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H enm’é Ibsen

Using the new style of realism, Henrik Ibsen {1828-1906) slowly and
painfully became the most influential modern dramatist. Subjects that had
been ignored on the stage became the center of his work, But his rise to fame
was anything but direct. His family was extremely poor, and as a youth he
worked in a drugstore in Grimstad, a seaport town in Norway. At seventeen he
had an illegitimate child with a servant gitl. At twenty-one he wrote his first
play, in verse. In 1850, at the age of twenty-two, he left Grimstad for Oslo
(then called Chr1st1ana) to become a student, but within a year he joined the
new National Theater and stayed for six years, writing and directing.

" In the 1850s he wrote numerous plays that did not bring him recognition:
St. Jobn’s Eve (1853), Lady Inger of Dstraat (1855), Olaf Liljekrans (1857),

Henrik Ibsen at age
sixty-eight, seventeen -
years after the first
production of A Doll -
House. He was the
most influential
playwright in Europe
when this photograph
was taken in 1396,
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and The Vikings at Helgeland {1857). In the early 1860s, with a wife and
daughter to support, he went through a period of serious self-doubt and de-
spair, and his first play in five years, Love’s Comedy (1862), was turned down
for performance. Eventually he got a job with the Christiana Theater and had a
rare success with The Pretenders (1864), a historical play about thirteenth-
century warriors vying for the vacant throne of Norway.

His breakthrough came with the publication in 1866 of the verse play
Brand, which was written to be read and not performed. (It was first produced
in 1885.) It is'the portrait of a clergyman who takes the strictures of religion so
seriously that he rejects the New Testament doctrine of love and accepts the
Old Testament doctrine of the will of God. He destroys himself in the process
and ends the play on a mountaintop in the Ice Church, facing an avalanche
about to kill him. Out of the clouds comes the answer to his questions of
whether love or will achieves salvation: “He is the God of Love.” Brand made
Ibsen famous. He followed it with another successful closet drama, Peer Gynt
(1867}, about a character, quite unlike Brand, who avoids the rigors of moral-
ity and ends up unable to'know if he has been saved or condemned.

Despite these successes, Ibsen still struggled for recognition. It was not until
1877 that he had his first success in a play that experimented with the new real-
istic style of drama: The Pillars of Society, which probed behind the hypocrisies
of Karsten Bernick, a merchant who prospers by all manner of double-dealing
and betrayal of his relatives. Eventually, he admits his crimes but, instead of
being punished, is welcomed back inito society and is more successful than ever,
This play gave Ibsen a reputation in Germany, where it was frequently per-
formed, and prepared him for his great successes. A Doll House (1879), which
he wrote in Italy, came two years later, It was more fully realistic in style than
The Pillars of Society and, while immensely successful in Scandinavia, did not
become widely known elsewhere for another ten years.

His next play, Ghosts (1881), was denounced violently because it dared to
treat a subject that had been taboo on the stage: syphilis. Ghosts introduced a
respectable family, the Alvings, who harbor the secret that their late father con-
tracted the disease and passed it on to Oswald, his son. In addition, the theme
of incest is suggested in the presence of Alving’s illegitimate daughter, Regina,
who falls in love with Oswald. This kind of material was so foreign to the late-
nineteenth-century stage that Ihsen was vilified and isolated by the literary
community in Norway. He chose exile for a time in Rome, Amalfi, and
Munich. '

Ibsen’s last years were filled with activity. He wrote some of his best-known
plays in rapid succession: An Enemy of the People (1882), The Wild Duck
(1884), Hedda Gabler (1890), The Master Builder (1892), and Jobn Gabriel
Borkman (1896). In 1891 he returned to live in Norway, where he died fifteen
years later, :

The most influential Furopean dramatist in the late nineteenth century,
Ibsen inspired emerging writers in the United States, Ireland, and many other
nations. But his full influence was not felt until the early decades of the twenti-
eth century, when other writers were able to spread the revolutionary doctrine
that was implied in realism as practiced by Ibsen and Strindberg. Being direct,
honest, and unsparing in treating character and theme became the normal
mode of serious drama after Ibsen.
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A DorL HousE

Once Henrik Thsen found his voice as a realist playwright, he began to
develop plays centering on social problems and the problems of the individual
struggling against the demands of society, In A Doll House (1879) he focused
on the repression of women. It was a subject that deeply offended conserv-
atives and was very much on the minds of progressive and liberal Scandina-
vians, It was therefore a rather daring theme. The play opens with the dutiful,
eager wife Nora Helmer twittering like a lark ‘and pattering like a squirrel,
pleasing her husband, Torvald. Helmer is consumed with propriety. As far as
he is concerned, Nora is only a woman, an empty-headed ornament in a house
designed to keep his life functioning smoothly.

Nora is portrayed as a macaroon-eating, sweet-toothed creature looking for
ways to please her husband. When she reveals that she borrowed the money
that took them to Italy for a year to save her husband’s life, she shows us that
she is made of much stronger stuff than anyone has given her credit for, Yet the
manner in which she borrowed the money is technically criminal because she
had to forge her father’s signature, and she now finds herself at the mercy of
the lender, Nils Krogstad. '

From a modern perspective, Nora’s action seems daring and imaginative
rather than merely illegal and surreptitious. Torvald Helmer’s moralistic posi-
tion is to us egsentially stifling. He condemns Nora’s father for a similar failure




Lerr: For this 1906
production of Ibsen’s The
Wild Duck, the director,
André Antoine, had the set
consfructed of Norwegian
pine to achieve a high degree
of realism. Asove: Edvard
Munch’s 1906 stage design for
Max Reinhardi’s production
of Ibsen’s Ghasts at the
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to secure proper signatures, just as he condemns Nils Krogstad for doing the
same. He condemns people for their crimes without considering their circum-
stances or motives. He is moralistic rather than moral.

The atmosphere of the Helmer household is oppressive, Everything is set up
to amuse Torvald, and he lacks any awareness that other people might be his
equal. Early in the play Ibsen establishes Nora’s longings: she explains that to
pay back her loan she has had to take in copying work, and, rather than resent
her labor, she observes that it made her feel wonderful, the way a man must
feel. Ibsen said that his intention in the play was not primarily to promote the
emancipation of women; it was to establish, as Ibsen’s biographer Michael
Meyer says, “that the primary duty of anyone was to find out who he or she
really was and to become that person.”

However, the play from the first was seen as addressing the problems of
women, especially married women who were treated as their husbands® prop-
erty. When the play was first performed, the slam of the door at Nora’s leaving
was much louder than it is today. It was shocking to late-nineteenth-century
society, which took Torvald Helmer’s attitudes for granted. The first audiences

" probably were split in their opinions about Nora’s actions, As Meyer reminds

us, “No play had ever before contributed so momentously to the social debate,
or been so widely and furiously discussed among people who were not nor-
mally interested in theatrical or even artistic matters.” Although the critics in
Copenhagen (where the play was first produced) and London were very negative,
the aundiences were filled with curiosity and flocked to the theaters to see the play.

What the audiences saw was that once Nora is awakened, the kind of
life Torvald imagines for her is death to Nora. Torvald cannot see how his
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self-absorbed concern and fear for his own social standing reveal his limita-

tions and selfishness. Nora sees immediately the limits of his concern, and her

only choice is to leave him so that she can grow morally and spiritually. -
What she does-and where she goes have been a.matter of speculation since

- the play was first performed. Thsen refused to encourage any specific conjec-
= _!.tULE It is enough that she Has the courage to leave. But the ending of the play
bothered audiences as well as critics, and it was performed in Germany in 1880

Wlth a happy ending that Thsen himself wrote to forestall anyone else from

. dofng so. The first German actress to play the partinsisted that she would per-
~ sonally never leave her children and therefore would not do the play as written.
Inthe revised version, instéad of leaving, Nora isled to the door of her chil-
" dren’s room and falls weeping as the curtain goes down. The so-called happy-

ending version Wwas played for a while in England and elsewhere. No one was

V._satmﬁed with this endmg, and eventually the play reverted to its origiral form.

“Through: the proscenium arch of the theater in Ibsen’s day audiences were -
permltted to eavesdrop on themselves, since Ibsen clearly was analyzing their
OWAL: mores “In a way-the audience was looking at a-dollhouse; but instead of

. containing - miniature. furniture and_miniature people, it contained replicas

.of those watchmg That very sense of intimacy, made possible - by the late-

A Doll House

in Performance

mneteenth -century theater, heightened the intensity of the play.

A Doll House was first produced in the Royal Theatre, Copenhagen, in
December 1879. Despite its immediate popular success in Scandinavia and
Germany, two years passed before the play appea1ed elsewhere and ten years
before it appeared in England and America in a complete and accurate text:
Further, the early German version (February 1880), with Hedwig Niemann-
Raabe as Nora, had to be revised with a happy ending because the actress
refused to play the original ending. Fortunately, the “happy ending,” in which
Nora does not leave home, was not successful and Niemann-Raabe eventually
played the part as written. An adaptatiorn, also with the happy ending, titled
The Child Wife, was produced in Milwaukee in 1882, While the first profes-
sional London production of the play in 1889 found favor with the public, it
was attacked in the press for being “unnatural, immoral and, in its concluding
scene, essentially undramatic.” Among other things, Ibsen was being con-
demned for not providing a vibrant plot. 7

Among the play’s memorable performances was Ethel Barrymore’s version
in New York in 1905, Barrymore was praised for a brilliant interpretation of
“the child wife.” Ruth Gordon played the part to acclaim in 1937, as did

_ Claire Bloom in 1971 on the stage and in 1973 in film, Jane Fonda played the

role in Joseph Losey’s film version of 1973. The Norwegian actress Liv Ull-
mann performed the role in Lincoln Center in 1975 and was praised as “the
most enchanting,” the “most honest” Nora that the critic Walter Kerr had
seen. Other critics were less kind, but it was a successful run. One of the most
riveting of modern productions starred Janet McTeer in Anthony Page’s revival
of A Doll House. This production began in London in 1997 and transferred to
New York for a Broadway run the same year. Ben Brantley of the New York
Times said of it, “Nothing can prepare you for the initial shock of Ms.
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McTeer’s performance, which transforms the passive Nora Helmer, Ibsen’s
childlike plaything of a wife, into an electric, even aggressive presence” reveal-
ing “previously hidden nuances in Ibsen’s landmark work.” This production
was faithful to the production values of Ibsen’s original, using an essentially
Victorian-era setting with period costumes. McTeer’s energy transformed the
play and gave Nora a new dimension that made the audience feel that she
would do better than merely survive when she left her home. The play is per-
formed regularly in college and regional theaters in the United States and else-

where.

Henrik Ibsen (1828-1905)

A DorL HousEg
TRANSLATED BY ROLE FJELDE

1879

The Characters

TorvALD HELMER, @ lawyer

NoORA, his wife

Dr. Ranx

MRgs. LINDE

NiLs KROGSTAD, @ bank clerk

Tue HE1MERS’ THREE SMALL CHILDREN
ANNE-MARIE, their nurse

HELENE, g maid

A DrLIvERY BOY

The action takes place in Helmer’s residence.

ACT I

(A comfortable room, tasiefully but not expensively fur-
nished, A door to the right in the back wall leads to the
entryway; anctber to the left leads to Helmer's study.
Between these doors, a piano, Midway in the left-hand
wall a door, and further back a window. Near the win-
dow a round table with an armchair and a small sofa. In
the right-hand wall, toward the rear, a door, and nearer
the foreground a porcelain stove with two armchairs
and a rocking chair beside it. Between the stove and the
side door, a small table. Engravings on the walls. An

As Fjelde explains in his foreword to the translation, he does
not use the possessive “A Doll’s House™ becanse “the house is
not Nora’s, as the possessive implies.” Fjelde believes that Ibsen
includes Torvald with Nora in the original title, “for the two of
them at the play’s opening are still posing like the little marzi-
pan bride and groom atop the wedding cake.”

étagére® with ching figures and other small art objects; a
small bookcase with richly bound books; the floor car-
peted; a fire burning in the stove. It is g winter day.)

(A bell rings in the entryway; shortly after we bear the
door being unlocked, Nora comes into the room, bum-

- wring happily to berself; she is wearing street clotbes and

carries an armload of packages, which she puts down on
the table to the right. She has left the hall door open, and
through it a Delivery Boy is seen holding a Christmas
iree 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 ber purse,) How

- much?

Derivery Boy: Fifty, ma’am.

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 ber street
things. Drawing a bag of macaroons from her pocket,
she eats a couple, then steals over and listens at her
husband’s study doot.) Yes, he’s home. (Hums again
as she moves to the table right.)

HELMER (from the study): Is that my little latk twitter-
ing out there?

Nora (busy opening some packages): Yes, it is.

HEeLMER: Is that my squirrel rammaging around?

Nora; Yes!

Hermer: When did my squirrel get in?

Nora: Just now, (Putting the macaroon bag in her
pocket and wiping ber mouth.} Do come in, Torvald,
and see what I’ve bought.

[s.,] étagére: Cabinet with shelves.
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HEeLMER: 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. Tt’s the first Christmas we haven’t
had to economize.

HrrMER: But you know we can’t go squandering,

Nora: Oh yes, Torvald, 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 of
money.

HeLMER: Yes — starting New Year’s. But then it’s a full
three months till the raise comes through.

Nora: Pooh! We can borrow that long,

HeLMER: Nora! (Goes over and playfully takes ber by
the ear) Are your scatterbrains off again? What if
today I borrowed a thousand crowns, and you
squandered them over Christmas week, and then on
New Year’s Eve a roof tile fell on my head, and I lay
there —

NORA (putting her hand on bis mouth): Oh! Don’t say
such things!

HEeLMER: Yes, but what if it happened — then what?

Nora: If anything so awful happened, then it just
wouldn’t matter if I had debts or not.

HeLMER: Well, but the people I'd borrowed from?

Nora: Them? Who cares about them! They’re strangers.

Hermer: Nora, Nora, how like a woman! No, but seri-
ously, Nora, you know what I think about that. No
debts! Never borrow! Something of freedom’s lost —
and something of beauty, too - from a home that’s
founded on borrowing and debt. We’ve made a brave
stand up to now, the two of us; and we’ll go right on
like that the little while we have to.

Nora (going toward the stove): Yes, whatever you say,
Torvald.

HeLMmER (following ber): Now, now, the little Jark’s wings
mustn’t droop. Come on, don’t be a sulky squirrel.

+(Taking out his wallet.) Nora, guess what T'have here,

Nogra (turning quickly): Money!

Hrimer: There, see. (Hands her some notes.) Good
grief, I know how costs go up in a house at Christ-
mastime.

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

HeLMER: You really will have to.

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 dolf’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 packape there?

Nora {with a cry): Torvald, no! You can’t see that till
tonight!

ACT1

HeLMER: I see. But tell me now, you little prodigal, what
have you thought of for yourself? '

Nora: For myself? Oh, I don’t want anything at all.

HerMer: Of course you do. Tell me just what — within
reason — you’d most like to have, -

Nora: I honestly don’t know. Oh, listen, Torvald —

HerMER: Well?

Nora (fumbling at bis coat buttons, without looking at
him): If you want to give me something, then maybe
you could — you could —

HeLmEeR: Come on, out with it.

Nora (burriedly): You could give me money, Torvald.
No mote than you think you can spare; then one of
these days I’ll bay something with it.

Hermer: But Nora —

Nora: Oh, please, Torvald darling, do that! I beg you,
please. Then I could hang the bills in pretey gilt paper
on the Christmas tree. Wouldn’t that be fun?

HeLMer: What are those little birds called that always
fiy through their fortunes?

NoRA: Oh yes, spendthrifts; I know all that. But let s do
as I say, Torvald; then I'll have time to decide what 1
really need most. That’s very sensible, isn’t it?

Hermer (smiling): Yes, very — that is, if you actually
hung onto the money I give you, and you actuaily
used it to buy yourself something. But it goes for the
house and for all sorts of foolish things, and then I
only have to lay out some more.

Nora: Oh, but Torvald —

HeLmER: Don’t deny it, my dear little Nora. (Puiting his
arm around ber waist.) Spendthrifts are sweet, but
they use up a frightful amount of money. it’s incred-
ible what it costs a man to feed such birds.

Nora: Oh, how can you say that! Really, I save every-
thing I can.

" HermEer {laughing): Yes, that’s the truth, Everything

you can. But that’s nothing at all.
Nora {(humming, with a smile of quiet satisfaction):
- Hm, if you only knew what expenses we larks and
squirrels have, Torvald.

