage now—for that,

KROGSTAD: Oh, you c,lon’t scare me. A smart, spoiled lady like you—

Nora: You'll see; you'll see!

KROGSTAD: Under the ice, maybe? Down in the freezing, coal-black water’

There, til i i i i
inge;i,t _]ﬁ L'you float up in the spring, ugly, unrecognizable, with your hair fall-

NORA: You don't frighten me.
KROGSTAD: Nor do you frighten me. One doesn’t do these things, Mrs. Helmer.
Besides, what good would it be? I'd still have him safe in my k t
NORA: Afterwards? When I'm no longer—>? B
KRO.GS'ID‘AD: Are you forgetting that I'll be in control then over your final reputa-
]tson.’ ([?ORA St‘_mds SPQFCMESS, staring at him.] Good: now‘ I've warnedpyou‘
on't do anything stupid. When Helmer’s read my letter, I'll be waiting for his

ven of something worsé—
ss that?
hose thoughts.

[ was thinking of that? .
¢ that at first. 1 thought about it too, by | e

d, anyway. After that first storm at hop,
pocket a letter for your hushanq__

hat letter. Tear it up. I'll find some way ¢,

Mrs. Helmer, but I think I just told you—
Let me know how much you want
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ly. And bear in ;i "
:zpn{y 0{:1 w:;Sr llr’lllmnl:'::1 : thfat Its your husband himself who's forced me back
' ver forgive hi _
goes out through the J, all] orgive him for that. Good-bye, »Mrs. Helmer. [He
NOIR z;ici(})s ]teitihe (;36;1” door, opens it 4 crack, and listens.] He's gone. Didn't
© d more.] Whr. <k T, no: that's impossible too! [Opening the door more
a}?' kin .it ov a)t ?\;hat? He,s standing outside—not going downstairs. He’s
t = fogtst er’ Maybe he'll—» [A letterfalls in the mailbox; then KROGS-
TADS . epsdare heard, dying away down a flight of stairs. NORA gives a
muffled cry and runs oyey toward the sofa table. A short pause.] In the mail-

box. [Slfps warily over to the hall door] It's lying there. Torvald, Torvald—
now were lost!

MRS. LINDE: [Entering with the ¢

see anything else to mend. Perhaps you'd like to try—
NORA: [In a hoarse whisper) Kristine, come here. ‘

MRS. LINDE: [Tossing the dress on the sofa.] What's wrong? You look upset.

Nora: Come here. See that letter? There! Look—through the glass in the mailbox.
MRS. LINDE: Yes, vyes, [ see it.. :

norA: That letter’s from Krogstad—

MRS. LINDE: Nora—it’s Krogstad who loaned you the money!

NoRA: Yes, and now Torvald will find out everything,

MRS. LINDE: Believe me, Nora, it's best for both of you.

NoRa: There’s more you don’t know. I forged a name.

MRS. LINDE: But for heaven’s sake—? _

NoRa: [ only want to tell you that, Kristine, so that you can be my witness.

MRS. LINDE: Witness? Why should [—? ' i

NoRa: If [ should go out of my mind—it could easily happen—

MRS. LINDE: Nora! 4 10

NorA: Or anything else occurred—so I couldn't be present here—

MRS. LINDE: Nora, Nora, you aren't yourself at all! ! " HOYA

NORA: And someone should try to take on the whole weight, all of the guilt, yo
follow me— | ' ——

MRs. LINDE: Yes, of course, but why do you think—_? S :

Nora: Then you're the witness that it isnt true, ,Krlstlr_le. I'm very much myself;
my mind right now is perfectly clear; and I'm telling you: nobody else has
known about this; I alone did everything. Remember that.

MRs. LinpE: I will. But I don't understand all t}}is_. . seu s
NoRra: Oh, how could you ever understand it? It's the miracle now that’s going to

ostume from the room, left.) There now, I can't

take place. .

MRS, : iracle? 5 e ;
NORAFg[s)Eé}Eh;iI;cle- But it’s so awful, Kristine. It mustn't take place, not for
anything in the world.
MRS. LiNDE: I'm going righ :
NORA: Don't go near him; .he Iid
MRS. LinDE: There was a time on

NORA: He? ! . K ] S 3 ‘ i
]_VE- » K
MRS, Linpg: Where does heé hes in her pocket.] Here’s his card. But the

NORA: Oh, how do I know? Yes: [Searc

letter, the letter—!

t over and talk with Krogstad.
o you some terrible harm! -

ce when he'd gladly have done anything for me.
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. Nora!

‘ ocking on the door)]

g [I*;lrom thz;;:% 76"}1! What is it?. Wha,t do you wa.nt?. - .
NORA: [With a cry ' be so frightened. Were not coming in. You lockeg "
uELMER: Now, now, dont e

) .
i 4 tryingon the d'ress.
Nogi?;'esarla(zryini it. I'll ook just beautiful, Torvald.

« living right around the corner.

; ond the card.] Hes living right 2 "
rg;:?;%ﬁ%ﬁﬁiifz use? We're lost. The letters in the box.

MRS. LIND,E: And your husband has the key? :

NORA: Yes, always. ; e ! e
MRS. LINDE: Krogstad can ask for his letter back : n find sop

' oei?"]l;st-;t_’s iust this time that Torvald usually— 3
I:m: LINDE: Sjtall him. Keep him inthere. I'll be back as quick as I can, [gp,

hurries out through the hall entrance.] e
NORA: [Goes to HELMERS door, opens it, and peers in.] Torvald! |
HELMER: [From the inner study.] Well.——does: one dare set foot in one’s own Jjy.

ing room at last? Come on, Rank, now we 11 get a look—[In the doorway.] By

what's this?

NorA: What, Torvald dear? of ey |

HELMER: Rank had me expecting some grand masquerade. |

RANK: [[n the doorway.] That was my impression, but I must have been wrong,

NORA: No one can admire me in my splendor—not till tomorrow.

HELMER: But Nora dear, you look so exhausted. Have you practiced too hard?

NoRra: No, I haven't practiced at all yet. : : ‘

HELMER: You know, it's necessary— 1 biuod

NoRA: Oh, it's absolutely necessary, Torvald. But I can't get anywhere without
your help. I've forgotten the whole thing completely.

HELMER: Ah, we'll soon take care of that. , e ol

Nora: Yes, take care of me, Torvald, please! Promise me that? Oh, I'm so ner-
wous. That big party—You must give up everything this evening for me. No
business—don't even touch your pen. Yes? Dear Torvald, promise?

HELMER: It’s a promise. Tonight I'm totally at your service—you little helpless
thing. Hm—but first there’s one thing:1 want to—[Goes toward the hall

NORA: What are you looking for? © .. .

HELMER: Just to see if there’s any mail.

NORA: No, no, don't do that, Torvald!

HELMER: Now what?

NORA: Torvald, please. There isn't any.

