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ACTI1

A comfortable room, tastefully but not expensively furnished. A door to the right
in the back wall leads to the entryway; another to the left leads t Helmer’s study,
Between these doors, 4 Plano. Midway i the left-hand wall 4 door, and further
back a window. Near the window a round table with 4y, armchair and a small
sofa. In the right-hand wall, 5 @ door, and nearer the foreground
a porcelain stove with tyo armchairs and a rocking chair beside it. Betweer, the
stove and the side door, a small table, Engravings on the walls, An, etagére with
china figures and other smg art objects; a small bookcase with richly bound
books; the floor carpeted; a fire burning in the stove, It is 4 winter day.

A bell rings in the entryway; shortly after we hear the door being
unlocked. Nora comes ingg the room, humming happily to herself; she is
wearing street clothes and carries an armload of packages, which she puts
down on the table to the right. She has left the ball door open; and through it
a Delivery Boy is seen, holdsn g a Christmas tree and 4 basket, which he gives
t0 the Maid who let them i,

Nora: Hide the tree well, Helene. The children mustn’t get a glimpse of i
till this evening, after it’s trimmed. (To the Delivery Boy, taking out her
purse.) How much?

A Doll House: Owen Teale and janet McTeerin the 1997 Bill Kenwright London production
of A Doll House performed at New York’s Belasco Theater — winner of the 1997 Tony Award
for Best Revival of a Play.

Q joan Marcus.
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Delivery 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 berself while taking off her stree
things. Drawing a bag of macaroons from ber pocket, she eats a couple, the
steals over and listens at ber busband’s study door.) Yes, he’s home. (Hum
again as she moves to the table right.)

Helmer (from the study): s that my little lark twittering out there?

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

Helmer: Is that my squirrel rummaging around?

Nora: Yes!

Helmer: When did my squirrel get in?

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

Helmer: Can’t be disturbed. (After a moment be opens the door and peers in
pen in hand.) Bought, you say? All that there? Has the little spend
thrift been out throwing money around again?

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

Helmer: 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 gl
the raise comes through.

Nora: Pooh! We can borrow that long.

Helmer: Nora! (Goes over and playfully takes her by the ear.) Are your scatter:
brains off again? What if today I borrowed a thousand crowns;
you squandered them over Christmas week, and then on New Y.
Eve a roof tile fell on my head and I lay there —

Nora (putting ber band on bis mouth): Oh! Don’t say such things!

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

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

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

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

Helmer: Nora, Nora, how like a woman! No, but seriously, Nora,
know what I think about that. No debts! Never borrow! Some:
of freedom’s lost—and something of beauty, too—from a h
that’s founded on borrowing and debt. We’ve made a brave stan
to now, the two of us; and we’ll go right on like that the littlelw
we have to.

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

Helmer (following her): Now, now, the little lark’s wings mustn’t
Come on, don’t be a sulky squirrel. (Taking out his wallet. ) Nora,
what I have here. :

Nora (turning quickly): Money!
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Helmer: There, see. (Hands ber some notes. ) Good grief, I know how costs
g0 up in a house ar Christmastime.

*Nora: Ten—twenty—thirty—forty. Obh, thank you, Torvald; I can man-
age no end on this. .

Helmer: You really will have to.

Nora: Oh yes, 1 promise I will! Bur come here so I can show you every-
thing I bought. And so cheap! Look, new clothes for Ivar here—and
a sword. Here a horse and a trumpet for Bob. And a doll and a doll’s
bed here for Emmy; they’re nothing much, but she’]] tear them to
bits in no time anyway. And here I have dress material and hand-
kerchiefs for the maids. Old Anne-Marie really deserves something
more,

that package therep
ald, no! You can’t see that till tonight!
e now, you little prodigal, what have you thought
of for yourself?

Nora: For myself? Oh, I don’t wane anything ar all,

Helmer: OFf course you do. Tell me just what—within reason —
most like to have.

Nora: T honestly don’t know. OB, listen, Torvald —

Helmer: Well?

Nora (fumbling at bis coar buttons, withoyt looking at him ): If you wane to
give me something, then maybe you could — you could —

Helmer: Come on, out with ir.

Nora (burriedly):
think you can spare; then one of thes

Helmer: But Nora —

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

Helmer: What are those lictle birds called thac always fly through their
fortunes?

Nora: Oh yes, spendthrifts: I know aJ] that. But let’s do as I say, Torvald,;
then I'll have time to decide what I really need most, Thar’s very sen-
sible, isn’t ir?

buy yourself something. Bue it
d 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 lictle Nora.
waist.) Spendthrifts
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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, thiese things are hereditary, Nora.

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

Helmer: And I couldn’t wish you anything but just what you are, my
sweet little lark. But wait; it seems to me you have a very —what
should I call it? —a very suspicious look today —

Nora: 1do?

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

Nora (looking at him): Well?

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

Nora: No. Why do you imagine thar?

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

Nora: No, I assure you, Torvald —

Helmer: Hasn’t nibbled some pastry?