HeLmER: You're an odd little one, Exactly the way your
father was. You're never at a loss for scaring up
money; but the moment you have it, it runs right out
through your fingers; you never know what you've
done with it. Well, one takes you as you are. It’s deep
in your blood. Yes, these things are bereditary, Nora.

Nora: Ah, I could wish I'd inherited many of Papa’s
qualities,

Hemer: And I coulds’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 #? — a
very suspicious look today —

Nora: I do?

HermzeR: You certainly do. Look me straight in the eye.

Nora (looking at him); Well?

HyuMER {shaking an admonitory finger): Surely my sweet
tooth hasn’t been running riot in town today, has she?

Nora: No. Why do you imagine that?



ACTI

Hermer: My sweet tooth really didn’t make a little
detour through the confectioner’s?

Nonra: No, I assure you, Torvald —

HeLMER: Hasn’t nibbled some pastry?

Nora: No, not at all. .

HeLmzer: Not even munched a macaroon or two?

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

HeLMER: There, there now. Of course I'm only joking,

Nora (going to the table, right): You know I could
never think of going against you.

Hewrmrr: No, I understand that; and you bave given me
your word. {Going over to ber.) Well, you keep your
Little Christmas secrets 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?

Heramer: No, But there’s no need for that, it’s assumed
he’ll be dining with us. All the same, T'll ask him
when he stops by here this morning. I’ve ordered
some fine wine, Nora, you can’t imagine how I'm
looking forward to this evening,

Nora: So.am I. And what fun for the children, Torvald!

HEeLMER: Ah, it’s so gratifying to know that one’s gotten
a safe, secure job, and with a comfortable salary, It’s
a great satisfaction, isn’t it?

Nora: Oh, it’s wonderful!

HerMeR: Remember last Christmas? Three whole weeks
before, you shut yourself in every evening till long
after midnight, making fiowers for the Christmas
tree, and all the other decorations to surprise us.
Ugh, that was the dullest time I’ve ever lived through.

Nora: It wasn’t at all dull for me.

HEerMER (smiling): But the outcoine was pretty sorry,
Nora, :

Nora: Oh, don’t tease me with that again. How could I
help it that the cat came in and tore everything to
shreds. -

Hermer: No, poor thing, you certainly couldn’t. You
wanted so much to please us all, and that’s what
counts. But it’s just as well that the hard times are past.

Nora: Yes, it’s really wonderful.

Hermer: Now I don’t have to sit here alone, boring
myself, and you don’t have to tire your precious eyes
and your fair little delicate hands-— -

Nora {clapping her hands): No, is it really true, Tor-
vald, I don’t have to? Oh, how wonderfully lovely to
hear! (Taking bis arm.) Now T'll tell you just how Pve

. thought we should plan things. Right after Christ-
mas — (The doorbell rings.) Oh, the bell. (Straight-
ening the room up a bit.) Somebody would have to
come. What a bore!

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

MAD {from the hall doorway): Ma’am, a lady to see

ou —

Nora: All right, let her come in.

Maip (to Helmer): And the doctor’s just come too.

HeLmer: Did he go right to my study?

Maip: Yes, he did.
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. (Helmer goes into his room. The Maid shows in Mrs.

Linde, dressed in traveling clothes, and shuts the door
after her.)

Mzs. LINDE (in a dispirited and somewhat hesitant
voice): Hello, Nota.

Nora (uncertain): Hello —-

Mgzs. LiNDr: You don’t recognize me.

Nora: No, 1 don’t know — but wait, I think — {Ex-
claiming.) What! Kristine! Is it really you?

MRgs. Liinz: Yes, it's me.

Nora: Kristine! To think I didn’t recognize you. But
then, how could 1? (More quietly.} How you've
changed, Kristine!

MRgs. LiNDE: Yes, no doubt 1 have. In nine — ten long
years.

Nora: Is it so long since we met! Yes, it’s all of that, Oh,
these last eight years have been a happy time, believe
me. And 50 now you’ve come in to town, too, Made
the long trip in the winter, That took courage.

MRS, LinNpE: I just got here by ship this morning.

Nora: To enjoy yourself over Christmas, of course, Oh,
how lovely! Yes, enjoy ourselves, we’ll do that, But
tale your coat off. You're not still cold? (Helping
her.) There now, let’s get cozy here by the stave. No,
the easy chair there! I’ll take the rocker here. (Seizing
her hands.) Yes, now you have your old look again; it
was only in that first moment. You’re a bit more pale,
Kristine — and maybe a bit thinner.

Mgrs. Lmin®: And much, much older, Nora.

Nora: Yes, perhaps a bit older; a tiny, tiny bit; not much
at all. (Stopping short; suddenly serious.) Oh, but

- thoughtless me, to sit here, chattering away. Sweet,
good Kristine, can you forgive me?

Mgs, Linpe: What do you mean, Nora?

Nora (softly): Poor Kristine, you've become a widow.

Mrs. LINDE: Yes, three years ago.

Nora: Oh, I knew it, of course; I read it in the papers.
O, Kristine, you must believe me; I often thought of
writing you then, but I kept postponing it, and seme-
thing always interfered.

MRgs. Linpe: Nora deat, T 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?

Mrs. LinpE: No.

Nowra: And no children?

Mrs. LinpE: No,

Nora: Nothing at all, then?

Mprs. Linpe: Not even a sense of loss to feed on.

Nora (looking incredulously at ber); But Kristine, how
could that be?

MRs. LINDE (smiling wearily and smootbing ber bair):
Oh, sometimes it happens, Nora.

Nora: So completely alone, How terribly hard that
must be for you. 1 have three lovely children. You
can’t see them now; they're out with the maid. But
now you must tell me everything —
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Mrs. LinpE: No, no, no, tell me about yourself.

Nora: No, you begin. Today I don’t want to be selfish. I
want to think only of you today. But there is some-
thing I must fell you. Did you hear of the wonderful
luck we had recently?

Mrs. LinpE: No, what’s that?

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

Mgs. LINDE: Your husband? How marvelous!

Nora: Isn’t it? Being a lawyer is such an uncertain liv-
ing, 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 com-
pletely there. Oh, we’re simply delighted, believe me!
He’ll join the bank right after New Year’s and start
getting a huge salary and lots of commissions, From
now on we can live quite differently — just as we
want. Oh, Kristine, I feel so light and happy! Won’t it
be lovely to have stacks of money and not a care in

© the world?

Mzs. LinDE: Well, anyway, it would be lovely to have
enough for necessities.

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

Mgs. LiNDE (smiling): Norza, Nora, aren’t you sensible
yet? Back in school you were such a free spender.
Nora (with a quiet laugh): Yes, that’s what Torvald still
says. (Shaking ber finger.) But “Nora, Nora” isn’t as
silly as you all think. Really, we’ve been in no posi-
tion for me to go squandering. We've had to worlk,

both of us.

Mgs. LINDE: You too?

Nora: Yes, at odd jobs — needlework, crocheting,
embroidery, and such — {casually) and other things
too. You remember that Torvald left the department
when we were married? There was no chance of pro-
motion in his office, and of course he needed to earn
more money. But that first year he drove himself ter-
ribly. He took on all kinds of extra work that kept
him going morning and night. It wore him down, and
then he fell deathly ill, The doctors said it was essen-
tial for him to travel south.

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, didn’t you spend a whole year in Italy?

Nora: That’s right. It wasn’t easy to get away, you
know. Ivar had just been born. But of course we had
to go. Oh, that was a beautiful trip, and it saved Tor-
vald’s life. But it cost a frightful sum, Kristine.

Mgs. LINDE: I can well imagine.

Nora: Four thousand, eight hundred crowns it cost.
That’s really a lot of money,

Mrs. LiwpE: But it’s lucky you bad it when you needed
It.

Nora: Well, as it was, we got it from Papa.

Mrs. LINDE: I see. It was just about the time your father
died. .

Nora: Yes, just about then. And, you know, 1 couldn’t
make that trip out to nurse him, I bad to stay here,
expecting Ivar any moment, and with my poor sick
Torvald to care for. Dearest Papa, I never saw him
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again, Kristine. Oh, that was the worst time Pve
known in all my marriage.

Mgs. Linpz: 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,

MRs. Linpe: And your husband came back completely
cured?

Nora: Sound as a deuml

Mrs, LINDE: But — the doctor?

Nora: Who?

MRgs. Linpe: I thought the maid said he was a doctor,
the man who came in with me.

NoRra: Yes, that was Dr. Rank - but he’s not making a
siclk 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 ber hands.)
Oh, dear God, Kristine, what a lovely thing to live
and be happy! But how disgusting of me — I'm talk-
ing of nothing but my own affairs. (Sits on a stool
close by Kristine, arms resting across her knees.) Oh,
don’t be angry with me! Tell me, is it really true that
you weren’t in love with your husband? Why did you
marry him, then? ,

MRs, LINDE: My mother was still alive, but bedridden
and helpless ~~ and I had my two younger brothers
to look after. In all conscience, I didn’t think I could
turn him down,

Nora: No, you were right there, But was he rich at the
time? -

Mgs. Linpe: He was very well off, I°d say. But the busi-
ness was shaky, Nora. When he died, it all fell apart,
and nothing was left.

Nora: And then — ?

Mzs. LINDE: Yes, so I had to scrape up a living with a
little shop and a little teaching and whatever else 1
could find. The last three years have been like one
endless workday without a rest for me. Now, it’s .
over, Nora, My poor mother doesn’t need me, for
she’s passed on. Nor the boys, either; they’re working
now and can take care of themselves,

Nora: How free you must feel —

Mrs. LInDE: No — only unspeakably empty. Nothing
to live for now. {Standing up anxiously.) That’s why [
couldn’t take it any longer out in that desolate hole.
Mavybe here it’]l be easier to find something to do and
keep my mind occupied. If T could only be lucky
enough to get a sieady job, some office work —

Nora: Oh, but Kristine, that’s so dreadfully tiring, and
you already look so tired. It would be much better
for you if you could go off to a bathing resort.

Mgs. LINDE (going toward the window}): 1 have no
father to give me travel money, Nora.

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

Mrs. LINDE (going to ber): Nora dear, don’t you be
angry with me. The worst of my kind of situation is
all the bitterness that’s stored away. No one to work
for, and yet you're always having to snap up your
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‘opportunities. You have to live; and so you grow self-

ish. When you told me the happy change in your lot,
do you know I was delighted less for your sakes than
for mine?

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

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, that’s what I thought.

Nora: And he will, Kristine! Just leave it to me; I'l]
bring it up so delicately — find something attractive
to humor him with. Oh, I'm so eager to help you.

Mrs. Linpe: How very kind of you, Nora, to be so con-
cerned over me — doubly kind, considering you
really know so little of life’s burdens yourself,

Nora:  ~ ? T know so little — ?

Mzs. LINDE (smiling): Well, my heavens — a little needle-
work and such — Nora, you’re just a child.

Nora (tossing ber bead and pacing the floor): You don’t
have to act so supetior.

Mzs. Linpg: Oh?

Nora: You're just lile the others. You all think I'm inca-
pable-of anything serious —

Mgs. Linpe: Come now —

Nora: That 've never had to face the raw world,

Mrs. LoE: Nora dear, you've just been telling me all
your troubles.

Nora: Hmt! Trivialt (Quiethy.) T haven’t toid you the big
thing.

Mxrs. LINDE: Big thing? What do you mean?

Nora: You look down on me so, Kristine, but you
shouldn’t. You’re prond that you worked so long and
hard for your mother.

Mgs. Linpe: [ don’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 -maother’s last days almost free of
care.

Nora: And you’re also proud thinking of what you've
done for your brothers.

Mzs. LinDe: I feel I've a right to be.

Nora: I agree. But listen to this, Kristine — I've also got
something to be proud and happy for.

Mrs. LINDE: T don’t doubt it. But whatever do you mean?

Nors: Not so loud. What if Torvald heard! He mustn’t,
not for anything in the world. Nobody must know,
Kristine, No one but you.

Mgs. LiNDe: But what is it, then?

Nora: Come here. (Drawing ber down beside ber on
the sofa.) 1t’s true — I've also got something to be
proud and happy for. I'm the one who saved Tor-
vald’s life.

Mrs. Linpe: Saved — ? Saved how?

Nora: I told you about the trip to Italy. Torvald never
would have lived if he hadn’t pone south

Mgrs. Linpr: Of course; your father gave you the
means —

Nora (smiling): That’s what Torvald and all the rest
think, but —

Mrs. LinpEe: But - ?

Nora: Papa didn’t give us a pin. T was the one who
raised the money.
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Mgs. Linpe: You? That whole amount?

Nora: Four thousand, eight hundred crowns. What do
you say to that?

Mgs. LinpE: But Nora, how was it possible? D1d 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-1a.

MRs, LiNDE: Because you couldn’t have bonowed it.

Nora: No? Why not?

Mgs, LiNDE: A wife can’t borrow without her husband’s
consent.

NoRa (tossing ber bead): Oh, but a wife with a little
business sense, a wife who knows how to manage —

Mgs, LINpE: 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, (Tl:m CUING
herself back on the sofa.) 1 could have gotten it from
some admirer or other. Afte1 all, a gitl with my rav-
ishing appeal ~—

Mmrs, LINDE: You lunatic.

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

Mgs. Linpe: Now listen here, Nora ~- you haven’t
done something indiscreet?

NoRa (sitting up again): Is it indiscreet to save your hus-
band’s life?

Mgs. Linpe: I think it’s indiscreet that without his
knowledge you —

Nora: 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 doctors came to
say his life was in danger — that nothing could save
him but a stay in the south, Didn’t 1 try strategy then!
I began talking about how lovely it would be for me
totravel abroad like other young wives; I begged and
I cried; T told him please to remember my condition, -
to be kind and indulge me; and then [ dropped a hint
that he could easily take out a loan. But at that, Kris-
tine, he nearly exploded. He said T was frivolous, and
it was his duty as man of the house not to indulge me
in whims and fancies — as I think he called them,
Aha, T thought, now yowll just have to be saved —
and that’s when T saw my chance,

Mers. Linpe: And your father never told Torvald the
money wasn't from him?

Nora: No, never. Papa died right about then. I'd consid-
ered bringing him into my secret and begging him
never to tell. But he was too sick at the time — and
then, sadly, it didn’t mateer.

Mgs, Linpe: And you've never confided in your hus-
band since?

Nora: For heaven’s sake, nol Are you serious? He’s so
strict on that subject. Besides — Torvald, with all his
masculine pride — how painfully humiliating for
him if he ever found out he was in debt to me. That
would just ruin our relationship. Our beautiful,
happy home would never be the same.

Mzs. LinDr: Won’t you ever tell him?
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Nora (thoughtfully, balf smiling): Yes — maybe some-
time years from now, when I’m no longer so attrac-
tive. Dow’t laugh! I only mean when Torvald loves
me less than now, when he stops enjoying my danc-
ing and dressing up and reciting for him. Then it
might be wise to have something in reserve —
(Breaking off.) How ridiculous! That’ll never hap-
pen — Well, Kristine, what do you think of my big
secret? I'm capable of something too, hm? You can
imagine, of course, how this thing hangs over me. It
really hasn’t been easy meeting the payments on
time. In the business world there’s what they call
quarterly interest and what they call amortization,
and these are always so terribly hard to manage. P've
had to skimp a little here and there, wherever I could,
you know. I could hardly spare anything from my
house allowance, because Torvald has to live well. I
couldn’t let the children go poorly dressed; whatever
I got for them, I felt T had to use up completely — the
darlings!

MRgs. Linpx: Poor Nora, so it had to come-out of your
own budget, then?

Nora: Yes, of course. But I was the one most respon-
sible, 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, LivpEe: Oh, of course. A

Nora: 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, T 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. :

Mgs. 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. [ only know that P've paid
out all T could scrape together. Time and again I
haven’t known where to turn. (Smiling.) Then I'd sit
here dreaming of a rich old gentlemnan who had fallen
in love with me —

MRs. LiNDE: What! Who is he?

Nora: Oh, really! And that he’d died, and when his will
was opened, there in big letters it said, “All my for-
tune shall be paid over in cash, immediately, to that
enchanting Mrs, Nora Helmer.”

Mgs. Linpe: But Nora dear — who was this gentleman?

Nora: Good grief, can’t you understand? The old man
never existed; that was only something I’d dream up
time and again whenever 1 was at my wits’ end for
money. But it makes no difference now; the old fossil
can go where he pleases for all I care; I don’t need
him or his will — because now Pm free. { Jumping
up.) Oh, how lovely to think of that, Kristine! Care-
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freel To know you're carefree, utterly carefree; to be
able to romp and play with the children, and to keep

“up a beantiful, charming home — everything just.the
way Torvald likes it! And think, spring is coming,
with big blue skies. Maybe we can travel a little then.
Maybe Il see the ocean again. Oh yes, it is s0 mar-
velous to live and be happy!