HELMER: Let me look, though. [Starts out. NORA, at the piano, strikes the first notes
of the tarantella. HELMER, at the door stops.] Ahal : :

NORA: I can't dance tomorrow if I don't , ,

HELMER: '

NoniEﬁl;es[,ngi g‘:{;’; mfr;iwlﬂ N‘?éa dear, are you _really so frightened?

y Irightened. Let me practice right now; there’s still 6™

before dinner. Oh, sit down and p] ‘ y
way you always have. nd play for me, Torvald. Direct me. Teach mé

HELMER: Gladly, if it's what you want. [

practice with you.

Sits at the piano.]
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mbour;
"€ Up from the box, then a long, varicolored shawl,

und h,
erself, whereupon she springs forward and cries out:]

Play for me now! Now I'l] dance!

[HELMER plays 4
nd Nor ' :
and looks on] A dances. RANK stands behind HELMER at the piano

HELMER: [As he plays] SI
norA: Can't change it ower. Slow down.

HELMER: Not so violent, Nora!
norA: Has to be just like this

HELMER: [Stopping] No, no, that won't -do at all

NORA: [Laughing and swing; ;
e LEE T8 p%ay b :”l:::gmg her tambourine.] Isn't that what I told yo.u?

HELMER: Getting up.] Yes, go on. | can teach her more easily then. -

RANK sits a i ‘
{las Smtionei{t:? pmlno and plays; Nora dances more and more wildly. HELMER
i e imself by tke stove and repeatedly gives her directions; she seems
e r them; her hair loosens and falls over her shoulders; she does not
notice, but goes on dancing. MRs. LINDE enters.] i

MRS. LINDE: [Standing dumbfounded at the door] Ah—!

NoRra: [Still dancing.] See what fun, Kristine!

HELMER: But Nora darling, you dance as if your life were at stake.
NoRA: And it is.

HELMER: Rank, stop! This is pure madness. Stop it, I say!

[RANK breaks off playing, and NORA halts abruptly.]

HELMER: [Going over to her] 1 never would have believed it. You've forgotten

everything I taught you.
NoRA: [Throwing away the ta
HELMER: Well, there’s certain
NoRa: Yes, you see how important it i

minute. Promise me that, Torvald?

HELMER: You can bet on it. ey 3 et | g
Nora: You mustn't, either today or tomorrow, think about anything else but me;
. 1

you mustn't open any letters—or the mailbox—

HELMER: Ah, it’s still the fear of that man— |
: s, that too. - , ‘ -
:gE:A.Eg-hNyf);y?t’; written all over you—theres already a letter from him out
* ?

there.
Nora: | don't know. I gu

mustn’t be anything U8
RANK: [Quietly to HELMER o
HELMER: |Putting his arm jmced——

row night, after youve an

NorA: Then you'll be e Ma’am dinner is served.
MAID: [In the doorwa); gﬂfﬁzhlpagne, Helene.

Nora: We'll be wantin

mbourine.] You see for yourself.
ly room for instruction here.
s. You've got to teach me to the very last

ou mustn’t read such things now; there

ess so. But'y n'
ly between us before it's all over.

houldn’t deny her. ; ‘
] You s her] The child can have her way. But tomor-

Lo
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am. [Goes out.]

: ood, ma
MAID: Very g lar banquet, hm?

- 1l daybreak! [Calling ous] An
NORA: Yes, a banquet—*Chéln’lpflg“e t y d SOme Mag

i i ce.

£ them—just this on
roons, Helene. Heaps now—no hysterics. Be py,
HELMER: |Taking her hands.] Now, now, :4 My oy "

Jark again. in—and you, Dr. Rank. Keic..
ora: Oh, I will soon enough: But go on 10 y - Kristine hel,

hair. , .
RANm; I[)‘l)l[;hlfpzz‘fng as they go.] Theres nothing wrong—really wrong ;

HELMER: Oh, of course not. It's nothing more than this childish anxj

telling you about. [They go out, right.]

NORA: Well?

MRs. LINDE: Left town.

NoRa: I could see by your face. ‘

mgs. LINDE: He'll be home tomorrow evenin :

NORA: You shouldn’t have. Don't try to stop anything now. After all, it 2 Wop.
derful joy, this waiting here for the miracle.

MRs. LINDE: What is it you're waiting for? ’
NORA: Oh, you can't understand that. Go in to them; I'll be along in a moment,

a-

S ther)
ety | Wag

g. [ wrote him a note.

[MRS. LINDE goes into the dining room. NORA stands a short while as if con.
posing herself; then she looks at her watch.] |

NoRa: Five. Seven hours to midnight. Twenty-four hours to the midnight after, and
then the tarantella’s done. Seven and twenty-four? Thirty-one hours to live.

HELMER: [In the doorway, right.] What's become of the little lark?

NORA: [Going toward him with open arms.] Here’s your lark!

ACT Il

Same scene. The table, with chairs around it, has been moved to the center of
the room. A lamp on the table-is lit. The hall door stands open. Dance misic
drifts down from the floor above. MRS. LINDE sits at the table, absently paging
through a book, trying to read, but apparently unable to focus her thoughts
‘Once or twicé she pauses, tensely listening for a sound at the outer entrance.

MRS. LINDE: ’[Glancing at her watch.] Not yet‘gnd there’rS hardly aﬁy time Jeft

If ;nly h}es lzot_[Lis;lening again.] Ah, there he is. [She goes out in the gul

© ana cautiously opens the outer door. Quiet the stairs. "
whispors] ot Nobodys heor Quie footsteps are heard on

KROGSTAD: [I , I
this?AD I the doorway.) 1 found a note from you at home. What's backof 2

MRS. LINDE: [ just had to talk to you..
KROGSTAD: Oh? And it just had to |
MRS. LINDE: At my place it was im
Come in; we're all alone, The m
upstairs. -
KROGSTAD: [Entering the room.]
MRS. LINDE: Yes, why not?

e here in this hiinses
PO,SSlble; my room hasn't a privaté ent
aid’s asleep, and the Helmers are at the

ranct
danc®

Well, well, the Helmers are dancing tonight? Really
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mRS. LINDE: We have a gr
KROGSTAD: I wouldn't hay,
MRS. LINDE: No, becayse

catch comes by.
MRS. LINDE: You think I'm
lightly? ,
kROGSTAD: Didn't you

MRS. LINDE: Nils—is that what
you really thought? ~
: If Y 8
KR(;GIS;:EE. ‘gf‘})]‘;tca]red, then why did you write me the way you did?
MR x -“ else could I do? If I had to break off with you, then it was my
Ll HETVE I Toot out everything you felt for me. . QEP
KROGSTA?: [Wringing his hands.] So that was it. And this—all this, simply for
money! :
MRS. LINDE: Pon’t forget I had a helpless mother and two small brothers. We
couldn’t wait for you, Nils; you had such a long road ahead of you then.
KROGSTAD: That may be; but you still hadn't the right to abandon me for some-
body else’s sake. . . oo S0
MRS. LINDE: Yes—1I don't know. So many, many times I've asked myself if I did
have that right. oy ’
KROGSTAD: [More softly.] When I lost you, it was as if all the solid ground dis-
solved from under my feet. Look at me; I'm a half-drowned man now, hang-
ing onto a wreck. yast | F1an

MRs. LINDE: Help may be near. i 19
KROGSTAD: It was near—but then you came and blocked it off. :
MRs. LINDE: Without my knowing it, Nils. Today for the first time I learned that

it's you I'm replacing at the bank. ‘
kroGsTAD: All right—1I believe you. But now that you know, will you step
aside?: , i S i : iy
Mgs. LINDE: No, because that wouldn't benefit you in the slightest.

KROGSTAD: Not “benefit” me, hm! I'd step aside anyway. . 1+
MRs. LiNpE: ['ve learned to be realistic. Life and hard, bitter necessity have

so thoroughly calculating? You think I broke it off

taught me that.
KROGSTAD: And life’s taught me never to
MRs. LiNDE: Then life’s taught you a very soun

in actions, don't you?
KROGSTAD: What does that mean?

MRSs. LINDE: You said you weré hantil;ltg
LT son to say ‘ ,
KROGSTAD: 've good rea 1f.drowned woman on a wreck. No one to suffer

MRs. LINDE: I'm also like a ha
with; no one to caré for.
KRoGsTAD: You made your ¢
MRs. LinpE: There wasn't any €

KROGSTAD: So—what of it?

trust fine phrases. '~ .
d thing. But you do have to trust

on like a half-drowned man to a wreék.

hoice.
hoice then.

4
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could reac
Nils, if only we tWO shipwrecked people h acrog ¢, eac
.Nils. if o
MRS. LINDE: IN1Is, 1

other. ey
sayings )
kRroGSTAD: What aré y(;uwchk are at least better of f than each on hjg Sl
5 on :
MRS. LINDE: Two on

v gt i
KROGSTAD: Kristine: hink [ came into tOWI‘l?
in ca
mgs. LINDE: Why doyou't hought of me?

: ome t
kroGsTAD: Did you reallzrllla:f: ;0 on living. All'my born days, as long 4 | by

MRS. LINDE: 1 ::la;’; ;2123’ d, and it's been my best and my only joy. But now |
re?]i)?:alt):ll; al‘t’)ne in the world; it frightens me (o be:so empty and logt. T Work
co

f yourse]f—~there’s no joy in that. Nils, give me something—someq;,, ;
or |

etk for: o It’s i sterical feminin
kroGsTAD: | don't believe all this. It's just somelhy € urge 14,

ake a noble sacrifice. .
Gl sund me to be hysterical?

Mrs. LINDE: Have you ever f _
KROGSTAD: Can you honestly mean this? Tell me—do you know everything

about my past?

MRS. LINDE: Yes.

kRroGsTAD: And you know what they th

MRS. LINDE: Erom what you were saying before,
could have been another person. '

KROGSTAD: I'm positive of that.

Mgs. LINDE: Couldn't it happen still?

KROGSTAD: Kristine—you'e saying this in all seriousness? Yes, you are! I can
see it in you. And do you really have the courage, then—?

MRs. LINDE: I need to have someone to care for; and your children need a mother,
We both need each other. Nils, I have faith that you're good at heart—I'll risk
everything together with you.

KROGSTAD: [Gripping her hands.] Kristine, thank you, thank you—Now I know
I can win back a place in their eyes. Yes—but I forgot—

MRS. LINDE: [Listening] Shh! The tarantella. Go now! Go on!

KROGSTAD: Why? What is it? '

MRS. LINDE: Hear the dance up there? When that’s over, they’'ll be coming
down.

KROGSTAD: Oh, then I'll go: But—it’s all
the move I made against the Helmers.

MRS. LINDE: Yes, Nils, I know.

;l;(;?ifggizﬁnlfnﬂ\lv tLlf) ;agne(,iyou }.1ave the courage to—?

KROGSTAD: Oh, if I onl arldespalr.can drive a man like you.

MRS. LIND;EI: Y(;u easilyigz?d_ta(l:s l; - b,ack: .

KROGSTAD: Are you sure of that)?/ rletters still lying in the mailbox.

MRS. LINDE: Positive. But—

ink I'm worth around here.
it would seem that with me you

pointless. Of course, you don't know

KROGSTAD: I'll demand my letter back.

Scanned with CamScanner



HENRIK IBSEN A Doll House, Act III 1741
MRS. LINDE: No, ng.
KROGSTAD: Yes, of cour ) : ' :
give me my letter aga?z;l_ll}15tzl-y here till Helmer comes down; I'll tell him to
read it— atit only involves my dismissal—that he shouldn’t

, don’t call the le '

KR(;G?IQDD:EEUE::V E}SD’t Fhigs exactly Wh;t;;:l)tf:ll';te me to come here?

MRt}.xen, it d ti]:tltti}rfé I%Zt panic. Bu_t it's l?een a whole day and night sian:
got to learn everything thizec(lm Sg;h incredible things in this house. Helmer’s
come to a full un derste;ndi -relal ul secret has to be aired,; t’hose two have to

el b, 3 ng; all these lies and evasions can't'go on.

q q d’ ., L Youwant to chance it. But at least there’s one thing I
can do, and do right away—

S. LINDE: [Listeni : | ;
MR [Listening] Go now, go, quick! The dance is over. We're not safe
another second. : :

kROGSTAD: I'll wait for you downstairs _ ‘
MRS. LINDE: Yes, please do; take me home , w o |

KROGSTAD: I can't believe it; I've never been so happy. [He leaves by way of the
outer door; the‘ door between the room and the hall stays open.]
MRS. LINDE: [Straightening up a bit and getting together her street clothes.] How dif-
ferent now! How different! Someone to work for, to live for—a home to build.
Well, it is worth the try! O, if they'd only come! [Listening] Ah, there they
are. Bundle up. [She picks up her hat and coat. NORA's and HELMER' voices can
be heard outside; a key turns in the lock, and HELMER brings NORA into the hall
almost by force. She is wearing the Italian costume with a large black shawl about
her; he has on evening dress, with a black domino® open over it.] I
NORA: [Struggling in the doorway.] No, no, no, not inside!' I'm going up again. I '
don’t want to leave so soon. , i85 V&1
HELMER: But Nora dear— ' RS
Nora: Oh, I beg you, please, Torvald. From the bottom of my heart, please—
only an hour more! | ke Pt 3 ’
HELMER: Not a single minute, Nora darling. You know our agreement. Come on,
in we go; you'll catch cold out here. [In spite of hgr resistance, he gently draws
her into the room.] o ' S
MRs. LINDE: Good evening,

NORA: Kristine! Boen

HELMER: Why, Mrs. Linde—are you here so late?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, I'm sorry, but I did want to see Nora in costume:
; - Yes,

NORA: Have you been sitting here, waiting for me? '
MRS. LINDE: Yes. I didn't come early enough; you were all upstairs; and then I

dn't leave without seeing you. ,.
HE:.};/?;ll%g'h[tRIe‘:ZggztgoNu(lRi's shawl.] Yes, take a good look. She's worth looking at,

I can tell you that, Mrs. Linde. Isn't she lovely? T
MRs. LiNDE: Yes, I should ﬁi};’;’ o ehhed Thats ey eveyiarid hdbghtiatithe

HELMER: A dream of love ribly stubborn—this sweet little thing. What’s to be

's hor
party, too. But ol aoine, I almost had to use force to pry her away.
done with her? Can you 1magiies |

some religious orders.