(The front doorbell rings.)

Mrs. LINDE (rising): There’s the bell. It’s probably best
that I go.

Nora: No, stay. No one’s expected. It must be for Tor-
vald.

Ma1n (from the hall doorway): Excuse me, ma’am —
there’s a gentleman here to see Mr. Helmer, but I
didn’t know — since the doctor’s with him —

Nora: Who is the gentleman?

KRroGSTAD {from the doorway): It’s me, Mrs. Helmer.

. (Mrs. Linde starts and 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
husband?

KroGsTaD: Bank business — after a fashion. I have a
small job in the investment bank, and I hear now
your husband is going to be our chief —

Nora: In other words, its —

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

Nora: Yes, then please be good enough to step into the
study, (She nods indifferently as she sees him out by
the ball door, then returns and begins stirring up the
stove.) .

MRs. LINDER: Nora — who was that man?

Nora: That was a Mr. Krogstad — a lawyer.

Mgs. LiNDE: Then it really was him.

Nora: Do you know that person?

Mgrs. LinpE: I did once — many years ago. For a time
he was a law clerk in our town.

Nora: Yes, he’s been that.

MRs. Linpe: How he’s changed,

Nora: I understand he had a very unhappy marriage.

Mgs. LinpE: He'’s a widower now.

Nora: With a number of children. There now, it’s burn-
ing. (She closes the stove door and moves the rocker
a bit to one side.)

Mgs. LINDE: They say he has a hand in all kinds of busi-
ness,

Nora: Oh? That may be true; I wouldn’t know. But let’s
not think about business. It's so dull.

(D7, Rank enters from Helmer's study.)

RaNK (still in the doorway): No, no, really — I don’t
want to intrude, I'd just as soon talk a lictle while
with your wife. (Shuts the door, then notices Mrs.
Linde.) Oh, beg pardon. I'm intruding here too.

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

Ranx: Well now, that’s a name much heard in this
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house. I believe 1 passed the lady on the stairs as I
came.

MRs. LiNDE: Yes, I take the stairs very slowly, They’re
rather hard on me,

Ranx: Uh-hm, some touch of internal weakness?

MRgs. LiNnpe: More overexertion, I'd say.

RaNk: Nothing else? Then you’re probably here in town
to rest up in a round of parties?

MR5. LINDE: ’'m here to look for wozk,

RaNK: Is that the best cure for overexertion?

Mgs, Linpe: One has to live, Doctor.

Rawx: Yes, there’s a common prejudice to that effect.

Nora: Oh come on, Dr. Rank ~— you really do want to
live yourself

RANK: Yes, I really do. Wretched as | am, I'll gladly pro-
long my torment indefinitely. All my patients feel like
that. And it’s quite the same, too, with the morally
sick. Right at this moment there’s one of those moral
invalids in there with Helmer —

MEs. LINDE (softfy): Ah!

Nora: Who do you mean?

Rank: Oh, it’s a lawyer, Krogstad, a type you wouldn t
know. H1s character is rotten to the root — but even
he began chattering all-importantly about how he
had to live.

Nora: Oh? What did he want to talk to Torvald about?

RaNg: Ireally don’t know. I only heard something about
the bank,

Nora: I didn’t know that Krog-— that this man
Krogstad had anything to do with the bank.

Rank: Yes, he's gotten some kind of berth down there.
(Te 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 cor-
ruption, and then maneuvers his victim into some
sort of key position where he can keep an eye on him.
It’s the healthy these d'lYS that are out in the cold,

MRs. Linpz: All the same, it’s the sick WhO most need to
be taken in.

RaNK (twith a shrug): Yes, there we have it., That’s the
concept that’s turning society into a sanatorium,

(Nora, lost in ber thoughts, breaks out into quiet laugh-
ter and claps ber hands.)

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

Nora: What do I care about dreary old society? I was
laughing at something quite different — something
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?

Nora (smiling and bumming): Never mind, never mind!
(Pacing the floor.) Yes, that’s really immensely amus-
ing: that we — that Torvald has so much power now
over all those people. (Taking the bag out of her
pocket.) Dr. Rank, a little macarcon on that?

RaNK: See here, macaroons! I thought they were contra-
band here.

Nora: Yes, but these are some that Kristine gave me,
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MRrs. LINDE: What? 1 — ? '

Nora: Now, now, don’t be afraid. You couldn’t possibly
know that Torvald had forbidden them. You see, he’s
worried they’ll ruin my teeth. But hmp! Just this
once! Isn’t that so, Dr. Rank? Help yourselfl (Puts a
macaroon in bis mouth.) And you too, Kristine. And
Tl also have one, only a little one — or two, at the
most. {Walking about again.) Now I'm really tremen-
dously happy. Now’s there’s just one last thing in the
world that I have an enormous desire to do.

Rank: Well! And what’s that?

Nora: It’s something I have such a consuming desire to
say so Torvald could hear,

Rank: And why can’t you say it

Nora: I don’t dare. It's quite shocking.

MRgs. Linpe: Shocking?

Rank: Well, then it isn’ advisable. But in front of us you
certainly can. What do you have such a desire to say
so Torvald could hear? _

Nora: I have such a huge desire to say — to hell and be
damned!

RaNk: Are you crazy?

Mzs. LinpE: My goodness, Nora!

Rank: Go on, say it. Here he is.

Nora (biding the macaroon bag): Shh, shh, shh!

(Helmer comes in from his study, bat in band, overcoat
over his arm.)

Nora (going toward bim); Well, Torvald dear, are you
through with him?

HEeLMER: Yes, he just left.

Nora: Let me introduce you —- this is Kristine, who’s
arrived here in town.

HEeLMER: Kristine — ? I'm sorry, but I don’t know —

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

HevLmer: Of course. A childhood friend of my wife’s, no

" doube?

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, we knew each other in those days.

Nora: And just think, she made the long trip down here
in order to talk with you.

Heimer: What'’s this?

Mgs, Linne: Well, not exactly —

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.

Nora: And then when she heard that you’d hecome a
bank manager — the story was wired out to the
papers — then she came in as fast as she could
and — Really, Torvald, for my sake you can do a
little something for Kristine, can’t you?

HerLMER: Yes, it’s not at all impossible. Mrs. Linde, |
suppose you'te a widow?

Mgs. LiNDE: Yes.

HeLmMER: Any experience in office work?

Mgrs. LINDE: Yes, a good deal.

Hrermer: Well, it’s quite likely that I can make an open-
ing for you —
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Nora (clapping ber hands): You see, you see!

HrrmEer: You’ve come at a lucky moment, Mrs. Linde.

Mgs. LiNpE: Oh, how can I thank you?

Hevmer: Not necessary. (Putting bis overcoat on.) But
today you’ll have to excuse me —

Rank: Wait, Tll go with you. (He fetches his coat from
the ball and warms it at the stove.)

Nora: Don’t stay out long, dear.

HriLmzr: An hour; no more.

Nora: Are you going too, Kristine?

MRs. LINDE (putting on her winter garments): Yes, 1
have to see about a room now.

HeLmegr: Then perhaps we can all walk together.

Nora (belping ber): What a shame-we’re so cramped
here, but it’s quite impossible for us to —

Mgs. Linog: Oh, don’t even think of it! Good-bye,
Nora deat; and thanks for everything.

Nora: Good-bye for now. Of course you’ll be back this
evening, And you too, Dr. Rank. What? If you’re well
enough? Oh, you’ve got to be! Wrap up tight now.

(In a ripple of small talk the company moves out into
the hall; children’s voices are heard outside on the steps.)

Nora: There they are! There they are! (She runs to open
the door. The children come in with their nurse,
Anne-Marie) Come in, come in! {Bends down and
kisses them.) Oh, you datlings — ! Look at them,
Kristine. Aren’t they lovely!

Rawk: No loitering in the draft here,

Hermer: Come, Mrs. Linde — this place is unbearable
now for anyone but mothers.

(Dr. Rank, Helmet, and Mrs. Linde go down the stairs.
Anne-Marie goes into the living room with the children.
Nora follows, after closing the ball door.)

Nora: How fresh and strong you look. Oh, such red
cheeks you have!l*Like apples and roses. {The chil-
dren interrupt her throughout the following.) And it
was so much fun? That’s wonderful. Really? You
pulled both Emmy and Bob on the sled? Imagine, all
together! Yes, you're a clever boy, Ivar. Oh, let me
hold her a bit, Anne-Marie, My sweet little doll
baby! (Takes the smallest from the nurse and dances
with ber) Yes, yes, Mama will dance with Bob as
well, What? Did you throw snowbalis? Oh, if P'd
only been there! No, don’t bother, Anne-Marie — I'lt
undress them myself. Oh yes, let me. It’s such fun. Go
in and rest; you look half frozen. There’s hot coffee
waiting for you on the stove. {The nurse goes into the
room to the left. Nora takes the children’s winter
things off, throwing them about, while the children
talk to her all at once.) Is that so? A big dog chased
you? But it didn’t bite? No, dogs never bite little,
fovely doll babies. Don’t peek in the packages, Ivar!
What is it? Yes, wouldn’t you like to know. Ne, no,
it’s an ugly something. Well? Shall we play? What
shall we play? Hide-and-seelk? Yes, let’s play hide-
and-seek. Bob must bide first, T must? Yes, iet me
hide first. (Laughing and shouting, she and the chil-
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dren play i and out of the living room and the
adjoining room to the right. At last Nora bides under
the table. The children.come storming in, search, but .
cannot find ber, then bear her muffled laughier, dash
over to the table, lift the cloth wp and find her. Wild
shouting, She creeps forward as if to scare them.
More shouts., Meanwbile, a knock at the ball door;
no one has noticed it. Now the door balf opens, and
Krogstad appears. "He waits a moment; the game
goes on.)

KroGsTaD: Beg pardon, Mrs. Helmer — Co

Nora (with a strangled cry, turning and scrambling to
her knees): Ohl What do you want?

KroGsTan: Excuse me. The outer doot was ajar; it must
be someone forgot to shut it —

Nora {rising): My husband isn’t home, Mr. Krogstad.

Krogstap: I know that,

Nora: Yes — then what do you want here?

Kroastan: A word with you. :

Nora: With — ? (To the children, quictly.) Go in to
Anne-Marie. What? No, the strange man won’t hurt
Mama. When he’s gone, we’ll play some more. {She
leads the children into the room to the left and shuts
the door after them. Then, tense and nervous:) You
want 1o speak to me?

KroGgsTaD: Yes, I want to. .

Nora: Today? But it’s not yet the first of the month —

Krocstap: No, it’s Christmas Eve. It’s going to be up to
you how merry a Christmas you have.

Nora: What is it you want? Today I absolutely can’t —

KroGsTAD: We won’t talk about that till later” This is
something else. You do have a moment to spare, [
suppose? )

Nora: Oh yes, of course -— I do, except —

Kroestan: Good. I was sitting over at Olsen’s Restau-
rant when I saw your husband go down the street —

NoRra: Yes?

KrogstAD: With a lady.

Nora: Yes. So? :

Krogstap: If you’ll pardon my asking: Wasn’t that lady
a Mrs. Linde?

Nora: Yes.

KROGSTAD: Just now come into town?

Nora: Yes, today.

KxoGsTaDp: She’s a good friend of yours?

Nora: Yes, she is. ButI don’t see —

KroGsTaD: I also knew her once.

Nogra: P'm aware of that.

Krocstap: Oh? You know all about it. I thought so.
Well, then let me ask you short and sweet: Is Murs.
Linde getting a job in the bank?

Nogra: What makes you think you can cross-examine
me, Mr, Krogstad —you, one of my husband’s
employees? But since you ask, you might as well
know — yes, Mis. Linde’s going to be taken on at the
bank. And Pm the one who.spoke for her Mr.
Krogstad, Now you know.

Kroastam: So I guessed right.

NORA {pacing up and down): Oh, one does have a tiny
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bit of influence, 1 should hope. Just becanse I am a '

- woman, don’t think it means that — When one has a
. subor dmate position; Mr. Krogstad, one really otight
to be.careful-about pushing somebody Who — hm —

Krogstan: Who has influence?

Nora: Thatsaight.

KRDGSTAD {in.a.different tone): Mrs, Helmer, Would you
* be good enough to use your influence on my behalf?

Nora: What? What do you mean?

Krogsran: Weuld you please make sure that I keep 1y
subordinate position in the bank?

Nora: What does that mean? Who’s thlnkmg of takmg
away your position?

Krogstap: Oh, don’t play the innocent with me, I'm
quite aware that your friend would hardly, relish the
chance of running into me again; and I'm also aware
now whom I-can thank for being turned’ ou’c

Nogra: But I promise you —

KrOGSTAD: Yes, yes, yes, to the point: The1e S smll time,
and I’m adv1s1ng you to use your mﬂuence to prevent
]_t. 5 2

Nora: But Mt Krogstad, I have absolutely no mﬂuence

Krocstap: You haven’t? 1 thought” you' were ]ust

 saying —

NORA You shouldn’t take me so hterally I Ho._

husband?’ :
KROGSTAD Oh, 've known your husband from out stu-
dent days. I don’t think, the great bank manags
. more-steadfast than any other married man. _ -
NORA You speak insolently about my husband, and I i
show you the door.
KroestaD: The lady has spirit.
NORA I’m not. afraid of you any longer After New

“theb nk'as itit were llfe 1tself
NORA Yes, 50 it seems. i@ :
KRroGsrap: It's not just a matter of income; that’s the
Jeastof 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 yeats ago I
" did something, rather rash.
Nowra: 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 en.-

. SoTtook up those various activities you know about.
I had .to grab hold somewhere; and 1 dare say 1
haven’t been among the worst. But now 1 want to
drop all that. My boys are growing up. For their
sakes, I'll have to win back as much respect as pos-
sible here in town, That ]ob 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
notin my power to help you,

Krogstan: That’s because you haven’t the will to —
but T have the means te make you,
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Nora: You certainly won’t tell my husband that I owe
you money?

Krogstan: Hm — what if I told him that?

Nora: That would be shameful of you. (Nearly in
tears.) This secret — my joy and my pride — that he
should learn it in such a crude and disgusting way —
learn it from you. You’d expose me to the most hor-
tible unpleasantness —

Krogstap: Only unpleasantness?

NoRra (vebemently): But go on and try. It’ll turn out the
warse for you, because then my husband will really
see what a crook you are, and then yow’ll never be
able to hold your job,

KroGstaD: I asked if it was just domestic unpleasant-
ness you were afraid of?

Nora: If my husband finds out, then of course he’lf pay
what I owe at once, and then we’d be through with
you for good.

KroGsTAD (2 step closer): Listen, Mrs, Helmer —
you’ve either got a very bad memory, or else no head
at all for business. I’d better put you a little more in
touch with the facts,

Nora: What do you mean?

KroGstap: When your husband was sick, you came to
me for a loan of four thousand, eight hundred
CrOwDS.

Nora: Where else could 1 go?.

KroGsTAD: I promised to get you that sum —

Nora: And you got it.

Krocstap: I promised to get you that sum, on certain
conditions. You were so involved in your husband’s
illness, and so eager to finance your trip, that I guess
you didn’t think out all the details. It might just be a
good idea to remind you. | promised you the money
--on the stréngth of a note I drew up.

Nora; Yes, and that 1 signed.

KroGsTaD: Right. But at the bottom I added some lines
for your.father to guarantee the loan. He was sup-
posed to sign down there.

Nora: Supposed to? He did sign.

KroasTan; Ileft the. date blank. In other words, your
father would have dated his signature himself, Do
you remember that?

Nora: Yes, I think —

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

Nora: Yes.

Krogstan: And naturally you sent it at once ~— because
only some five, six days later you brought me the
note, properly 31gned And with that, the money was
yours,

Nora: Well, then; Ive made my payments regularly,
haver’tJ?

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

‘Nora: Yes, they were.

Kroastap: Your father was very ill, I believe.
Nora: He was near the end.
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Krocstan: He died soon after?

Nora: Yes.

KroasTaD: Tell me, Mrs, Helmer, do you happen to
recall the date of your father’s death? The day of the
month, 1 mean,

Nora: Papa died the twenty-ninth of September.

Krogstan: That’s quite correct; I've already looked into
that. And now we come to a curious thing — (taking
out a paper) which 1 simply cannot comprehend.

Nora: Curious thing? T don’t know —

KroagstaD: This is the curious thing: that your father
co-signed the note for your loan three days after his
death,

Nora: How — ? [ don’t understand.