3. Hood worn by members of
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i idn’t indulge me, eve .

NORA: Oh. Torvald, you'e going to regret you di g n fOTJuSt a
half hour more.

HELMER: There, you se€

which was well earne«

naturalistic—I mean it rat

She danced her tarantella and got a tumultuoyg hang__

d. although the performance may have been 4

’ her overstepped the proprieties ﬁf lart. Bu

: '« important is, she made a success, an overwhelming ;.

;101: c:};‘ilvchlaf:;;gﬁet her stay on after that f.-md spoil _th? Ffie‘:}:? Oh no, | toosl;
my lovely little Capri girl—my capricious little Capri glrt’ should Sy—toqk
her under my arm; one quick tour of th'e ba]l'r(?omé.a curtsy tg every S_lde, i
then—as they say in novels—the beautlfu].,VISIOIl }Sapp?are . An exit shouly
always be effective, Mrs. Linde, but‘thats what Ca;'llt get Nora to grasp,
Phew, it’s hot in here. [Flings the domino on a chair and opens the door ¢, his
room.] Why's it dark in here? Oh yes, of course. Excuse me. [He 80es in gy
lights a couple of candles.]

NORA: [[n a sharp, breathless whisper.] So?

MRS. LINDE: [Quietly] I talked with him.

NORA: And—? - ' :

MRs. LINDE: Nora—you must tell your husband everything,

NORA: [Dully] I knew it. ‘ 35

MRS. LINDE: You've got nothing to fear from Krogstad, but you have to speak out.

NORA: [ won't tell. ! | '

MRS. LINDE: Then the letter will. ;

NorA: Thanks, Kristine. I know now what’s to be done. Shh!

HELMER:-[Reentering.]| Well, then, Mrs. Linde—have you admired her?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, and now I'll say good night.

HELMER: Oh, come, so soon? [s this yours, this knitting?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, thanks. I nearly forgot it.

HELMER: Do you knit, then?

MRS. LINDE: Oh yes. F Wlaso

HELMER: You know what? You should embroider instead.

MRS. LINDE: Really? Why? ‘ _ o e

HELMER: Yes, because it’s a lot prettier. See here, one holds the embroidery so,

in the left hand, and then one guides the needle with the right—so—in an
easy, sweeping curve—right?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, | guess that's—

blt tog
L neye,

nitting—it can never be anything but ugly.
n, the knitting needles going up and down—
it. Ah, that was really a glorious champagne

Look, see here, the arms tucked ;
there’s something Chinese about
they served.

MRS. LINDE: Yes, good night, Nora énd don’
HELMER: Well put, Mrs, Lindel s b e
MRS. LINDE: Good night, Mr. Helmer. |

HELMER: [Accompanying her to the door.]

home all right. I'd be ver Good night, good night. I hope you get

y happy to—but you don't have far to go. Good night,
or after her and returns.] There, now, &
adly bore, that creature.
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geLMER: No, not a bit.
noRa: You'e not sleepy?
yeLMER: Not at all. Op ¢

you really look tired 5
nora: Yes, I'm very tired
ueLMER: See! You see! |
nora: Whatever you do
HELMER: [Kissing her b

what a time Rank wag having tonight?
nora: Oh, was he? I didn’t get to speak ;zvith him
neLMER: I scarcely did either, but it’s a | '

high spirits. [Gazes at her 4 moment, then comes nearer her] Hm—it’s marvel-

ous, ‘thot-lgh, to be back home again—to be completely alone with you. Oh, you
bewitchingly lovely young woman! ‘ : L] .

noraA: Torvald, don't look at me like that! -

HELMER: Can't 1 look at my richest treasure? At all that beauty that'’s mine,
mine alone—completely and utterly. , ,

NORA: [Moving around to the other side of the table.] You' mustn't talk to me that
way tonight. ' b

HELMER: [Following her] The tarantella is still in your blood, I can see—and it
makes you even more enticing. Listen. The guests are beginning to go. [Drop-
ping his voice.] Nora—it'll soon be quiet through this whole house. i

NoRra: Yes, I hope so. - i : »

HELMER: You do, don't you, my love? Do you realize—when I'm out at a party

- like this with you—do you know why I talk to you so little, and keep such a
distance away; just send you a stolen look now and then—you know why I do
it? It's because I'm imagining then that you're my secret darling, my secret
young bride-to-be, and that no one suspects there’s anything between' us.

NORA: Yes, yes; oh, yes, I know you're always thinking of me.

HELMER: And then when we leave and I place the shawl over those fine young
rounded shoulders—over that wonderful curving neck—then I pretend that
youTe my young bride, that we're just coming from the wedding, that for the
first time I'm bringing you into my house—that f(?r the first time I'm alone
with you—completely alone with you, your trembling young beauty! A;l this
evening ['ve longed for nothing but you. When I saw you turn. and sway in the
tarantella—my blood was pounding till I couldnt stand it—that's why- I

brought you down here so early— ’ '
NORA: (g;o a)‘z,va Torvald! Leave me alone. I dont want all th.xs, ' ’
HELM.ER. Whaz ’dO you mean? Nora, you're teasing me. You will, won't you? Aren'’t

I your husband—?
[A Lknock at the outside door.]

NORA: [Startled.] What's that? il
HELME[R: ?&oing toward the half] Who is it?

: me in a moment? S
RANK: [Outside.] It's me- May I]C(%h, e oes he want now? [Aloud] Hold on.

HELMER: [With quieth in"iitz;trt?g | pow nice that you didn't just pass us byl
[Goes and opens the 400" 5

he contrary,
nd sleepy.
- Soon now I'l] sleep.
was right all alon
is always right,
row.] Now my litt]

I'm feeling quite exhilarated. But you? Yes,

e lark talks sense. Say, did you notice

ong time since I've seen him in such
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d so badly to L
ice, and then I wan’t(.e Y to have g,
RANK: | thought I heapfdu)ﬁu;xﬁo me, these old familiar haunts. You hay, itosli]m_
[Lightly glancing about.] A1, i
and cozy in here, you tWO- Y eihiasio

ing 1 0z
: med to be having 1t pretty C ‘ 0.
::;E-EARBESIL:HS;; Why shouldn't I? ‘Why not take in everything in life> e -

Y ‘ Ch
y y wine was s b

as you can, anyway, and as IOI]g as you can. Ihe uper

> ?

: hampagne especially.
:E;E-E?(;I ESt(i:ceadrrll:Il)la% to0? It's amazing how much I could guzzle dowy,

NORA: Torvald also drank a lot of champagne this evenipg,

rRANK: Oh? : il

NoRa: Yes, and that always makes him

RANK: Well, why shouldn't one have Bipes b

ueLMER: Well spent? I'm afraid I can't claim that. . I

RANK: [Slapping him on the back.] But [ can, you S’E}e' e

NORA: Dr. Rank, you must have done some scientific research: today.