KroasTaD: Your father died the twenty-ninth of Sep-
tember. But look. Here your father dated his sig-
nature October second. Isn’t that curious, Mrs,
Helmer? (Nora is silent.) Can you explain it to me?
(Nora remains silent.) 1t’s also remarkable that the
words “October second” and the year aren’t written
in your father’s hand, but rather in one that I think I
know. Well, it’s easy to understand. Your father for-
got perhaps to date his signature, and then someone

~or other added it, a bit sloppily, before anyone knew
of his death. There’s nothing wrong in that, It all
comes down to the signature, And there’s no ques-
tion about that, Mrs. Helmer. It really was your
father who signed his own name here, wasn’t it?

NoRA (after a short silence, throwing her bead back and

looking squarely at him): No, it wasn’t. I signed
Papa’s name. -

Tor: Nora (Claire Bloomy} is
tronbled as Helmer (Donald
Madden) kisses her in Patrick
Garland’s 1971 production.
RicuT: Helmer, Nora, and
Mrs. Linde (Patricia Elliott)
discuss the possibility of
finding a suitable job for Mis.
Linde in the bank. Far Rigut:
Krogstad (Robert Gerringer)
explains the seriousness of her
actions to MNora,
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ACT1

" KroGsTaD: Wait, now — are you fully aware that this is
a dangerous confession?

Nora: Why? You'll soon get your money.

KROGSTAD: Let me ask you a question — why didn’t
you send the paper to your father?

Nora: That was impossible. Papa was so sick, If Pd
asked him for his signature, I also would have had to
tell him what the money was for. But I couldn’ tell
him, sick as he was, that my husband’s life was in
danger. That was just impossible.

KrogsTan: Then it would have been better if you’d
given up the trip abroad.

Nora: I couldn’t possibly. The trip was to save my hus-
band’s life. I couldn’t give that up.

KrocsTap: But didn’t you ever consider that this was a
fraud against me?

Nora: I couldn’t let myself be bothered by that. You
weren’t any concern of mine, T couldn’t stand you,
with all those cold complications you made, even
though you knew how badly off my husband was.

Krogstap: Mrs. Helmer, obvmusly 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?

Kroestan: Laws don’t inquire into motives.

Nora: Then they must be very poor laws.

KroGsTan: Poor or not — if I introduce this paper in
court, you’ll be judged according to law.

Nozra: This I refuse 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? T don’
know much about laws, but ’'m sure that somewhere
in the books these things are allowed. And you don’t
know anything about it — you who practice the
law? You must be an awful lawyer, Mr, Krogstad.

KrogsTap: Could be. But business — the kind of busi-
ness we two are mixed up in — don’t you think I
‘know about that? All right. Do what you want now.
But P'm telling you this: If T get shoved down a second
time, you’re going to keep me company. (He bows
and goes out through the ball.)

NoRra (pensive for a moment, then tossing her bead ):
Oh, really! Trying to frighten me! I'm not so silly as
all that. {(Begins gathering up the children’s clothes,
but soon stops.) But — ? No, but that’s impossiblel
did it out of love.

Tue CHILDREN (in the doorway, left): Mama, that
strange man’s gone out the doot

Nora: Yes, yes, | know it, But don’t tell anyone about
the strange man. Do you hear? Not even Papa!

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

Nonra: No, not now,

Tue CHILDREN: Oh, but Mama, you promised.

Nora: Yes, but I can’t now. Go inside; | have too much
to do. Go i, go in, my sweet darlings, (She berds
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themn gently back in the room and shuis the door
after them. Settling on the sofa, she takes up a piece
of embroidery and makes some stitches, but soon
stops abruptiy.) No! (Throws the work aside, rises,
goes to the ball deor and calls out,) Helene! Let me
. have the tree in here. (Goes to the table, left, opens
the table drawer, and stops again.) No, but that’s”
utterly impossible!
Maip {(with the Christmas tree): Where should [ put it,
ma’am?
Nora: There. The middle of the floor.
Marp: Should I bring anything else?
Nora: No, thanks. I have what I need.

{The Maid, who bas set the tree down, goes out.)

Nora (absorbed in trimming the tree); Candles here —
and flowers here, Thar terrible creature! Talk, tall,
talk! There’s nothing to it at all. The tree’s going to
be lovely. I’ll do anything to please you Torvald. I’ll
sing for you, dance for you —
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(Helmer comes in from the hall, with a sheaf of papers
under bis arm,)

Nora: Oh! You're back so soon?

HEeLMER: Yes. Has anyone been here?

Nora: Here? No.

Heimer: That’s odd. I'saw Krogstad leaving the front
doot:

Nora: So? Oh yes, that’s true. Krogstad was here & mo-
ment.

Hewmer: 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 bide it from me that he’d been
here. He asked you that, too, didn’t he?

Nora: Yes, Torvald, but —

HeLmer: Nora, Nora, and you could fall for that? Talk
with that sort of person and promise him anything?
And then in the bargain, tell me an untruth,

Nora: An untruth —? ‘

HeimEer: Didr’t you say that no one had been here?
(Wagging bis finger) My little songbird must never
do. that again. A songbird needs a clean beak to

S Warble Wlth No false notes. (Putting bis.arm about

" herivaist.y That s the way it should” be, isn’t it? Yes,

. I'm sure of it. (Refeasing ber.) And so; ‘enough of that.

* (Sitting by the'stove.) Ah;-how snug and“cozy it is

‘here. (Leafing among bis papers.)

< NORA ( busy with thetree; after @ short pczuse)a Torvaldl
HELMER: Yes.- '

Nora: I'm so much lookmg forward 10 the Stenbm‘gs
costume party, day after tomofrow. ~ .-

HELMER: And 1can *t wait to see: what you’ll ‘surpnse me
with, = . % ,

Noras Oh, that stupld businessl

HELMER; What?

Nora: Ican't find anythmg that’s right. Everythmg seems
so tidiculeus; o inane.

HeLmzr::So my-Jittle Nora’s come to that recognition?

Nora (going behmd bis chair, ber arms resting on its
back}: Are you very busy, Torvald?

Hreimer: O — - -

Nora: What papers are those?

HeLmER: Bank matters.

Nora: Already?

Hermer: Tve gotten full authority from the retiring
management to make all necessary changes in per-
sonnel and procedure. Ill need Christmas week for
that. 1 want to have everything in order by New

. Year’s, .

‘Nora:$o that was the reason thls poot Krogstad —

Hermer: Hm.

Nonra (still leaning on the chair and slowly stroking the
nape of bis neck): If you weren’t so very busy, I
would have asked you an enormous favor, Torvald.

HrLMER; Let’s hear. What s it? _

Nora: You know, there isn’t anyone whe has your good
taste — and I want so much to look well at the cos-

ACTI

tume ‘party. Torvald, couldn’t you take over and
decide what I should be and plan my costume?

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

Nora: Yes, Torvald, I can’t get anywhere without your
help.

HeLmzr: All right — Pl think it over. We'll hit on some-
thing.

Nora: Oh, how sweet of you. (Goes to the iree again.
Pause.) Aren’t the red flowers pretty — ? But tell me,
was it really such a crime that this Krogstad commit-
ted?

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

Nora: Couldn’t he have done it out of need?

HeLMER: Yes, or thoughtlessness, like so many others,
I’m not so heartless that I"d condemn a man categori-
cally for just one mistake.

Nogra: No, of course not, Torvald!

Heimer: Plenty of men have redeemed themselves by
openly confessing their crimes and taking their pun-
ishment.

Nora: Punishment-— ?

HeriMmER: 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 — ?

HerMER: 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 has, even with his own wife and children. And
with the children, Nora — that's where it’s most hor-
rible,

Nora: Why?

HELMER: Because that kind of atmosphere of lies infects
the whole life of a home. Bvery breath the children
take in is filled with the germs of something degen-
erate.

Nora (coming closer bebind him): Are you sure of that?

HeLmer: Oh, Pve seen it often enough as a lawyer.
Almost everyone who goes bad early in life has a
mother who’s a chronic liar.

Nora; Why just — the mother?

Hermer: It’s usually the mother’s influence that’s domi-
nant, but the father’s works in the same way, of
course. Every lawyer is quite familiar with it. And
still this Krogstad’s been going home year in, year
out, poisoning his own children with lies and pre-
tense; that’s why I call him morally lost. (Reaching
his bands out toward ber) So my sweet little Nora
must promise me never to plead his cause. Your hand
on it. Come, come, what’s this? Give me your hand.
There, now. All settled. I can tell you it’d be impos-
sible for me to work alongside of him. I literally feel
physically revolted when Pm anywhere near such a
person.

Nora {withdraws ber hand and goes to the other side of
the Christrmas tree): How hot it is here! And T've got
so much to do.
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HEeiMER (getting up and gathering bis papers): Yes, and

I have to think about petting some of these read
through before dinner, P'li think about your costume,
too, And something to hang on the tree in gilt paper, I
may even see about that, (Putting his band on ber
bead.) Oh you, my darling little songbird. (He goes
into bis study and closes the door after bim.)

Nora (softly, after a silence): Oh, really! It isn’t so. It’s
impossible. It must be impossible. -

ANNE-MARIE (i the doorway left): The children are
begging so hard to come in to Mama.

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

ANNE-MARIE: Of course, ma’am. (Closes the door.)

Nora (pale with terror): Hurt my children — | Poison
my home? (A moment’s pause; then she tosses ber
head.) That’s not true. Never, Never in all the world.

ACT II

{Same room. Beside the piano the Christmas tree now
stands stripped of ornament, burned-dotwn candle stibs
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.)

NoRra (dropping the coai 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 the mailbox.
Quite empty. (Coming forward.) What nonsense! He
won’t do anything serions. Nothing terribie could
happen. It’s impossible. Why, | have three small chil-
dren.

(Anne-Marie, with a large carton, comes in from the
room to the left.)

Annp-Marie: Well, at last I found the box with the mas-
querade clothes.

Nora: Thanks. Put it on the table.

ANNE-MARIE (does so): But they’re all pretty much of a
mess.

Nora: Ahh! I’d love to rip them in a million pieces!

Anme-Mariz: Oh, mercy, they can be fixed right up.
Just a little patience.

MNora: Yes, I'll go get Mrs. Linde to help me.

ANNE-MaRrir: Out again now? In this nasty weather?
Miss Nora will catch cold — get sick.

Nozra: Oh, worse things could happen — How ate the
children?

AnNE-MARIE: The poor mites are playing with their
Christmas presents, but —

Nora: Do they ask for me much?

ANNE-MARIE: They’re so used to having Mama around,
you know.

Nonra: Yes, but Anne-Marie, T can’t be together with
them as much as I was.
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ANNE-Marig: Well, small children get used to anything,

Nora: You think so? Do you think they’d forget their
mother if she was gone for good?

ANNE-MARIE: Oh, mercy — gone for good!

Nora: Wait, tell me. Anne-Marie — I’ve wondered so
often — how could you ever have the heart to give
your child over to strangers?

© AnnNe-MAaRIE: But | had to, you know, to become little

Nora’ nurse,

Nora: Yes, but how could yoi do it?

ANNE-MARTE: When I could get such a good place? A
girl who's poor and who's gotten in trouble is glad
enough for that. Because that slippery fish, he didn’t
do a thing for me, you know.

Nora: But your daughter’s surely forgotten you.

ANNE-MaRrm: Oh, she certainly has not. She’s written to
me, both when she was confirmed and when she was
married,

Nora (clasping her about the neck): You old Anne-
Mairie, you were a good mother for me when I was
little,

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

Nora: 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 Tl 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. {Ske goes off into the room,
left.)

Nora (begins unpacking the box, but soon throws it
aside): Oh, if T dared to go out. If only nobody would
come. If only nothing would happen here while '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 4 cry.) Oh, thete
they are! (Poises to mowve toward the door, -bui
remains irresolutely standing. Mrs. Linde enters from
the.ball, where she bas removed ber street clothes.)

Nora: Oh, it’s you, Kristine. There’s no one ¢lse out
there? How good that you’ve come. :

Mzs, LINDE: I hear you were up asking for me.

Nora: Yes, I just stopped by. There’s something you
really can help me with. Let’s get settled on the sofa.
Look, there’s going to be a costume party tomorrow
evening at the Stenborgs’ right above us, and now
Torvald wants me to go as a Neapolitan peasant girl
and dance the tarantella that I learned in Capri.

Mgs. Linpe: Really, are you giving a whole perfor-
marice? '

Nora: Torvald says yes, I should. See, here’s the dress.
Torvald had it made for me down there; but now it’s
all so tattered that I just don’t know —

MRgs. Linpe: Oh, we’ll fix that up in no time, It’s noth-
ing more than the trimmings — they’re a bit loose
here and there. Needle and thread? Good, now we
have what we need.

Nora: Oh, how sweet of you!
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Mgs. LINDE {sewing): So you'll be in disguise tomorrow,
Nora. You know what? Ill stop by then for a
moment and have a look at you all dressed up. But
listen, I've absolutely forgotten to thank you for that
pleasant evening yesterday.

Nora {getting wup and walking about): I don’t think it
was as pleasant as usual yesterday. You should have
come to town a bit sooner, Kristine — Yes, Torvald
really knows how to give a home elegance and
charm.

Mgs. LiNDE: And you do, too, if you ask me. You're not
your father’s daughter for nothing. But tell me, is Dr.
Rank always so down in the mouth as yesterday?

Nora: No, that was quite an exception. But he goes
around critically ill ail the time — tuberculosis of the
spine, poor man. You know, his father wag a disgust-
ing thing who kept mistresses and so on ~- and that’s
why the son’s been sickly from birth.

Mgrs. LINDE (lets her sewing fall 1o her lap): But my
dearest Nora, how do you know about such things?

Nora (walking more jauntily): Hmp! When you’ve had
three children, then you’ve had a few visits from —
from women who know something of medicine, and
they tell you this and that.

Mrs. LINDE (resuwmes sewing; a short pause): Does Dr.
Rank come here every day?

Nora: Every blessed day. He’s Torvald’s best friend
from childhoed, and my good friend, too, Dr. Rank
almost belongs to this house.

Mgs. LINDE: But tell me — is he quite sincere? I mean,
.doesn’t he rather enjoy flattering people?

Nora: Just the opposite. Why do you think that?

Mgs. LiNpz: 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 he puts it, he’d like to keep
me all to himself. For a long time he’d almost be jeal-
ous if I even mentioned any of my old friends back
home. So of course I dropped that. But with Dr. Rank
I'talk a lot about such things because he likes hearing
about them.

Mgs. Linpe: Now listen, Nora; in many ways you’re
still like a child, I'm a good deal older than you, with
a little more experience. I'll tell you something: You

~ ought to put an end to all this with Dr, Rank.

Nora: What should I put an end to?

Mgs. LINDE: Both parts of it, I think, Yesterday you said
something about a rich admirer who’d provide you
with money — :

Nora: Yes, one who doesn’ exist — worse luck. So?

Mzrs. LINDE; Is Dr, Rank well off? -

Nora: Yes, he is.

MRs. Linpe: With no dependents?

Nora: No, no one. But —

Mrs, Linne: And he’s over here every day?

Nora: Yes, [told you that.

ACTII

Mgs. LiNpEe: How can a man of such refinement be so
-grasping?

Nora: I don’t follow you at all,

Mgs. LinpE: Now don’t try to hide it, Nora. You think I
can’t guess who loaned you the forty-eight hundred
crowns? :

Nora: Are you out of your mind? How could you think
such a thing! A friend of ours, who comes here every
single day. What an intol¢rable situation that would
have been! '

Mgs. LINDE: Then it really wasn’t him. .

Nora: No, absolutely not. It never even crossed my
mind for a moment — And he had nothing to-lend in
those days; his inheritance came later.

Mgrs. Linpr: Well, T think that was a stroke of uck for
you, Nora deat.

Nora: No, it never would have occurred to me to ask
Dr. Rank — Still, 'm quite sure that if T had asked
him e

Mzs. Linpe: Which you won'’t, of course.

Nora: No, of course not. I can’t see that I’d ever need to.
But I'm quite positive that if I talked to Dr, Rank —

MRs. LiNpE: Behind your husband’s back?

Noxra: I've got to clear up this other thing; that’s also
behind his back. I've got to clear it all up.

MRrs, LINDE: Yes, I was saying that yesterday, but —

Nora (pacing up and down): A man handles these prob-
lems so much better than a woman —

Mzs. LINDE: One’s husband does, yes,

Nora: Nonsense. {Stopping.) When you pay everything
you owe, then you get your note back, right?

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, naturally.

Nora: And can rip it into a million pieces and burn it
up — that filthy scrap of paper!

Mrs. LINDE (looking hard at ber, laying her sewing
aside, and rising slowly): Nora, you’re hiding some-
thing from me,

Nora: You can see it in my face?

Mgs. LinDE: Something’s happened to you since yester-
day morning, Nora, what is it?

Nora (hurrying toward ber): 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.

Mgs. LINDE (gathering up some of the things): All right,
but I'm not leaving here until we’ve talked this out.
(She disappears into the room, left, as Torvald enters
from the ball.)

Nora: Oh, how I've been waiting for you, Torvald deac.

HELMER: Was that the dressmaker?

Nora: No, that was Kristine, She’s helping me fix up my
costume, You know, it’s going to be quite attractive,

HeLmER: Yes, wasn’t that a bright idea I had?

Nowra: Brilliant! But then wasn’t T good as well to give in
to you?

HermEr: -Good — because you give in to your hus-
band’s judgment? All right, you kittle goose, 1 know
you didn’t mean it like that. But [ won’t disturb you.
You’ll want to have a fitting, I suppose.
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Nora: And you’li be working?

HrLMER: Yes. (Indicating a bundle of papers,) See. Tve
been down to the bank. {Starts toward bis study.)

Nora: Torvald.

He1MER (stops): Yes,

Nora: If your little' squirrel begged you, with all her
heart and soul, for something — ?

HrrMER: What’s that?

NoraA: Then would you do it?

Hevmer: First, naturally, I'd have to know what it was.

Nora: Your squirrel would scamper. about and do
tricks, if you’d only be sweet and give in.

Hermer: Out with it.

Nogra: Your lark would be singing high and low in every
room —-

HeLmER: Come on, she does that anyway.

Nora: I'd be a wood nymph and dance for you in the
moonlight.

Hrrmer: Nora — don’t tell me it’s that same busmess
from this morning?

Nora (coming closer); Yes, Torvald, I beg you, please!

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

NoORA: Yes, ves, you've got to give in to me; you bave to
fet Kr ogstad keep his job in the bank.

HELMER My dear Nora, I’ve slated his job for Mrs.
- Linde. :

Nora: That’s awfully kind of you. But you could just
fire another clerk instead of Krogstad.

Hermer: This is the most incredible stubbornness! Be-
cause you go and givean impulsive p1omlse to speak
up for him, 'm expected to —

Nowra: That’s not the reason, Torvald. It’s for your own
sake. That man does writing for the worst papers;
you said it yourself. He could do you any amount. of
harm. T'm:scared to death of him —

Fermer: Ah, T understand. It’s the old memories haunt-
ing you.

Nora: What do you mean by that?

Hrermer: Of course, you re thinking about your father,

Nora: Yes, all right. Just remember how those nasty
gossips wrote in the papers about Papa and slan-
dered him so cruelly. I think they’d have had him dis-
missed if the department hadr’t sent you up to
investigate, and if you hadn’t been so kind and open-
minded toward him.

Hermer: My dear Nora, there’s a. notable difference
between your father and me, Your father’s official
career was hardly above reproach. But mine is; and 1
hope it’ll stay that way as long as I hold my position.

Nora: Oh, who can ever tell what vicious minds can
invent? We could be so snug and happy now in our
quiet, carefree home — you and I and the children,
Torvald! That’s why I'm pleading with you so —

Heimer: And just by pleading for him you make it
impossible for me to keep him on, It’s already known
at the bank that 'm firing Krogstad. What if it’s
rumored around now that the new bank manager
was vetoed by his wife -
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NoRrA: Yes, what then — ?

HerMEer: Oh yes — as long as our little bundle of stub-
borniness gets her way — ! I should go and make
myself ridiculous in front of the whole office — give
people the idea I can be swayed by all kinds of out-
side pressure. Oh, you can bet I’d feel the effects of
that soon enough! Besides — there’s something that
rules Krogstad right out at the bank as long as I'm
the manager,

Nora; What's that?

Hzrmer: His moral failings I could maybe overlook if I
had to —

Nogra: Yes, Torvald, why not?

HeLMeRr: And T hear he’s quite efficient on the job. But
he was a crony of mine back in my teens — one of
those rash friendships that crop up again and again
to embarrass you later in life. Well, I might as well
say it straight out: We're on a first-name basls. And
that tactless fool makes no effort at all to hide it in
front of others. Quite the contrary — he thinks that
entitles him to take a familiar air around me, and so
every otherssecond he comes booming out with his,
“Yes, Torvald!” and “Sure thing, Torvald!” I tell you,
it’s been excruciating for me. Fe’s out to make my
place in the bank unbearable.

Nora: Torvald, you can’t be serious about all this,

HermEer: Oh no? Why not?

Nora: Because these are such petty considerations.

Heimer: What are you saying? Petty? You think I'm
petty!

Nora: No, just the opposite, Torvald dear. That’s
exactly why —

HeLmzr: 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 ball door and
calls.) Helenel

Nora: What do you want?

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.

Maip: Yes, sir, (She leaves with the letter.)

HELMER (straightening bis papers): There, now, little
Miss Willful,

NoRra (breathlessly): Torvald, what was that letter?

Hermer: Krogstad’s notice,

Nora: Call it back, Torvald! There’s still time, Oh, Tor-
vald, call it back! Do it for my sake ~- for your sake,
for the children’s sake! Do you hear, Torvald; do it!
You don’t know how this can harm us.

HreiMer: Too late.

Nora: Yes, too late.

Hrermer: Nora, dear, T can forpive you this panic, even
though basically you’re insulting me. Yes, you arel
Or isn’t it an insult to think that § should be afraid of
a courtroom hack’s revenge? But I forgive you any-
way, because this shows so beautifully how much
vou love me. {Takes her in bis arms.) This is the way
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it should be, my darling Nora. Whatever comes,
you’ll see: When it really counts, I have strength and
courage enough as a man to take on the whole
weight mysélf.

. NoORa {terrified ): What do you mean by that?

Hrimer: The whole weight, 1 said.

NoRra (resolutely): No, never in all the world.

Heimer: Good. So we’ll share it, Nora, as man and
wife, That’s as it should be. (Fondling her) Are

" you happy now? There, there, there — not these
frightened dove’s eyes, It’s nothing at all but empty
fantasies — Now you should run through your
tarantella and practice your tamboutine. T'll go to the
inner office, and shut both 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 can find me. {He nods to ber and goes with
his papers into the study, closing the door.)

NoRA (standing as though rooted, dazed with frz'ght in
a whisper): He really could do it. He will do it. He’ll
do it in spite of everything. No, not that, never,
never! Anything but that! Escape! A way out — (The
doorbell rings.) Dr. Ranld Anything but that! Asy-
thing, whatever it is! (Her hands pass over her face,
smoothing it; she pulls berself together, goes over and
opens the ball door. Dr. Rank stands ocutside, bang-
ing his fur coat up. During the following scene, it
begins getting dark.)

Nora: Hello, Dr. Rank. I recognized your ring. But you
mustn’t go in to Torvald yet; I believe he’s working,

Rank: And you?

Nora: For you, I always have an hour to spate — you
know that. (He has entered, and she shuts the door
after bim.)

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

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

Rang: Does that disturb you?

Nora: Well, it’s such an odd phlase Is anythmg going
to happen?

Rank: What's going to happen is what I've been expect-
ing so long — but T honestily didn’t think it would
COmE SO SOOIL

NoRA {gripping his arm): What is it you’ve found our?
Dr. Rank, you have to tell me!

RANK (sitting by the stove): It's all over with me. Thele s
nothing to be done about it

Nowra (breathing easier): Is it you — then — ?

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, Banlkrupt! Withiz a month Il
probably be laid out and rotting in the churchyard.

Nora: Oh, what a horrible thing to say.

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 T’ finished with that,
I'll know about when my disintegration will begin,
There’s something I want to say. Helmer with his sen-
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sitivity has'such a sharp distaste for anything ugly. 1
don’t want him near my sickroom.

Nora: Oh, but Dr. Rank —

Rank; I won’t have him in there. Under no condition.
P’li lock my door to him — As soon as I’'m completely
sure of the worst, PlI send you my calling card
marked with a black cross, and you’ll know then the
wreck hags started to come apart.

Nora: No, today you’re completely unreasonable. And
I wanted you so much to be in a really good humor

Rank: With death up my sleeve? And then to suffer this
way for somebody else’s sins. Is there any justice in
that? And in every single family, in some way or
another, this inevitable retribution of nature poes
on —

Nora (ber bands pressed over ber ears) Oh, stuffl
Cheer up! Please — be gay! .

RANK: Yes, I’d just as soon faugh at it all. My poor, inno-
cent spine, serving time for my father’s gay army
days.

Nowra (by the table,. left): He was so infatuated with
asparagus tips and pité de foie gras, wasn’t that it?.

Rang: Yes — and with truffles.

Nora: Truffles, yes. And then with oysters, I suppose?

Rank: Yes, tons of oysters, naturally.

Nora: And then the port and champagne to go with it.
It’s so sad that all these delectable things have to
strike at our bones.

Rank: Especially when they strike at the unhappy bones
that never shared in the fun.

Nora: Ah, that’s the saddest of all.

RANK (looks searchingly at her): Hm.

Nora (gfter a moment): Why did you smile?

Rawk: No, it was you who-laughed.

Nora: No, it was you who smiled, Dr. Rank!

Rank (getiing up): You're even a bigger tease than I'd
thought.

Nora: P full of wild ideas today.

Rank: That’s obvious.

NoORA (putting both bands on bis shoulders): Dear, dear
Dr. Rank, you’ll never die for Torvald and me.

Raxk: 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?

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

Nora: Oh, come — you can’t be jealous of poor Kris-
tine?

Ranx: Oh yes, T am, She’ll be my successor here in the
house. When I’m down undet, that woman will prob-
ably —

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

Rangk: Today as well. So you see.

Nora: Only to sew on my dress. Good pracious, how
unreasonable you are. (Sitting on the sofs.) Be nice
now, Dr. Rank. Tomorrow you’'ll see how beautifully
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I’ll dance; and you can imagine then that I'm dancmg
- only for you — yes, and of course for Torvald, too —

that’s understood. (Takes various items out’ of the -

. carton.) Dr. Rank, sit over here and Il show you
" something,

RANK (sitting): What (] that?

Nora: EookRere, Look:”

RANK: Silk stockings.

NORA Plesh-colored. Aren’t they lovely? Now it's s0
dark’ here, but tomorrow — No, w0, no, just look at
the feet, Oh well, you mlght as well look at the rest,

RANI( Hm — :

Nora: "Why do you Iook so critical? Don t-you believe

- they'lf fit?

RANK; I've never had any chance to form an opmlon on
that T

NORA (glancing.at him a moment): Shame on you, (Hits

hzm lightly-on the ear with the stoa’emgs ) That’s for

you. (Puts them away again.) -
RANK Andwhat other splendors am I going: to.see NOW?
NORA' Not the least bit more, because you've been

: thmgs.)'-:'

RaNK (after a short silence): When I sit here together
thh you hke'thls, completely easy and open; then [

' ] mmpiy can’t imagine — whatever

_ become of me if I'd never come into this

NORA (smzlzng) Yes, I really think you feei completely
at ease with us.

RANK (snorve guietly, staring straight abead ). And then
to have to go away from it all —

Nora: Nonsense, you’re not going away.

RANK (bis voice unchanged ): — and not even be able to
leave some poor show of gratitude behind, scarcely a
fleeting regret — no more than a vacant place that
anyone can fill.

Nowra: And if I asked you now for -—— No —

Rank: For what?

Nora: For a great proof of your friendship —

Rank: Yes, yes?

Nora: No, I 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 -—— 1t’s all out of reason.
It’s advice and help, too — and a favor —

Ranxk: 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. You're my
best and truest friend, Pm 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 deatly Torvald loves me;
he’d never hesitate a second to give up his life for me.

RaNK (leaning close o 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.

‘,(She hunts a little and ruminiages among ber
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Nora (beavily): 1 see.

Rank: T swore to myself you should know this before
Pm gone, I'll never find a better chance. Yes, Nora,
now you know. And also you know now that you
can trust me beyond anyone else,

NoRa {rising, natural and calm): Ler me by.

“+ RANK (making room for ber, but still sitting): Nora —

NORA (in the ball doorway): Helene, bring the lamp in.
(Goes over to the stove.) Ah, clear Dt Rank, that was
- really mean of you.

RANK (getting up): That ’ve loved you just as deeply as

spmebody else? Was that mean?

Nora: No, but that you came out and told me. That
Was quite unnecessary —

Rank: What do you mean? Have you known — ?

(The Ma!id co'}nes i with the lamp, sets it on the table,
and goes out again.)

Rank: Nota — Mrs, Helmer — I'm asking you: Have
you known about it?

Nora: Oh, how can [ tell what I know or don’t know?
Really, T don’t know what to say — Why did you
have to be so clumsy, Dr, Rank! Everything was so
- .good:-.

RANK: Well in any case, you now have the knowledge
. that my body and soul are at your command. So

- “won’t you speak out?

" NoRra. (lookmg at bim): After that?
“Rank: Please, just let me know what it is.

Nora: You can’t know anytlung oW,

RaNk: T have to. You mustn’t punish me like this. Give
me the chance to do whatever is humanly possible for
you.

Nora: Now there’s nothing you can do for me. Besides,
actually, I don’t need any help. You’ll see — it’s'only
my fantasies. That’s what it is. Of course! (Sits in the
rocker, looks at bim, and smiles.) What a nice one
you are, Dr. Rank. Aren’t you a little bit ashamed,
now that the lamp is here?

Rank: No, not exactly. But perhaps I'd better go — for
good?

Nora; No, you certainly can’t do that. You must come
here just as you always have. You know Torvald
can’t do without you.

Rank: Yes, but you?

Nora: You know how much T enjoy it when you're
here.

Rang: That’s precisely what threw me off. You're a mys-
tery to me. So many times Ive felt you'd almost
rather be with me than with Helmer.

NoRra: Yes - you see, there ate some people that one
loves most and other people that one would almost
prefer being with.

RANK: Yes, there’s something to that.

Nora: When I was back home, of course I loved Papa
most. But I always thought it was so much fun when
T could sneak down to the maids’ quarters, because
they never tried to improve me, and it was always so
amusing, the way they talked to each other.
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RigaT: Cheryl Campbell as Nora in
the 1981-1982 Royal Shakespeare
Company production of A Doll House,
Far Riert: Nora and Torvald (Stephen
Moore}.

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 —

(The Maid enters from the.hcz!l.)

Marp: Ma’am — please! (She whispers to Nora and
hands ber a calling card.)

Nora (glancing at the card ): Ah! (Slips it into ber pocket.)

Rank: Anything wrong?

Nora: No, no, not at all. It’s only some — it’s my new
dress —

Rawxk: Really? But — there’s your dress.

Nora: Oh, that. But this is another one — I ordered
it — Torvald mustn’t know —

Ranx: Ah, now we have the big secret.

Nora: That’s right. Just go in with him — he’s back in
the inner study. Keep him there as long as —

Rank: Don’t worry. He won't get away. (Goes into the
study.)

Nora (to the Maid): And he’s standing waiting in the
kitchen?

MAID: Yes, he came up by the back stairs.

Nora: But didn’t you tel! him somebody was here?

Marm: Yes, but that didn’t do any good.

Nora: He won’t leave?
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Maip: No, he won’t go till he’s talked with you, ma’am.

Nora: Let him come in, then — but quietly. Helene,
don’t breathe a word about this. It’s a surprise for my
husband.

Main: Yes, yes, I understand — (Goes out.)

Nora: This horror — it’s going to happen. No, no, no,
it can’t bappen, it mustn’t. {She goes and bolis
Helmer’s door. The Maid opens the hall door for
Krogstad and shuts it behind bim. He is dressed for
travel in a fur coat, boots, and a fur cap.)

NoRA (going toward him): Talk softly,. My husband’s
home.

Krogstan: Well, good for him.

Nora: What do you want?

Krogstan: Some information.

Nora: Hutry up, then. What is it?

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

Nora: I couldn’t prevent it, Mr. Krogstad. I fought for
you to the bitter end, but nothing worked.

KroGsTap: Does your husband’s love for you run so
thin? He knows everything T can expose you to, and
all the same he dares to —

Nora: How can you imagine he knows anything about
this?

KroGstap: Ah, no — 1 can’t imagine it either, now, It’s
not at all like my fine Torvald Helmer to have so
much guts —
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Nora: Mr, Krogstad, I demand respect for my husband!