RANK: Quite so. o9 o S VLo 45 :

HELMER: Come now—little Nora talking about scientific research!

NoRaA: And can I congratulate you on the results?

RANK: Indeed you may.

NoRra: Then they were good? : (671 ¢

RANK: The best possible for both doctor and patient—certainty. -

NORA: [Quickly and searchingly.] Certainty? ; :

RANK: Complete certainty. So don't I owe myself a gay evening afterwards?

NORA: Yes, you'e right, Dr. Rank. - . ‘ 4l

HELMER: I'm with you—just so long:as you don't have to suffer for it in the
' morning. : : il wnlds

RANK: Well, one never gets something for nothing in life.

Nora: Dr. Rank—are you very fond of masquerade parties?

RANK: Yes, if there’s a good array of odd disguises— y il

NoRra: Tell me, what should we two go as at the next masquerade?

HELMER: You little featherhead—already thinking of the next!

RANK: We two? I'll tell you what: you must go as Charmed Life—

HELMER: Yes; but find a costume for that!

RANK: Your wife can appear just as she looks every day.

HELMER: That was nicely put. But dont you know what you're going to be?
RANK: Yes, Helmer, I've made up my mind. -

HELMER: Well?
RANK: At the next masquerade I'm going to be invisibje
HELMER: That’s a funny jdea, .

RANK: They say there’s a hat—black, hy é h : ‘ f the hat
2 T the ha
that makes you invisible} You put i : o Fmunepenieatd

o ton, and then no one on earth can se€

so entertaining. ‘
leasant evening after a well-spent day>

HELMER: [Suppressing a smile.]
RANK: But I'm quite forgetting
the dark Havanas. '
HELMER: With the greatest pleasure. [
RANK: Thanks. [Takes one and cuts
NORA: [Striking a match] Let me gi

Ah, of course, _
what I came for. Helmer, give me a cigar, on€ of

Holds out his case.]
off the tip)]
Ve you a light,
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RANK(;C;FE;:I( you. [She holds the match for him; he lights the cigar] And now

PO

HELMER: Good-bye, good-bye, old friend.

wora: Sleep well, Doctor.

RANK: Thanks for that wish.

wora: Wish me the same. : ,

aANK: You? All right, if you like—Sleep well. And thanks for the light. [He nods
1o them both and leaves] : _ ‘

HELMER: [His voice subdued.] He’s been drinking heavily. PR :

NORA: [Absently.] Could be. [HELMER takes his keys from his pocket and goes out
in the hall.] Torvald—what are you after? '

HELMER: Got to empty the mailbox; it's nearly full. There won't be room for the
morning papers. \ 0 1

noRa: Are you working tonight? da i

yeLMER: You know I'm not. Why—what'’s this? Someone’s been at the lock.

noRA: At the lock—? | . ;

seLMER: Yes, I'm positive. What do you suppose—? I can't imagine one of the
maids—>? Here’s a broken hairpin. Nora, it's yours— .

~oRA: [Quickly.] Then it must be the children— TR

ueLMeR: You'd better break them of that. Hm, hm—well, opened it after all.
[Takes the contents out and calls into the kitchen.] Helene! Helene, would you
put out the lamp in the hall. [He returns to the room, shutting the hall door, then
displays the handful of mail] Look howits piled up. [Sorting through them.]
Now what’s this? : !

NORA: [At the window.] The letter! Oh, Torvald, no! i - |

ueLMER: Two calling cards—from Rank. _ ‘ : j

nora: From Dr. Rank? sett ad TRl il

HELMER: [Examining them.] “Dr. Rank, Consulting Physician.” They were on
top. He must have dropped them in as he left. : ‘

NoRa: Is there anything on them?

HELMER: There’s a black cross over
He could almost be announcing his own death.

Nora: That's just what he’s doing. , i

HELMER: What! You've heard something? Something he’s told you?

NORA: Yes. That when those cards came, he'd be taking his leave of us. He'll
shut himself in now and die. :

HELMER: Ah, my poor friend! Of course 1 knew he wouldn't be here much

longer. But so soon—And then to hide himself away like a wounded animal.

then it's best it happens in silence—don’t you think

the name. See? That’s a gruesome notion.

Nora: If it has to happen,

so, Torvald? ) s 18 ) )
HELMER: [Pacing up 67 d down.] He'd grown right into our lives. I simply can't

imagine him gone. He with his suffering an’d’lonelinesfs—like a dark cloud set-
ting off our sunlit happiness- Well, maybe it’s best thl’S way. For him, at least.
[Standing still) And maybe for us too, Nora. Now we're thlrown back on each
other, completely. [Embraci her] Oh you, my darlmg wzfe, hpw can [ hold
you close enough? You know what, Nora—time an-d again I've wished you were
in some terrible danger just so I could stake my life and soul and everything,

for your sake.
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' and decisive.] Now
NORA: [Tearing herself awa), her voice firm YO myg n
i mIE:]ﬂ’ T?)rvsclwcti.toni nt to stay with you, dearest.
HELMER: No, no,
Nora: With a dying fnend, 0
HELMER: YouTe right. Weve o
these thoughts of death and c0

Jnti __we'll stay apart. : ‘
NOE:tEICtl}il;;inngZoui hz?; npeck.] Torvald—good night! Good night!

uELMER: [Kissing her on the cheek.] Good night, little songbird. g
" Nora. T'll be reading my mai
the door after him.]
NORA: [With bewildere .
it around her, and speaki

ght. I wa -
our mindar , )
nb);th had a shock. There’s ugliness between

ption. We'll have to get free of then, ES\
Ist,

he letters into his room gy
| now. [He takes the letters into his room, 4, e,
f $

d glances, groping about, seizing HELI\'/IER’S doming, throwi,
ng in short, hoarse, broken whispers.] Never g, hin
again. Never, never. [Putting her shawl over her. head.] Never see the childre,
either—them, too. Never, never. Oh, the freezing l?]ack vYater! The depths__
down—Oh, T wish it were over—He has it now; he’s reading it—now, O}, o,
no, not yet. Torvald, good-bye, you and the children—[She starts for the hall; g

she does, HELMER throws open his door and stands with an open letter iy I,

hand ]

HELMER: Nora!

NORA: [Screams.] Oh—!:" = L

HELMER: What is this? You know what’s in this letter?

Nora: Yes, I know. Let me go! Let me out! :

HELMER: (Holding her back.] Where are you going?

NORA: [Struggling to break loose.] You can't save me, Torvald!

HELMER: [Slumping back.] True! Then it’s true what he writes? How horrible!
No, no, it's impossible—it can't be true.

NORA: It is true. I've loved you more than all this world.

HELMER: Ah, none of your slippery tricks.

NORA: [Taking one step toward him.] Torvald—!

HELMER: What is this you've blundered into! . -

NORA: Just let me loose. You're not going to suffer for my sake. You're not going
to take on my guilt. o

HELMER: No more playacting, [Locks the hall door] You stay right here and give
me a reckoning. You understand what you've done? Answer! You understand?