Krogstap: Why, of course — all due respect. But since
the lady’s' keeping it so carefully hidden, may T pre-
sume to ask if you're also a bic better informed than
yesterday about what you’ve actually done?

Nogra: More than you ever could teach me.

KrocsTAD: Yes, I am such an awful lawyer.,

Nora: What is it you want from me?

KrocsTaD: Just a glimpse of how you are, Mrs, Helmer.
T'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.

Nora: Then show it, Think of my children.

Krogstap: Did you or vour husband ever think of
mine? But never mind, T simply wanted to tell you
that you don’t need to take this thing too seriously.
For the present, 'm not proceeding with any action.

Nora: Oh no, really! Well — I knew that.

Krogstan: Everything can be settled in a friendly spirit.
It doesn’t have to get around town at all; it can stay
just among us three.

NoRA: My husband must never know anything of this.

KroGgsTaD: How can you manage that? Perhaps you
can pay me the balance?

Nora: No, not right now.

KrogsTan: Or you know some way of raising the
money in a day or two?

Nora: No way that I'm willing to use.

Krogstan: Well, it wouldn’t have done you any good,
anyway. If you stood in front of me with a fistful of
bills, you still couldn’t buy your signature back.

Nora: Then tell me what you’re going to do with it.

Kroastap: Ill just hold onto it —keep it on file,
There’s no outsider who’ll even get wind of it. So if
you’ve been thinking of taking some desperate
step —

Nora: I have, :

Krocstan: Been thinking of running away from
home —

Nora; I have!

KroaGstap: Or even of something worse —

Nora: How could you guess that?

KroGSTAD: You can drop those thoughts.

Nora: How could you guess I was thinking of that?

Krogstan: Most of us think about that at first. 1
thought about it too, but I discovered 1 hadn’t the
courage —

Nora (lifelessly): T don’t either.

Krogsran (refieved): That’s true, you haven’t the
courage? You too?

MNora: I don’t have it — I don’t have it,

-KroGsTaD: It would be terribly stupid, anyway. After

that first storm at home blows out, why, thea —1
have here in my pocket a Jetter for your husband —
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Nora: Telling- evelythmg’r’
KroGsTAD: As charitably as possible. .

Nora. (qmckly) He mustn’t ever get that Iettm TeaL It.

.up. Pll-find:some way to get money. .

KROGSTAID Beg pardon, Mrs. Helmer, but 1 thmk I just ;

“told you —-
NORA "Oli, I don’t mean the money I owe you, Let me
know how much you want: f1orn my husband and I ll
 managg it.
KroesTap: I don’t want any money from you: husbanc[
Nora: What do you want, thea? i
Kroasrabi Il tell you What I want to. recoup, Mrs
_ Helmer; T want to get ¢n in'the world — and there’s
" vibere your hisband can help me. For a yeazand a
. half T've kept myself tlean ‘of anythmg discepu-
.:table —all that time stnugghng with the worst condi-
tiong; but I was satisfied, wotking my-way up step by
" step. Now I've been written right off, and T'm just not
*in the mood to come crawling back. Itell you, I want
o move o ] want to get back in the Bank—in a
'better posmon Yom husband can set- up a ]ob fo;

KROGSTAD: He’ll do 11: i know hnn He. won’t dare
breathe a word of protest. And once Pm in there

together with'him, you ]ust wait and see! Inside of a__
year, Ill be the manager’s fight-hand man. I¥ll be
““Nils Krogstad, not vaald Helmer, who runs the--

bank. - o

Nora: You'll never see the dayl

KroGstan: Maybe you think you can —

Nora: I have the courage now — for that.

Kroastap: Oh, you don’t scare me. A smart, spoiled
lady like you —

Nora: You'll see; you’ll see!

Krocstan: Under the ice, maybe? Down in the freezing,
coal-black water? There, till you float up in the
spring, ugly unrecognizable, with your hair falling
out —

Nowra: You don’t frighten me.,

Kroastan: 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 pocket.

Nora: Afterwards? When Pm noe longer — ¢

KroGsTaD: Are you forgetting that Ill be in control
then over your final reputation? (Nora stands speech-
less, staring at bim.) Good; now P've warned you,
Don’t do anything stupid, When Helmer’s read my
letter, T’ll be waiting for his reply.. And bear in mind
that it’s your husband himself who’s forced me back
to-my old ways. I'll never forgive him for that, Good-
bye, Mrs. Helmer. {He goes out through the ball.)

Nora (goes to the hall door, opens it a crack, and lis-
tens): He’s gone. Didn’t leave the letter. Oh no, no,
that’s impossible too! (Opening the door more and
more.) What's that? He’s standing outside — not
going downstairs. He’s thinking it over? Maybe
he’ll — ? (A letter falls in the mailbox; then Krog-
stad’s footsteps are heard, dving away down a flight
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of stairs., Nora gives d wmiffled cry and runs over

toward the sofa‘table. A short pause:) In the mailbox,

(Slips warily over to the ball door)- It’s. lylng there
" Totvald, Torvald — now we're lost!

Mrs, LINDE (entering wath the costime from the room,

left): Thete riow, I can’t see anything else to mend
Perhaps you’d like to try —

Nora (in a boaise whisper): Kristine, come here. .

Mgs. LINDE (tossing the dress on  the. sofa): What'’s
‘wrong? You look upset.

Nora: Comie here. See that letter? There! Look —
through the glass in the mallbox :

Mgs. LiNDE; Yes, yes, I see it. ,

Nora: That letter’s from Krogstad — -

Mzs. LinpE: Nora — it’s Krogstad who Ioaned you the
money!

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

Mirs, LiNpE: Believe me, Nora, it’s best for both of you.

. Nora: There’s mote you don’t know. I forged a name.
* MRrs. LiNDE: But for heaven’s sake — ?
* Nora: I only want to tell you that, I(nstme S0 that you

can bemy witness. - -
Mgs. LINDE: Witness? Why should I .

~ Nora: If'T should go out of my mind - it could easﬂy

happen —

Mzs LINDE: Noral”

Nora: Or anythmg else occurred —so L couldnt be
present here —: ...

-Mgs, LiNDE: Nora, Nora, you aren’t yourself at all!

Nora: And someone shouid try to take on the whole
weight, all of the guilt, you follow me —

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, of course, but why do you think — ?

Nora: Then you’re the witness that it isn’t true, Kris-
tine. P’m very much myself; my mind right now is
petfectly clear; and Pm telling you: Nobody else has
known about this; [ alone did everything. Remember
that.

Mrs. Linpe: I will, But T don’t understand all this,

Nora: Oh, how could you ever understand it? It’s the
miracle now that’s going to take place.

Mgs. LiNDE: The miracle?
Nora: Yes, the miracle. But it’s so awful, Kristine. It
mustn’t take place, not for anything in the world.
Mgs. Livpe: I'm going right over and rlk with
Krogstad.

Nora: Don’t go near him; he’ll do you some terrible
harm!

Mgrs. LiNpE: There was a time once when he’d gladly
have done anything for me.

Nora: He?

Mgrs. Linpe; Where does he live?

Nora: Oh, how do I know? Yes. (Searches in ber
pocket.) Here’s his card. But the letter, the letrer — !

HELMER (from the study, knocking on the door): Nora!

Nora (with a cry of fear); Oh! What is it? What do you
want?

Hermer: Now, now, don’t be so frightened. We’re not
coming in. You locked the door — are you trying on
the dress?
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Nora: Yes, I'm trying it. Pll look just beautiful,. Torvald.

MRs. LINDE (who bas read the card): He’s living right
around the corner.

Nora: Yes, but what’s the use? We're lost. The lettet’s 111
the box.

Mgrs. LINDE: ‘And your husband has the key?

Nora: Yes, always.

Mzs. Linpe: Krogstad can ask for his letter back
unread; he can find some excuse —

NoRa: But it’s just this time that Torvald usually —

MRs. LINDE: Stall him. Keep him in there, Il be back as
quick as I can. (She burries out through the hall
entrance.)

Nora (goes to Helmer’s door, opens it, and peers in}):
Torvakd|

HELMER {from the inner siudy): Well — does one dare
set foot in one’s own living room at last? Come on,
Rank, now we’ll get a look — (In #he doorway.) But
what’s this?

INORA: What, Torvald dear?

HeLMER: Rank had me expecting some grand masquer-
ade.

RANK (in the doorway): That was my impression, but I
must have been wrong.

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

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

Nora: No, I haven’t practiced at all yet,

HeLmer: You know, it’s necessary —

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

Hermer: Ah, we’ll soon-take care of that,

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

HeLmer: It’s a promise. Tonight Pm totally at your
service — you little helpless thing. Hm — but first
there’s one thing I want to — {(Goes foward the ball
door.)

Nora: What are you Jooking for?

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

Nora: No, no, don’t do that, Torvald!

HevLmER: Now what?

Nora: Torvald, please. There isn’t any.

HurmEeR: 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 practice with
you.

HELMER (going over to her): Nora dear, are you really
so frightened?

MNoORA: Yes, so terribly frightened. Let me practice right
now; there’s still time before dinner. Oh, sit down
and play for me, Torvald. Direct me. Teach me, the
way you always have.
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Heimer: Gladly, if it’s what you want, {Sits at the
piano.)

NoRA (snatches the tambourine up from the box, then a
long, varicolored shawl, which she throws around
herself, whereupon she springs forward and cries
out): Play for me now! Now I'lf dance!

(Helmer plays and Nora dances. Rank stands bebind
Helmer at the piano and looks on.)

HELMER (as be plays): Slower. Slow down.

Nora: Can’t change it.

HeLmer: Not so violent, Noral

Nora: Has to be just like this.

Hermer (stopping): No, no, that won’t do at all.

Nora (laughing and swinging her tambourine): Isn’t
that what I told you?

RANK: Let me play for her.

HELMER (getting up): Yes, go on. I can teach her more
easily then.

(Rank sits at the piano and plays, Nora dances more
and more wildly. Helmer has stationed himself by the
stove and repeatedly gives her directions; she seems not
to hear theny ber bair loosens and falls over ber shoul-
ders; she does not notice, bui goes on dancing. Mrs.
Linde enters.)

Mgs. LINDR (standing dumbfounded at the door):
Ah—1

Nora (still dancing): See what fun, Kristine!

HerMer: But Nora darling, you dance as if your life
were at stake.

Nora: And it is.

HEimer: Rank, stop! This is pure madness. Stop it, 1
say!

(Rank breaks off playing, and Nora balts abruptly.)

Heimer (going over to her): 1 never would have
believed it. You've forgotten everything I taught vou,

Nora (throwing away the tambourine). You see for
yourself.

HeLMER: Well, there’s certainly room for instruction
here.

Nora: Yes, you see how important it is. You've got to
teach me to the very last minute. Promise me that,
Torvald?

Huimer: You can bet on it.

Nora: You mustn’t, either today or tomorrow, think
about anything else but me; you musin’t open any
letters — or the mailbox —

Heimer: Ah, it’s still the fear of that man —

Nora: Oh yes, yes, that too.

HeiMer: Nora, it's written all over you — there’s
already a letter from him out there.

Nora: I don’t know. I guess so. But you mustn’t read
such things now; there mustn’t be anything ugly
between us before it’s all over.

RaANK (guietly to Helmer): You shouldn’t deny her.

HELMER (putting his arm ground ber): The child can have
her way. But tomorrow night, after you've danced —
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Nora: Then you'll be free,

MAID (in the doorway, right): Ma’am, dinner is served.

Nora: We'll be wanting champagne, Helene.

Main: Very good, ma’am. (Goes out.)

HerMER: So — a regular banquet, hm?

Nora: Yes, a banquet — champagne till daybreak!
{Calling out.) And some macaroons, Helene. Heaps
of them — just this once.

HELMER (taking ber bands): Now, now, now — no hys-
terics, Be my own little lark again.

Nora: Oh, I will soon enough. But go on in — and you,
Dr. Rank. Kristine, help me put up my hair.

RANK (whispering, as they go): There’s nothing
wrong — really wrong, is there?

HzeimEer: Oh, of course not. It’s nothing more than this
childish anxiety I was telling you about. {They go
out, right.)

Nora: Well?

Mgs. LINDE: Left town.

Nora: I could see by your face.

Mzs. Linng: He’ll be home tomorrow evening. I wrote
him a note.

Nora: You shouldn’t have, Don’t try to stop anything
now, After all, it’s a wonderful joy, this waiting here
for the miracle.

Mzs. Linpe: What is it you're waiting for?

Noxra: Oh, you can’t understand that. Go in to them; I’ll
be along in a moment.

{Mrs. Linde goes into the dining room. Nora stands a
short while as if composing 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 doortway, right): What's become of the
lictle lark?

Nora (going toward him with open arms); Here’s your
lark!

ACT 1T

(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 music drifts down
from the floor above. Mrs. Linde sits at the table,
absently paging through a book, irying to read, but
apparently unable to focus ber thoughts. Once or twice
she pauses, tensely listening for a sound at the cuter
enirance.}

Mrs. LiNDE (glancing at her watch): Not yet -— and
there’s hardly any time left. If only he’s not — (Lis-
tening again.) Ah, there it is. (She goes out in the ball
and cautiously opens the outer door. Quiet footsteps
are heard onm the stairs. She whispers.) Come in.
Nobody’s here,

ACT 11}

KRrOGSTAD (in the doorway): 1 found a note from you at
home. What’s back of all.this?

Mrs. LinpE: T just bad to talk to you.

KroGstap: Oh? And it just bad to be here in this house?

Mgs, Linpg: At my place it was impossible; my room
hasn’t a private entrance. Come in, we're all alone.
The maid’s asleep, and the Helmers are at the dance
upstairs.

KROGSTAD (enttering the room): Well, well, the Helmers
are dancing tonight? Really?

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, why not?

KrogsTan: How true — why not?.

Mgs. Linpe: All right, Krogstad, lets talk.

KroGsTan: Do we two have anything more to talk
about?

Mrs. LINDE: We have a great deal to talk about.

Krocstap: I wouldn’t have thought so.

Mgs. LINDE: No, because you’ve never understood me,
really.

KroGsTap: Was there anything more to understand —
except what’s all too common in life? A calculating
woman throws over a man the moment a better catch
comes by.

Mgs, LiNDE: You think I'tn so thoroughly calculating?
You think I broke it off lightly?

Krocstap: Didn’t you?

MRgs. LinpE: Nils — is that what you really thought?

Krogstap: If you cared, then why did you write me the
way you did?

Mgs. LINDE; What else could I do? If I had to break off
with you, then it was my job as well to root out
everything you felt for me.

KRrROGSTAD (wringing his bands): So that was it. And
this — all this, simply for money!

Mgs. LinDe: Don’t forget I had a helpless mother and
two small brothers. We couldn’t wait for you, Nils;
you had such a long road abead of you then,

Kroastap: That may be; but you still hadn’t the right to
abandon me for somebody else’s sake.

Mgs, Linpe: Yes — I don’t know. So many, many times
I’ve asked myself if 1 did have that right,

KRroGSTAD (more softly): When I lost you, it was as if all
the solid ground dissolved from under my feet. Look
at me; ’m a half-drowned man now, hanging onto a
wreck.

Mgs. LINpE: Help may be near,

Krogstap: It was near-—~but then you came and
blocked it off.

Mgs. LiwpE: Without my knowing it, Nils. Today for
the first time I learned that it’s you I'm replacing at
the bank,

Krogstap: All right -— I believe you. But now that you
know, will you step aside?

Mgs. LiNDE: No, because that wouldn’t benefit you in
the slightest.

KrogsTap: Not “bepefit” me, hm! I’d step aside any-
Way.

Mrs. LINDE: Ive learned to be realistic. Life and hard,
bitter necessity have taught me that,
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Krogsrap: And life’s taught me never to trust fine
phrases,

Mgs. Linoe: Then life’s taught you a very sound thing,.
But you do have to trust in actions, don’t you?

KroGstap: What does that mean?

MRs. LinpE: You said you were hanging on like a half-
drowned man to a wreck,

KroGsTAD: I've good reason to say that,

Mgs, LINDE: I'm also like a haif-drowned woman on a
wreck. No one to suffer with; no one to care for.

KroGstap: You made your choice.

Mgs. Linpa: There wasn’t any choice then,

Kroagstan: So — what of it?

Mgs. Linpe: Nils, if only we two shipwrecked people
could reach across to each other.

KroGsrap: What are you saying?

Mgs. Linpe: Two on one wreck are at least better off
than each on his own.

KroasTap: Kristine!

Mgs, Linpe: Why do you think I came into town?

Kroastan: Did you really have some thought of me?