NORA: [Looking sguarely at him, her face hardening] Yes. I'm beginning to under
stand everything now. . ,

HE:liEzhLSz;ilfyabgjzg3?13"What aE awfu]' awakening! In all these eight ){ea.rS:
How infinitely d?s s Joy—a hypocrite, a liar—worse, worse—a crimin ;

gusting it all is! The shamel [NORA says nothing and goes O

looking straight at him. He stops i !
) _ ¢ d som
thing of the kind. I should hzjive l{;rl(:):vr?fzi]r] g .SUSPeCtle Be

als, no sense of duty—Oh | I’ : i S id it for
your sake, and you repay m’e li(;:e] thnil pemishedfix letting him off! I did
NORA: Yes, like this. .

HELMER: Now you've wrecked a] m

it's awful to think of. I'm in 4 chey appiness—ruined my whole futuré: -

ap little grafter’s hands; he can do any! i
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nora: When I'm gone from this world, you'll be free.

HELME;! Ohl’d qlllllt Posing. Your father had a mess of those speeches too. What
goo \fV(;]ll that ever do me if you were gone from this world, as you say? Not
the slightest. He can sti] make the whole thing known; and if he does, I
could bg fa]§ely suspected as your accomplice. They might even think that I
was behind it-—that [ put you up to it. And all that I can thank you for—you

that I've coddled the whole of our marriage. Can you see now what you've
done to me? | e

NoRA: [Icily calm.] Yes..

HELMER: It’s 50 incredible, I just can't grasp it. But we'll have to patch up whatever
we can. Take off the shawl. I said_ take it off! I've got to appease him some-
how Ll ‘other. The thing has to be hushed up at any cost. And as for you and
me, it's got to seem like everything between us is just as it was—to the out- 1
Sidff world, that is. You'll go right on living in this house, of course. But you
can't be allowed to bring up the children; I don't dare trust you with them—Oh,
to have to say this to someone I've loved so much, and that I still—! Well, that’s
done with. From now on happiness doesn’t matter; all that matters is saving
the bits and pieces, the appearance—[The doorbell rings. HELMER starts]
What's that? And so late. Maybe the worst—? You think he’d—? Hide, Nora!
Say you're sick. [NORA remains standing motionless. HELMER goes and opens the
door] ‘ wd 2wt by -‘ ,
MAID: [Half dressed, in the hall] A letter for Mrs. Helmer.
HELMER: I'll take it. [Snatches the letter and shuts the door] Yes; it’s from him.
You don't get it; I'm reading it myself. :
Nora: Then read it. s saere @ it 6 107 it 47
HELMER: [By the lamp.] I hardly dare. We may be l‘lllne.d, you and I. But—I've
got to know. [Rips open the letter, skims through a fe«.-v lmtes., glances at an enclo-
sure, then cries out joyfully.] Nora! [NO,RA look,s inquiringly at fum.] Nora!
Wait—better check it again—Yes, yes, it's true. Tm saved. Nora, I'm saved!
:gf:a‘ﬁﬁznéolj too, of course. WeTe both saved, both of us. Look. He's sent bac.k
your note. He says he’s sorry and ashamed’——that a happy development in his
: s! Nora, were saved! No one can hurt you. Oh,
life—oh, who cares what he say ,
N N, __but first, this ugliness all has to go. Let me sgeu-[Talkes a look at
g { ¢ to see it; ] want the whole thing to fade like a dream.
the ppte] o, LABREED ioces, throws them into the stove and watches
[Tears the note and both letters to preces, hat since Chri
them burn.] There—now there’s nothing left——.He ;vrotg that snlilce ristmas
g you_'oh, they must have been three terrible days for you, Nora:

NORa: [ fought a hard ﬁght:
HELMER: And suffered pal

dwell on anything unpleail =
it's over now, it's over! You he A

S
What's it mean—that frozen look:

i t
can't believe I've forgiven y;nll. EUfor hav
what you did, you did out of 1oV

1 and saw no escape but—No, we're not going to
ant. We'll just be grateful and keep on repeating;
Nora? You don't seem to realize—it’s over.

Oh, poor little Nora, I understand. You
I have, Nora; I swear I have. I know that
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RA: t's true. ‘ ,

:(E)L:/IEzflgfou loved me the way a wife ought to love her husband. Jr's Simpl, the
means that you couldn't judge. But you think I love you any the, less f, n

: ffairs? No, no—just lean on me; || g,.:,. "ot
knowing how to handle your a > No, nine helol Buide y,
P el sy S — thlS, ferl?lnlne elplessness didpy, Mal,
you twice as attractive to me. You mustnt I.THDd those sharp words | g, C
that was all in the first confus}on of thinking my world had collapseq. Iye
forgiven you, Nora; I swear I've forgiven you.

Non‘fzg My t{mnks for your forgiveness. [She BoEsiout through the door, right ]

HELMER: No, wait—[Peers in.] What are you doing in there? ‘

NORA: [Inside.] Getting out of my costume.

HELMER: [By the open door.] Yes, do that. Tr;_f to calm yourself and colleg Your
thoughts again, my frightened little songbird. You can rest easy now; I've ot
wide wings to shelter you with. [Walking about close by the door] How shug
and nice our home is, Nora. You're safe here; I'll keep you like a hunted dove
I've rescued out of a hawk’s claws. I'll bring peace to your poor, shudderip,
heart. Gradually it'll happen, Nora; you'll see. Tomorrow all this will Joo dif-
ferent to you; then everything will be as it was. I won't have to go on repeatin

 IHorgive you; you'll feel it for yourself. How can you imagine I'd ever congejy.
ably want to disown you—or even blame you in any way? Ah, you don't knoy
a man’s heart, Nora. For a man there’s something indescribably sweet ang
satisfying in knowing he’s forgiven his wife—and forgiven her out of 4 full
and open heart. It’s as if she belongs to him in two ways now: in a sense he's
given her fresh into the world again, and she’s become his wife and his child
as well. From now on that's what you'll be to me—you little, bewildered, help-

 less thing. Don't be afraid of anything, Nora; just open your heart to me, and
I'll be conscience and will to you both-—[NoRA eiters in her regular clothes)
What's this? Not in bed? You've changed your dress? i

NORA: Yes, Torvald, I've changed my dress. '

HELMER: But why now, so late? :

NORA: Tonight I'm not sleeping.

HELMER: But Nora dear—. -

NORA: [Looking at her watch.] It's still not so ver
have a lot to talk over. [She sits 4t one side of the table,]

HELMER: Nora—what is this? That hard expression—

NORA: Sit down. This'l] take some time. | have

alot to say. .
HELMER: [Sitting at the. table directly opposite her)] You worry me, Nora. And |
don't understand you..: ... F o ;

NORaA: No, that's exactly it. You don't understand me. And I’ve.never understood

you eit}}er—until'tonight. ‘No, don't interrupt. You cap just listen to-what |
say. We're closing out accounts, Torvald, :

HELMER: How do you mean that ,

No;aﬁ: [ﬁﬁer a short pause] Doesn't anything strike you aboyt our sitting here
ike this? , -

HELMER: What's that? -

y late. Sit down, Torvald; we
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ueLMER: What do you me
noRa: In eight whole

couldn’t possibly help me with?> ntly go and involve you ‘in problems you
orA: I'm not talking of e _ hieaiady Fa
" ously together andgtrief;mblems- I'm saying that we've never sat downvserl-l

to get to the bottom of anything.

HELMETRE B?t geare-st, u‘/hat good would that ever do ))frou? :
NORA: l afTS t elpomt right there: you've never understood me. I've been wronged
greatly, Torvald—first by Papa, and then byyou. - ity o0 ! '

. |
HEL?:::- What! By us—the two people who've loved you more than anyone
elser , , : B

NORA: [Shaking her head.]
love with me, that’s al].
HELMER: Nora, what a thing to say!

NORA: Y_'es, it.’s true now, Torvald. When I lived at home with Papa, he told me
all his opinions, so | }}ad the same ones too; or if they were different I hid
them, since he wouldn't have cared for that. He used to call me his doll-child,

}a]rld he played with me the way I played with my dolls. Then I came into your
ouse— "o '

HELMER: How can you speak of our marriage like that? AU
NoRA: [Unperturbed.] 1 mean, then I went from Papa’s hands into yours. You
arranged everything to your own taste, and so I got the same taste as you—or
I pretended to; 1 can’t remember. I guess a little of both, first one, then the
other. Now when I look back, it seems-as if I'd lived here like a beggar—just ]
from hand to mouth. I've lived by doing tricks for you, Torvald. But that’s the i
way you wanted it. It's a great sin what you and Papa did:to me. You're to
blame that nothing’s become of me. =~ ¢ bl st s 1
HELMER: Nora, how unfair and ungrateful you arel Haven't you been: happy
here? M HE0 O ¥ P Ba e ¥
NoRa: No, never. I thought so—but I never have. .-
HELMER: Not—not happy! il e S . 4 '
Nora: No, only lighthearted. And you've always been so ]{ll:ld to me. But our
home’s been nothing but 2 playpen: I've been your doll-wife here, just as at
home I was Papa’s doll-child. And in turn rthe. children have been-.my dolls. I
thought it was fun when you played with me, just as they thought it fqn when
I played with them. That's been our marriage, Torvald. NSNS
HELMER: There’s some truth in what youre saym‘g——l’mder all the raving exag-
geration. But it'll all be different after this. P']aytlmeslover; now for the school-
ing. - : ,
NoRAg; Whose schooling—mine or the children’s?

. 's. dearest. i
) and the childrens, )
:g;rEg-hB‘_}th XSSISYOU“ not the man to teach me to be a good wife to you.
5 . or » ]

HELMER: And you can say thfit?
Nora: And I—how am I equIPP®

You never loved me: You've thought it fun to be in

d to bring up children?
oy ‘ ment ago that that was no job to trust me with?

NoRA: Didn't you say a mo er! Why fasten on that? -
HELMER: In a flare of temper’

W
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¢. 'm not up to the job. There’s angyy,

igh
_ were so very I'g If. You can't hel - Job
NoRa: Yes, but you | have to try t0 educate myse P me wig}, theg

?’ave t(t) iodiristtglone. And that's why I'm leaving you HOW:

Ve go i t? 5 that? ) )

HELMER: [Jumping ug)i What's alone, if ['m ever going to discover MySelf g

NOR}? ! ha]iieotztsttﬁ:re o on living with you. |
the wor :

|
HELMER: Nora, Nora! K
. t to leave right away. & : |
o T’V;n re insane! You've no right! I for!)ld yoL: s ,
HELMER: You forbidding me anything. T'll take With

’
no use
. From here on, theres ‘ ; |
NOR% tever is mine. I don't want 2 thing from you, either now or later.
wha ;

nELMER: What kind of madness is this!

NoRa: Tomorrow I'm going home—I mean,
easier up there to find something to dq. I

uELMER: Oh, you blind, incompetent child!

NORA: [ must learn to:be competent, Torvald. B i g i
HELMER: Abandon your home, your husband, your children! And you're not evey,

thinking what people will say." . 4 vy
NORA: I can't be concerned about that. I only know how essential this is.
HELMER: Oh, it's outrageous. So you'll run out like this on your most sacred

ristine should put me.up for the nigh;__ |

home where I came from. J|) j,

VOWs. : : esia

NOorA: What do you think are my most sacred vows?: - ,

HELMER: And I have to tell you that! Aren't they your duties to your husband
and children? 4 o] siud SIEST at b

NoRA: | have other duties equally sacred.

HELMER: That isn't true. What duties are they? -

NORA: Duties to:myself. - = - Py #rizideom

HELMER: Before all else, youre a wife and a mother.

Nora: I don't believe in that anymore. I believe that, before all else, I'm a human
being, no less than you—or anyway, I ought to try to become one. I know the
majority thinks you're right, Torvald, and plenty of books agree with you, too.
But I can't go on believing what the majority says, or what's written in books.

e nk et i sl nid oy 1 et .
like tilat i):;n’t thgre one B pl'ace in your own home? On - pont

whagr everlasting guide you can turn to? Wheres your
religion? ‘

NORA: mr T Y

HELME(lih\’NTl:?;IXa—l;I, m reall n‘Ot‘SMe what religion s,

" i s S
" g and that, When |
into that problem too. I'l] see if what th
case, if it’s right for me.

HELMER: A young woman your a
you, I can try to rouse your ¢
tell me—has that gone too?

when [ was confirmed. He tolc} me
get clear and away by myself, Il go
€ minister said was right, or, i any

ge Shouldn’t talk like that. If religion can't move
onscience. You do have some moral feeling’ 0%

Scanned with CamScanner



HENRIK IBSEN A Doll House, Act I1I 1751

through my head that the |4y, ;
. W |
dying father or save her husbanlj’sf ?:;
JELMER: You talk like a child. You don'te
wora: No, I don't. But now I'll be
right, the world or 1.
‘ : N ; b . e b .
pELMER: INora, youre sick; you've got a fever. I almost think you're out of your

head.
e e pr o st ad e e
and sure—
children?
NORA: Yes. ;
geLMER: Then there’s only one possible reason.
NORA! What? ek
ueLMER: You no longer love me.
nora: No. That’s exactly it.
ueLMER: Nora! You can't be serious! ‘ : ' 80 Y
~ora: Oh, th.ls is so hard, Torvald—you've been so kind to me always. But I ‘
can't help it. I don't love you anymore. '
HELMER: [Struggling for composure] Are you also clearheaded and sure about that?
noRraA: Yes, completely. That's why I can’t go on staying here. LR B
geLMER: Can you tell me what I did to lose your love? e i B
nora: Yes, I can tell you. It was this evening when the miraculous thing didn't
come—then I knew you weren't the man I'd imagined. b Ak
HELMER: Be more explicit; T don't follow you. : 35
NORA: I've waited now so patiently eight long years—for, my Lord, I know mira- |
cles don’t come every day. Then this crisis broke over me, and such a certainty i
filled me: now the miraculous event would occur. While Krogstad's letter was
lying out there, I never for an instant dreamed that you could give'in to"his
terms. 1 was so utterly sure you'd say to him: go on, tell your tale to'the whole

wide world. And when he'd done that— . :
HELMER: Yes, what then? When I'd delivered my own wife into shame and

A woman hasn't a right to protect her
'l can't believe that.