Mgs. Linpe: I have to work to go on living. All my born
days, as long as I can remember, Pve worked, and it’s
been my best and my only joy. But now 'm completely
alone in the world; it frightens me to be so empty and
lost. To work for yourself — there’s no joy in that.
Nils, give me something — someone to work for,

Krocstan: I don’t believe all this. It’s just some hysterical
feminine arge to go out and make a noble sacrifice,

Mgs. Linne: Have you ever found me to be hysterical?

KrocsTap: Can you honestly mean this? Tell me — do
you know everything about my past?

Mngs. LINDE: Yes.

Krogstap: And you know what they think Pm worth
around here.

Mgrs. LiNpe: From what you were saying before, it
would seem that with me you could have been
another person,

KroGsTan: I'm positive of that.

Mgs. Linpe: Couldn’ it happen still?

KroGsTaD: Kristine — you’re saymg this in all serious-
ness? Yes, vou are! [ 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 ber 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): Shhl The tarantella. Go now!
(o on!

KroGsTAD: Why? What is it?

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

Krocstan: Oh, then I'll go. But — it’s all pointless. Of
course, you don’t know the move T made against the
Helmers,

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, Mils, I know.
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KroGsTAD: And all the same, you have the courage
to — 7

Mrs, Linpe: I know how far despair can drive a man
like you.

Kroastan: Oh, if T only could take it all back,

MRs. LINDE: You easily could — your letter’s still lying
in the mailbox,

KrogGsTaD: Are you sure of that?

Mgs. Linpe: Positive, But — .

KrogsTaD (looks at ber searchingly): Is that the mean-
ing of it, then? You’ll save your friend at any price.
Tell me straight out. Is that it?

Mgrs. Linpe: Nils — anyone who's sold herself for
somebody else once isn’t going to do it again.

Krogestap: I'll demand my letter back,

‘Mrs, LINDE: No, no.

Krocstap: Yes, of course. Ill stay here till Helmer
comes down; I'll tell him to give me my letter
again — that it only involves my dismissal — that he
shouldn’t read it —

Mrs, Linor: No, Nils, don’t call the letter back.

KroasTan: But wasn’t that exactly why you wrote me
to come here?

Mrs. LmpE: Yes, in that first panic. But it’s been a
whole day and night since then, and in that time I've
seen such incredible things in this house, Helmer’s
got to learn everything, this dreadful secret has to be
aired; those two have to come to a full understand-
ing; all these lies and evasions can’t go on.

Krogstan: Well, then, if you want to chance it. But at
least there’s one thing I can do, and do right away —

Mgrs, LINDE {fistening): Go now, go, quick! The dance is
over. We're not safe another second.

KroGstaD: I'll wait for you downstairs.

Mues. Linpa: Yes, please do; take me home.,

Kroastap: I can’t believe it; Pve 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
ber street clothes): How different now! How differ-
ent! Someone to work for, to live for — a home to
build. Well, it is worth the try! Oh, if they’d only
come! (Listening.) Ah, there they are. Bundle up.
{She picks up ber hat and coat. Nora’s and Helmer’s
voices can be heard outside; a key turns in the lock,
and Helmer brings Nova into the ball almost by
force. She is wearing the Italian costume with a large
black shawl about ber; be bas on evening dress, with
a black domino open over it.)

Nora (struggling in the doorway): No, no, no, not
inside! I'm going up again. 1 don’t want to leave so
soomn.

HrermEer: But Nora dear —

Nora: Oh, I beg you, please, Torvald. From the bottom
of my heart please — only an hour more!

Hermer: Not a single minute, Nora datling. You know
our agreement. Come on, in we go; you’ll catch cold
out here. (In spite of ber resistance, he gently draws
ber into the room.)
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Mgs. LiNDE: Good evening.

Nora: Kristine!

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

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

Nora: Have you been sitting here, waiting for me?

Mgs. LINDE: Yes. I didn’t come early enough; you were
all upstairs; and then I thought 1 really couldn t leave
without seeing you.

HELMER (removing Nora’s shawl): Yes, take a good
look. She’s worth looking at, I can tell you that Mrs.
Linde, Isn’t she lovely?

MRs. LINDE: Yes, I should say —

HeLmEer: A dream of loveliness, isn’t she? That’s what
everyone thought at the party, too. But she’s horribly
stubborn — this sweet little thing, What’s to be done
with her? Can you imagine, I almost had to use force
to pry her away.

Nora: Oh, Torvald, you’re going to regret you didn’t
indulge me, even for just a half hour more.

Hrrmer: There, you see. She danced her tarantella and
got a tumultuous hand — which was well earned,
although the performance may have been a bit too
naturalistic — I mean it rather overstepped the pro-
prieties of ‘art. But never mind — what’s important
is, she made a success, an overwhelming success, You
think I could let her stay on after that and spoil the
effect? Oh no; I took my lovely little Capri girl — my
capricious little Capri girl, I should say — took her
under my arm; one quick tour of the ballroom, a
curtsy to every side, and then — as they say in nov-
els — the .beantiful vision disappeared. An exit
should always be effective, Mrs, Linde, but that’s
what I can’t get Nora to grasp. Phew, It’'s hot in here,
(Plings the domino on a chair and opens the door
to kis room.} Why’s it dark in here? Oh yes, of
course. Excuse me. (He goes in and lights a couple of
candles.)

NoRa (in a sharp, breathless whisper): So?

MRgs, LINDE (quietly): I talked with him.

Nora: And —?

Mrs. LiNpE: Nora — you must tell your husband every-
thing.

Nora (dully): T knew it.

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

Nora: I won’t tell.

Mags. Linpe: Then the letter will,

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

Hewmer (reemtering): Well, then, Mrs. Linde ~- have
you admired her?

Mgs. LinDE: Yes, and now I’ll say good night.

Hewmer: Oh, come, so soon? Is this yours, this knitting?

Mgrs. Linpi: Yes, thanks. I nearly forgot it.

HerLmER: Do you knit, then?

Mgs. LiNDE: Oh yes.

HeLmER: You know what? You should embroider
instead.

ACT HI*

MRs. LiNpE: Really? Why?

HEeLMER: Yes, because it’s a lot prettier. See here, one
holds the embroidery so, in the left hand, and then
one guides thie needle with the right — so —in an

. easy, sweeping curve — right?

Mrs. LINDE: Yes, I guess that’'s —

Heimer: But, on the other hand, knitting — it can
never be anything but ugly. Look, see here, the arms
tucked in, the knitting needles going up and down —
there’s something Chinese about it. Ah, that was
really a glorious champagne they served.

Mgs. LINDE: Yes, good night, Nora, and don’t be stub-
born anymore,

HeLMer: Well put, Mrs. Linde!

Mgs. LiNnDE: Good night, Mr. Helmer.

HELMER (accompanying her to the door): Good mght
good night. T hope you get home all right. I'd be very
happy to — but you don’t have far to go. Good
night, good night. (She leaves. He shuts the door
after ber and returns.) There, now, at last we got her
out the door. She’s a deadly bore, that creature.

Nora: Aren’t you pretty tired, vaald?

HerMEer: No, not a bit.

NoraA: You're not sleepy?

HeimeR: Not at all. On the contrary, 'm feeling quite
exhilarated. But you? Yes, you really look tired and
sleepy.

Nora: Yes, I'm very tired. Soon now I'll sleep.

HELMER; Seel You seel I was right all along that we
shouldn’t stay longer,

Nora: Whatever you do is always right,

HeLMER (kissing ber brow): Now my little lark talks
sense. Say, did you notice what a time Rank was hav-
ing tonight?

Nora: Oh, was he? I didn’t get to speak with him.

Hermer: I scarcely did either, but it’s a long time since
I’ve seen him in such high spirits. {Gazes at ber a
moment, then comes nearer ber) Hm — it’s mar-
velous, though, to be back home again — to be com-
pletely alone with you. Oh, you bewitchingly lovely
young woman!

Nora: Torvald, don’t look at me like that!

- Hermer: Can’t I look at my richest treasure? At all that

beauty that’s mine, mine alone — completely and
utterly,

NORA (rmoving around to the other side of the table):
You mustn’t talk to me that way tonight.

HeLMER {following ber): The tarantella is still in your
blood. 1 can see — and it makes you even more entic-
ing. Listen. The guests are beginning to go. (Drop-
ping his voice.) Nora — it’ll soon be quiet through
this whole house.

Nora: Yes, I hope so.

Heumer: 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 dis-
tance away; just send you a stolen look now and
then — you know why I do ic? It’s because Pm imag-
ining then that you're my secret darling, my secret
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young bride-to-be, and that no one suspects there’s
anything between us,

Nora: Yes, yes; oh, yes, [ know you’re always thinking
of me.

Hrermer: 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 you’re
my young bride, that we’re just coming from the
wedding, that for the first time I'm bringing you into
my house — that for the first time I'm alone with
you — completely alone with you, your trembling
-young beauty! All this evening I've longed for noth-
ing but you. When I saw you turn and sway in the
tarantella — my blood was pounding till T couldn’t
stand it — that’s why I brought you down here so
eatly —

Nora: Go away, Torvald! Leave me alone. [ don’t want
all this.

Hermer: What do you mean? Nma you're teasing me,
You will, won’t you? Aren’t I your husband — ?

(A knock at the ouiside door.)

Nora (stertled ): What’s that?

HELMER {going toward the hall): Who is it?

RANK (outside): It’s me. May I come in a moment?

HermER {with quiet irritation): Oh, what does he want
pow? (Aloud.) Hold on. {Goes and opens the door.)
Oh, how nice that you didn’t just pass us by!

Rank: I thought T heard your voice, and then T wanted
so badly to have a look in. (Lightly glancing about.)
Ah, me, these old familiar haunts. You have it snug
and cozy in here, you two.

Heimer: You seemed to be having it preity cozy
upstairs, too.

Rank: Absolutely. Why shouldn’t 12 Why not take in
everything in life? As much as you can, anyway, and
as long as you can. The wine was superb —

Hermer: The champagne especially.

RaNg: You noticed that too? It’s amazing how much |
could guzzle down.

Nora: Tervald also drank a lot of champagne this
evening.

RANK: Oh?

Nora: Yes, and that always makes him so entertaining,

Rank: Well, why shouldi’t one have a pleasant evening
after a well-spent day?

HeumeR: Well spent? I'm afraid I can’t claim that.

RANK-{slapping bim on the back}: But 1 can, you see!

Nora: Dr. Rank, you must have done some scientific
research today.

RaNk: Quite so.

Hermrer: Come now — little Nora talking about scien-
tific research!

Noxra: And can I congratulate you on the results?

Rawk: Indeed you may.

Nora: Then they were good?

Rank: The best possible for both doctor and patient —
certainty.

NoRa (quickly and searchingly): Certainty?
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RANK: Complete certainty. So clon t ] owe myself a gay
evening afterwards?

Nora: Yes, youw're right, Dr. Ranle.

HeLmeR: P'm with you ~— just so long as you don’t have
to suffer for it in the morning,.

Rank: Well, one never gets something for nothing in life,

Nogra: Dr. Rank — are you very fond of masquerade
parties?

RANK: Yes, if there’s a good array of odd disguises

Nora: Tell me, what should we two go as at the next
masquerade?

HEeLMmER: You little featherhead
the next!

Rank: We two? Tll tell you what: You must go as
Charmed Life ~-

Hermer: Yes, but find a costwme for that!

RaNK: Your wife can appear just as she looks every day.

Hermer: That was nicely put. But don’t you know what
you’re going to be?

Ranx: Yes, Helmer, I’'ve made up my mind,

Hemer: Well?

RaNk; At the next masquerade P'm going to be 111V151ble

Hevmer: That’s a funny idea.

Ranxk: They say there’s a hat — black, huge ~— have you
never heard of the hat that makes you invisible? You
put it on, and then o one on earth can see you.

HELMER {suppressing a smile): Ah, of course.

RaNk: But I'm quite forgetting what I came for. Helmet,
give me a cigar, one of the dark Havanas.

Hermer: With the greatest pleasure, (Holds out his
case.) .

Ranx: Thanks. (Takes one and cuts-off the tip.)

Nora (striking a match): Let me give you a light.

Rawn: Thank you. (Ske bolds the match for him; he
lights the cigar.) And now good-bye.

HerMmEeR: Good-bye, good-bye, old friend.

Nora: Sleep well, Doctor.

Rank: Thanks for that wish.

Nora: Wish me the same.

Rank: You? All right, if you like — Sleep well. And
thanks for the light. (He nods to them both and
leaves.) -

HeLMER (bis voice subdued): He’s been drinking heav-
ily,

NORA (absemly) Could be. {Helmer takes bis kevs from
his packet and goes out in the ball.) Torvald — what
are you after?

Heimer: Got to empty the mailbox; it’s nearly full.
There won’t be room for the morning papers.

Nora: Are you working tonight?

Hrrmer: You know I'm not, Why — what’s this? Some-
one’s been at the lock.

Nora: At the loclk — ?

Hermer: Yes, I'm positive. What do you suppose -~ ? 1
can’t imagine one of the maids — ? Here’s a broken
hairpin. Nora, it’s yours —

NoRA {guickly): Then it must be the children —

Heimer: You’d better break them of that. Hm, hm —
well, opened it after all. (Takes the contenis out and

already thinking of
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calls into the kitchen.) Helene! Helene, would you
put out the lamp in the hall. (He returns to the room,
shutting the ball door, then displays the handful of
mail.) Look how it’s piled up. (Sorting through
them.) Now what’s this?

NoRa {at the window); The letter! Oh, Torvald, no!

HeLMER: Two calling cards — from Rank,

Nora: From Dr. Rank? '

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? ‘

HerMer: There's a black cross over the name. See?
That’s a gruesome notion, He could almost be an-
nouncing his own death.

Nora: That’s just what he’s doing,.

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.

HeLMmER: Ah, my poor friend! Of course I knew he

- wouldn’t be here much longer. But so soon — And
then to hide himself away like a wounded animal.

Nora: If it has to happen, then it’s best it happens in
silence — don’t you think so, Torvald?

HELMER (pacing up and down): He’s grown right into
our lives. I simply can’t imagine him gone. He with
his suffering and loneliness — like a dark cloud set-
ting off our sunlit happiness. Well, maybe it’s best
this way. For him, at least. (Standing siill.) And
maybe for us too, Nora. Now we’re thrown back on
each other, completely. (Embracing ber.) Oh you, my
darling wife, how can I hold you close enough? You
know what, Nora -~ time and again I've wished you
were in some terrible danger, just so 1 could stake my
life and soul and everything, for your sake.

Nora (tearing herself away, ber voice firm and decisive):
Now you must read your mail, Torvald.

HrLmer: No, no, not tonight. I want to stay with you,
dearest.

Nora: With a dying friend on your mind?

HzrMmEeR: You're right, We’ve both had a shock. There’s
ugliness between us — these thoughts of death and
corruption. We’ll have to get free of them first. Until
then — we’ll stay apart.

Nora {clinging about his neck): Torvald — good night!
Good night! :

HEeLMER (kissing her on the cheek): Good night, little
songbird. Sleep well, Nora. I’ll be reading my mail
now. (He takes the letters into bis room and shuts the
door after him.)

NoRra (with bewildered glances, groping about, seizing
Helmer’s domino, throwing it around her, and speak-
ing in short, hoarse, broken whispers): Never see him
again. Never, never. (Pusting ber shaw! over ber
bead.) Never see the children either — them, too.
Never, never, Oh, the freezing black water! The
depths — down — Oh, I wish it were over — He has
it now; he’s reading it — now. Oh no, no, not yet,

ACT I

Torvald, good-bye, you and the children — (Ske starts
for the hall; as she does, Helmer throws open his
door and stands with an open letter in bis band.)
HermER: Nora!
Nora (screams): Oh — |
HELMER: What is this? You know what’s in this letter?
NoRa: Yes, I know. Let me gol Let me out!
HeLMER (holding ber back):-Where are you going?
Nora (struggling to break loose): You can’t save me,
Torvald! '

HrerMeR {stumping back): 'True! Then it’s true what he

writes? How horrible! No, no, it’s impossible — it
can’t be true,

Nora: It 4s true. I've loved you more than all this world,

HeLMER: Ah, none of your slippery tricks.

NoRa. (taking one step toward him): Torvald —- !

HEermEer: 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.

HewLmer: No more playacting, (Locks the hall door.)
You stay right here and give me a reckoning. You
understand what you've done? Answer! You under-
stand?