: know anything of the world you live in.
gin to learn for myself. I'll try to discover who's

you're leaving your husband and

disgrace—!" " -
NorA: When he’d done
the blame on yourself ar}d say:

HELMER: Nora—!" b 6 Bt Nafiok
Nora: You're thinking I'd never accept such a sacrifice from'you? No, of course |

not. But what good would my protests be against you? That was the miracle I
e S waiting for, in terror and hope. And to stave that off, I would have taken

my life.
HELMER: I'd gladly work for you day

deprivation. But there’s }? X 012]‘3 Wh]?ufzvtilsat
- Ml en have done 12
__NORa: Millions of wom ke a silly child.

LHELMER: Oh, you think ar::ither think nor talk like the man I could join myself
NORA: Perhaps. But Yolfl 'nht A over—and it wasn't from any threat against
1'1}%t g you—-When all the danger was past, for you
& had happened. 1 was exactly the same, your little
dle with double care now that I'd turned

that, 1 was so utterly sure that you'd step forward, take
[ am the guilty one. {14

and night, Nora—and take on pain and
up honor for-love.

to. When your big
me, only for wk}at m;l it
it was just as if not 1r: ppel
lark, your doll, that you'd have to ha
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out so brittle and frail. [Gets up.)

that for eight Years_l've beeghh‘lngin
conceived three children—0%;

If to bits. 0 it
HETRZ:‘; [Heavily] I see. Thferes a gumehOWP
Oh But Nora, can't we bridge 1:, isf(; e
AL I'm no ;
. The way | am now, |
:2::1;;- ?}Y;v); the strength t0 makke m‘);s;}f over
| i ts taken away. - |
Nora: Maybe—if your doll gets e o, bl i .

_ ¢l To part from :
HE;],\:E[%E;; gz;fa:ight.] Xll the more reason why it has to be. [She reenery .
NORA: ’

her coat and a small overnight hag, w_uhich she puts on a chair by the table,
uELMER: Nora, Nora, not now! Wait till tomOrTow. ‘

NORa: | can't spend the night in a strange mans r(zloql.

uELMER: But couldn’t we live here like brother and sister—.

NoRa: You know very well how long that would ]a'st. [Throws her shc,zwl about

.~ her] Good-bye, Torvald. I won't look in on Ehe children. I know they'e in be.
ter hands than mine. The way [ am now, I'm no use to them!

HELMER: But someday, Nora—someday—? . ,

NorA: How can I tell? I haven't the least idea what'll become of me.

HELMER: But you're my wife, now and wherever you go.

NORA: Listen, Torvald—I've heard that when a wife deserts her husband’s house
just as I'm doing, then the law frees him from all responsibility. In any case,
I'm freeing you from being responsible.. Don't. feel yourself bound, any more

g .[t)hall: I will. There has to be absolute freedom for us both. Here, take your ring

. back. Give me mine. - - - .- .-

HELMER: That too?

NoRA: That too. -, .,

HELMER: There it is. n— i T— P

I,\TORﬁ‘: %ood.k Well, now it’s all over. I'm putting the keys here. The maids know

b e the st | Tomoro, e
+like those things shipped up t(l)) me.up SRyt shatnine fom hgme.

HELMER: Over! All over! Nora, won't you ever think;about me? —"

NORA: I'm sure I'll think of you oft i
e e I youpy en,\ and about the children and the house her®
NoRrA: No—never. You're not to do ¢} |
1 o do th

HELMER: Oh, but let me sen e
NORA: Nothing, Nothing,
HELMER: Or help you if you need it
ggf:ﬂ:El:oNl accept nothing from strangers
ot [ls‘ick(:;?g:;atr}lzi ;lszer 'bli more than.a stranger go )‘lourD

miracle of ]l rnignt bag.]_ Ah, Torvald—i¢ would take the gr¢

17 | . .
Torvald—in that instant it A

here with a stranger, and thy; (l])n -
&

¢ stand the thought of it! | coulg tVen
Ear

hat's opened between Us— thay, 3
; Ear_

d you— .

atest

Tor ’ {0 tra . : s
vald, I've stopped believing i mi;‘:ﬁl)rmvour_se]ves to the point that
' Cles. | _
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: But I’ i
:Z;I::E'?hatuourll]it\)z{ia:e:e' Tfﬂl me! Transform ourselves to the point that—?
hall] g together could be a true marriage. [She goes out down the
1ER: [Si k ' -
HERYE [Sinks down on a chair by the door, face buried in his hands.] Nora!

Nora! [Looking about and risi y .
jims| Thepreatest miracle_.l?ng-] Empty. She’s gone. [A sudden hope leaps in

[From below, the sound of a door slamming shut.]
1879

JANE MARTIN ,
Two Monologues from Talking With . . . '

The kue Identlf)’ of the award-winning playwright known as “Jane Martin” has been
the subject of widespread speculation and debate since 1982, when her Talking With . . .
debuted to great acclaim at the sixth annual Humana Festival in Louisville, Kentucky,
and then went on to win the 1982 American Theatre Critics Association (ATCA) prin-
cipal citation for most outstanding script of the season. Composed of eleven mono-
logues by a diverse array of female characters, the play established Martin as a master
of the monologue form and earned her comparisons to Flannery O’Connor, thanks not
least to its bizarre, even grotesque, and obsessive characters, its deft rendering of their
distinctive speech patterns, its often darkly religious undertones, and its fascination
with physical and psychological violence. In the years since, Martin’s work has
included two other monologue-based plays, Vital Signs (1990) and Sez She (2006);
comedies such as Cementville (1991) and Criminal Hearts (1992); the theater satire
Anton in Show Business (2000), about three Texas actresses who mount a disastrous
production of Anton Chekhov's The Three Sisters; the parody Flaming Guns of the
Pirple Sage (2001); and three highly topical plays: Keely and Du (1993), about a working-
ve by pro-life terrorists bent on preventing her from having
an abortion; Mr. Bundy (1998), in which the parents of an eleven-year-old discover that
a convicted child molester lives next door; and Flags (2005), which focuses on a father’s
extreme reaction to the death of his soldier-son in Iraq. P;iqr to 2001, almost all of
Martin's plays debufed at the Humana Festival ul?der the dirlection of itS founder, Jon
Jory (b. 1938). As a result, and despite the director’s vdemurrals, many believe Jane Mar-

tin is in fact either Jory himself or a team of writers that includes him.

en monologues delivered by a diverse arra
eleven m | rse array
“Handler” and “French Fries.”

class rape victim held capti
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Handler
_ i 500 untry-print dress. On the floor before her is a
A young ;Voma’ziéz Ci,;;":iljut tvo feet long and eighteen inches high with a
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