Nora (looking squarely ar him, ber face hardening):
Yes, I'm beginning to understand everything now.
HevLMmeR (striding about): Oh, what an awful awaken-
ing! In all these eight years — she who was my pride
and joy — a hypocrite, a liar — worse, worse —a
criminal! How infinitely disgusting it all is! The
shame! (Nora says nothing and goes on looking
straight at bim. He stops in front of her) I should
have suspected something of the kind. I should have
known. All your father’s flimsy values — Be-stilll All
your father’s flimsy values have come out in you, No
religion, no morals, no sense of duty — Oh, how Pm
punished for letting him off! 1 did it for your sake,

and you repay me like this.

Nora: Yes, like this.

Hermer: Now you’ve wrecked all my happiness —
ruined my whole future. O, it’s awful to think of.
Pm in a cheap little grafter’s hands; he can do any-
thing he wants with me, ask for anything, play with
me like a puppet — and I can’t breathe a word. Pl be
swept down miserably into the depths on account of
a featherbrained woman.

Nora: When I'm gone from this world, you’ll be free.

FIeLmEeR: Oh, quit posing. Your father had a mess of
those speeches too., What good would that ever do
me if you were gone from this world, as you say? Not
the shightest. He can still make the whole- thing
lenown; and if he does, I could be falsely suspected as
your accomplice, They might even think that T was
behind it - that I 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?

Nora {icily calm): Yes.

Herimer: It’s so incredible, T just can’t grasp it, But we’ll
have to patch up whatever we can. Take off the
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shawl. 1 said, take it off! 've got to appease him
somehow or 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-
side 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; T don’t dare trust you with them -
Oh, to have to say this to someone Uve loved so
much! Well, that’s done with, From now on happi-
ness 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
youw're sick. (Nora remains standing motionless.
Helmer goes and opens the door.)

MaID {(half dressed, in the ball): A letter for Mis.
Helmer. :

Hermer: Il take it. {Suatches 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.

Hurmar (by the lamp): T hacdly dare. We may be ruined,
you and I, But - I’ve got to know. (Rips open the let-
ter, skims through a few lines, glances at an enclosure,
then cries out joyfully.) Nora! {Nora looks inquiringly
at bim.) Noral Wait — better check it again — Yes,
yes, it’s true. 'm saved. Nora, I'm saved!

Nora: And I?

Hermer: You too, of course, We're both saved, both of
us. Look, He’s sent back your note, He says he’s
sorry and ashamed — that a happy-development in
his life — oh, who cares what he says! Nora, we're
saved! No one can hurt you. Oh, Nora, Nora — but
first, this ugliness all has to go. Let me sce — (Takes a
look at the note.) No, I don’t want to see it; [ want
the whole thing to fade like a dream. (Tears the note
and both letters to pieces, throws them into the stove
and watches them burn.) There — now thete’s noth-
ing left - He wrote that since Christmas Eve you —
Oh, they must have been three terrible days for you,
Nora.

Nora: I fought a hard fight.

Hermexr: And suffered pain and saw no escape but —
No, we’re not going to dwell on anything unpleas-
ant. We’ll just be grateful and keep on repeating: It’s
over now, it’s over! You hear me, Nora? You don’t
seem to realize — it’s over. What’s it mean ~~ that
frozen look? Oh, poor little Nora, I understand. You
can’t believe P’ve forgiven you. But I have, Nora; I
swear I have. I know tlrat what you did, you did out
of love for me.

Nora: That's true.

Hrrmer: You loved me the way a wife ought to love her
husband. 1t’s simply the means that you couldn’t
judge. But you think I love you any the less for not
knowing how to handle vour affairs? No, no — just
lean on me; Pl guide you and teach you. I wouldn™
be a man if this feminine helpiessness didr’t make
you twice as attractive to me. You mustn’t mind
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those sharp words I said — that was all in the first
confusion of thinking my world had collapsed. I've
forgiven you, Nora; I swear I've forgiven you.

Nora: My thanks for your forgiveness. (She goes out
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, Try to calm
yourself and collect your thoughts again, my fright-
ened little songbird. You can rest easy now; I've got
wide wings to shelter you with. (Walking about close
by the door) How snug and nice our home is, Nora,
You're safe here; I’ll keep you like a hunted dove I’ve
rescued out of a hawl’s claws. I’ll bring peace to your
poot, shuddering heart. Gradually it’ll happen, Nora;
youw’ll see. Tomorrow all this will look different to
you; then everything will be as it was. I won’t have to
go on repeating I forgive you; you'll feel it for your-
self. How can you imagine I'd ever conceivably want
to disown you — or even blame you in any way? Ah,
you don’t know a man’ heart, Nora. For a man
there’s something indescribably sweet and satisfying
in knowing he’s forgiven his wife — and forgiven her
out of a 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 youw’ll be
to me — you little, bewildered, helpless thing. Don’t
be afraid of anything, Nora; just open your heart to
me, and T’ll be conscience and will to you both —
(Nora enters in her regular clothes.) What’s this? Not
in bed? You’ve changed your dress?

Nora: Yes, Torvald, I've changed my dress.

Hrrmer: But why now, so late?

Nora: Tonight 'm not sleeping.

Hrimzr: But Nora deay — : :

Nora (looking at her watch): It’s still not so very late.
Sit down, Torvald; we have a lot o talk over. (She sits
at one side of the table.)

Hrrmer: Nora — what is this? That hard expression —

Nora: Sit down. This’ll take some time. I have a lot to
say.

HELMER {sitting at the table directly oppasite ber}): You
worry me, Nora. And I don’t undetstand you.

Nora: No, that’s exactly it. You don’t understand me.
And T've never understood you either — until
tonight. No, don’t interrupt. You can just listen to
what I say. We're closing out accounts, Torvald.

Hermer: How do you mean that?

NORA (after a short pause): Doesn’t anything strike you
about our sitting here like this?

HeLmER: What’s that?

Nora: Weve been married now eight years. Doesn’t it
oceur to you that this is the first time we two, you
and I, man and wife, have ever talked seriously
together?

Hrrmer: What do you mean — seriously?

Nora: In eight whole years — longer eyen — right from
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our first acquaintance, we’ve never exchanged a seri-
" ous word on any serious‘thing.

HermEeR: You mean I should constantly go and involve
you in problems you couldn’t possibly help me with?

Nora: 'm not talking of problems. 'm saying that
we've never sat down seviously together and tried to
get to the bottom of anything.

HELMER: But dearest, what good would that ever do

ou?

Nozm: That’s the point right there: You’ve never under-
stood me. Pve been wronged greatly, Torvald — first
by Papa, and then by you.

HEeLMmER: What! By us — the two people who’ve loved
you more than anyone else?

NORA (shaking ber bead ): You never loved me. You've
thought it fun to be in love with me, that’s all.

HeLMER: Nora, what a thing to say!

NoRa: Yes, it’s true now, Torvald. When I lived at home
with Papa; he told me all his opinions, so I had the
same ones too; or if they were different [ hid them,
since he wouldn’t have cared for that. He used to call
me his doll-child, and he played with me the way I
played with my dolls. Then I came into your house —

Hermer: How can you speak of our marriage like that?

Nora (unperturbed ): | mean, then I went from Papa’s

 kands into yours. You arranged everything to your

own taste, and so I got the same taste as you — or I
pretended to; I 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. Cve lived by doing tricks for
you, Torvald. But that’s the 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.

Hermer: Nora, bow unfair and ungrateful you are!
Haven’t you been happy here?

Nora: No, never. I thought so — but I never have,

HrimER: Not — not happy!

Nora: No, only lighthearted. And you’ve always been
so kind to me. But cur home’s been nothing but a
playpen. ve been your doll-wife here, just as at
home [ was Papa’s dofl-child. And in turn the chil-
dren have been my dolls. I thought it was fun when
you played with me, just as they thought it fun when
I played with them. That’s been our marriage, Tor-
vald. -

Hermrer: There's some truth in what you're saying —
under all the raving exaggeration. But it’ll all be
different after this. Playtime’s over; now for the
schooling,

Nora: Whose schooling — mine or the children’s?

Hermer: Both yours and the children’s, dearest.

Nora: Oh, Totvald, you're not the man to teach me to
be a good wife to you.

Hermer: And you can say that?

Nora: And I — how am T equipped to bring up children?

HEeLMER: Nora!

Nora: Didn’t you say a moment ago that that was no
job to trust me with?

ACT I

FIELMER; In a flare of temper! Why fasten on that?

Nora: Yes, but you were so very right. 'm not up to the
job. There’s another job I have to do first. 1 have to
try to educate myself. You can’t help me with that.
Pve got to do it alone. And that’s why P'm leaving
you NOw.

HELMER (jumipring up); What’s that?

Nora: I have to stand completely alone, if 'm ever
going to discover myself and the world out there, So I
can’t go on living with you.

HermEer: Nora, Noral

Nora: I want to leave right away. Kristine should put
me up for the night —

HerMmEer: You're insane! You’ve no right! I forbid youl

Nora: From here on, there’s no use forbidding me any-
thing. 'l take with me whatever is mine. I don’t
want a thing from you, either now or later.

HrLMER: What kind of madness is this!

Nora: Tomorrow I'm going home — I mean, home
where T came from. It’ll be easier up there to find
something to do.

Hermer: Oh, you blind, incompetent child!

Nora; I must learn to be competent, Torvald,

Hermer: Abandon your home, your husband, your
children! And you’re not even thinking what people
will say.

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 vows.

Nora: What do you think are my most sacred vows?

HermEr: And I have to tell you that! Aren’t they your
duties to your husband and children?

Nowa: I have other duties equally sacred.

Hrerser: That isn’t true. What duties are they?

Nora: Duties to myself.

HELMER: Before all else, you’re a wife and a mother

Nora: I don't believe in that anymore. 1 believe that
before all else, '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. I have to think over these things myself and
try to understand them,

Hermer: Why can’t you understand your place in your
own home? On a point like that, isn’t there one ever-
lasting guide you can turn to? Where’s your religion?

Nora: Oh, Torvald, 'm really not sure what religion is,

Hermer: What — ?

Nora: 1 only know what the minister said when I was
confirmed. He told me religion was this thing and
that. When I get clear and away by myself, I'll go into
that problem too. T’ll see if what the minister said
was right, or, in any case, if it’s right for me.

Heimer: A young woman your age shouldn’t talk like
that, If religion can’t move you, I can try to rouse
your conscience. You do have some moral feeling?
Oy, tell me — has that gone too?



ACT III

Nora: It’s not easy to answer that, Torvald. T simply
don’t know. I'm all confused about these things. I just
know I see them so differently from you. I find cut
for one thing, that the law’s not at all what ’d
thought — but I can’t get it through my head that the
law ig fair. A woman hasn’t a right to protect her
dying father or save her husband’s lifel I can’t believe
that.

HermEeRr: You talk like a child. You don’t know any-
thing of the world you live in.

Nora: No, I don’t, But now Pl begin to learn for
myself. Il try to discover who's right, the world or L.

HEermer: Nora, you’'re sick; you've got a fever I almost
think you’re out of your head.

Nora: I've never felt more clearheaded and sure in-my
life,

HeLMER: And — clearheaded and sufe — you're leav-
ing your husband and children?

Nora: Yes.

Hermer: Then there’s only one possible reason,

Nora: What?

HeLMEeR: You no longer love me.

Nora: No. That’s exactly i,

HeLmer: Nora! You can’t be serious]

Nora: Oh, this is so hard, Torvald — you’ve been so
kind to me always. But I can’t help it. I don’t love you
anymore,

HEeLMER (struggling for composure): Are you also clear-
headed and sure about that?

Nora: Yes, completely. That's why1 can’t go on staying
here.

HrrMmer: Can you tell me what I did to lose your love?

Nora: Yes, I can tell you. It was this evening when the
miracufous thing didn’t come — then I knew you
weren’t the man [’d imagined.

Hermer: Be more explicit; I don’t follow you.

Nora: I've waited now so patiently eight long years —
for, my Lord, I know miracles don’t come every day.
Then this crisis broke over me, and such a certainty
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. I was so utterly sure yow’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 disgrace — !

Nora: When he’d done that, I was so utterly sure that
you'd step forward, take the blame on yourself and
say: I am the guilty one.

HerMER: Nora — |

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
was walting for, in terror and hope. And to stave that
off, I would have taken my life,

Heimer: T'd gladly work for yvou day and mnight,
Nora —and take on pain and deptivation. But
there’s no one who gives up honor for love,
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Janet McTeer as Nora Helmer in Anthony Page’s production
of A Doll House at the Belasco Theater on Broadway, 1997,

McTeer’s interpretation of the role electrified audiences who,
according to Ben Brantley, found “previously hidden nuances
in Ibsen’s landmark work.”

Nora: Millions of women have done just that.

HermER: Oh, you think and talk like a silly child.

Nora: Perhaps. But you neither think nor talk like the
man I could join myself to. When your big fright was
over— and it wasn’t from any threat against me,
only for what might dﬂmagc you — when ali the
danger was past, for you it was just as if nothing had
happened. I was exactly the same, your little lark,
your doll, that you’d have to handle with double care
now that I’d turned out so brittle and frail. (Gets up.)
Torvald — in that instant it dawned on me that for
cight years 've been living here with a stranger, and
that I’d even conceived three children — oly, T can’t
stand the thought of it! I could tear myself to bits.

HeLMER (beavily): 1 see. There’s a gulf that’s opened
between us — that’s clear., Oh, but Nora, can’t we
bridge it somehow?

Nora: The way T am now, I'm no wife for you.
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HeLMER: I have the strength to make myself over, -
Nora: Maybe — if your doll getstaken away. - -
I—IELMER But to Jpartl, To part ﬂom you' No, Nora,
"no —1I can’t imagine it.
Nora (going out, right): All the more reason why it has
to be. (She reenters with her coat and a small oveér-
: night bag, which she puts on a chair by the table.)
HzeLMER: Nora, Nora, not now! Wait till tomorrqw. _
NoRra: I can’t spend the night in a strange man’s room,
HeLmEeR: But couldn’t we live here like bmthe; and
sister —
Nora: You know very well how long that would last.
 (Throws ber shawl-about her,) Good-bye, Torvald. 1
" won’t look in.on the children. I know they’re in bet-
ter hands than mine. The way I am now, I'm no use
- to them, ~
HEeLMER: But someday, N01a - someday —- ?
Nora; How can I tell? T haven’t the least 1dea ‘what'll
* become of me.* '
HEeLMER: But you te my w1fe, now and wherever you go.
NORA Listen, Totvald = I've heard that-when a wife
‘deserts her husband’s house just as:’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 thanI will. There has to be
absolute freedom for us both. Here, take- youl rmg
““back. Give me mine.
HeLmER: That too?
Nora: That too.
Hermer: There it 5. -
Nora: Good. ‘Well, now its all over, I'm puttmg the
keys here The malds know ali-about keepmg up the

house — better than 1 do. Tomorrow, after I've left
town, Kristine will stop by to pack up everything
that’s mine from home. I'd I1ke those things shipped
up.to me.

HerMmer: Over! All over! Nora, won’t you ever think
about me?

Nora: I'm sure I'll think of you often, and about the
children and the house here.

HerMeRr: May I write you?

Nora: No — never, You're not to do that.

HerMer: Oh, but et me send you —

Nora: Nothing. Nothing.

Haimer: Or help you if you need it.

Nora: No. I accept nothing from strangers.

HeimER: Nora — can I never be more than a stranger to
you?

NoRra (picking up the overnight bag): Ah, Torvald — it
would take the greatest miracle of all —

HeLmER: Tell me the greatest miracle!

Nora: You and I both would have to transform our-
selves to the point that — Oh, Torvald, I’ve stopped
believing in miracles.

Hermer: But Il believe. Tell me! Transform ourselves
to the peint that — ?

Nora; That our living together could be a true mar-
riape. (She goes out down the hall.)

HELMER (sinks down on a chair by the door, face buried
in his hands): Nora! Nora! {Looking about and ris-
ing.) Empty. She’s gone. (A sudden bope leaps in
bim.) The greatest miracle — ?

(From below, the sound of a door slamming shui.)

COMMENTARIES

Ibsen wrote about his own work, both in his lefters to producers and actors

and in his notes describing the development of his plays. Such notes reveal his
concern, his insights as he wrote the plays, and his motives, Sometimes what he
says about the plays does not completely square with modern interpretations.
On the other hand, he explains in his notes that the circumstances of women in
modern society were much on his mind when he was working on A Doll
House.

Ibsen’s “Notes for the Modern Tragedy” is remarkable foi suggesting a sep-
arate sensibility (spiritual law) for men and for women. His observations about
the society in which women live — and in which Nora is confounded — sound
as if they could have been written a century later than they were. When