Nora: No, notatall,

Helmer: 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.

Helmer: No, I understand that; and you have given me your word. (Going
over to her.) 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?

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

Nora: So am 1. And what fun for the children, Torvald!

Helmer: Ah, it’s so gratifying to know thart one’s gotten a safe, secure
and with a comfortable salary. It’s a grear sacisfaction, isn’t it?

Nora: Oh, it’s wonderful!

Helmer: Remember last Christmas? Three whole weeks before, you':
yourselfin every evening till long after midnight, making flows
the Christmas tree, and all the other decorations to surprise us
that was the dullest time I've ever lived through.

Nora: It wasn’t at all dull for me.

Helmer (smiling): But the outcome was pretty sorry, Nora.
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Nora: Oh, don’t tease me with that again. How could I help it that the
cat came in and tore everything to shreds,

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

Nora: Yes, ivs really wonderful.

Helmer: Now I don’t have to sit here alone, boring myself, and you don’t

. have to tire your precious eyes and your fair litcle delicate hands —

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

Helmer: 'm not home to visitors, don’t forget.

Maid (from the ball doorway): Ma’am, a lady to see you—

Nora: All right, let her come in.

Maid (to Helmer): And the docror’s just come too.

Helmer: Did he go right to my study?

Maid: Yes, he did.

Helmer goes into bis room. The Maid shows in Mrs. Linde, dressed in travel-
ing clothes, and shuts the door after her.

Mrs. Linde (in a dispirited and somewbat besitant voice ): Hello, Nora.

Nora (uncertain): Hello —

Mrs. Linde: You don’t recognize me.,

Nora: No, I don’t know — bu wait, I think — (Exclaiming,) What! Kris-
tine! Is it really you?

Mrs. Linde: Yes, it’s me.

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

Mrs. Linde: Yes, no doubt I have, In nine —ten long years.

Nora: 1s it so long since we mer? Yes, it’s all of that. Oh, these last eight
years have been a happy time, believe me. And S0 now you've come
in to town, too. Made the long trip in the winter. Thar took courage.

Mrs. Linde: 1 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 take your coat off. You’re not stil]
cold? (Helping her.) There now, let’s get cozy here by the stove. No,
the easy chair there! I’ll take che 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.

Mrs. Linde: And much, much older, Nora.

Nora: Yes, perhaps a bit older: 2 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?

Mrs. Linde: What do you mean, Nora?
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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. Oh, Kristine, you
must believe me; I often thought of writing you then, but I kept
postponing it, and something always interfered.

Mrs. Linde: Nora dear, I understand completely.

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

Mprs. Linde: No.

Nora: And no children?

Mrs. Linde: No.

Nora: Nothing at all, then?

Mrs. Linde: Not even a sense of loss to feed on.

Nora (looking incredulously at her): But Kristine, how could thar be?

Mrs. Linde (smiling wearily and smoothing ber bair): Oh, sometimes it hap-
pens, Nora. *

Nora: So completely alorie. How terribly hard that must be for youI
have three lovely children. You can’t see them now; they’re out with
the maid. But now you must tell me everything —

Mrs. Linde: 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 something I must tell you. Did you,
hear of the wonderful luck we had recently? §

Mrs. Linde: No, what’s thar?

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

Mrs. Linde: Your husband? How marvelous! oy L

Nora: Isn’t it? Being a lawyer is such an uncertain living, you'know,
especially if one won’t touch any cases that aren’t clean and dec .
And of course Torvald would never do that, and I'm with him'c
pletely there. Oh, we’re simply delighted, believe me! He’ll join
bank right after New Year’s and start getting a huge salaryand’
of commissions. From now on we can live quite differently —j
we want. Oh, Kristine, I feel so light and happy! Won’t it be’lovel
have stacks of money and not a care in the world? i

Mps. Linde: Well, anyway, it would be lovely to have enough for necessities:

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

Mprs. Linde (smiling): Nora, Nora, aren’t you sensible yet? Back in!s
you were such a free spender.

Nora (with a quiet laugh): Yes, that’s what Torvald still says. (Shaks
finger.) But “Nora, Nora” isn’t as silly as you all think. Really,’ e
been in no position for me to go squandering. We’ve had'to'w
both of us.

Mys. Linde: You too?

Nora: Yes, at odd jobs—needlework, crocheting, embroidery, ‘anc
(Casually.) and other things too. You remember that Torvaldlel
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, £
that first year he drove hj
work that kept him going morning and night. It wore him down,
and then he fell deathly ill. The doctors said it was essential for him
to travel south,

Mrs. Linde: Yes, didn’t you spend a whole year in | taly?

Nora: That’s right. Ir 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 Torvald’s life. But it cost a frightful sum, Kristine.

Mrs. Linde: 1can well imagine,

a: Four thousand, eight hundred crowns i cost. That’s really a ot of
money.

Mrs. Linde: Butivs lucky you had it when you needed it

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

Mrs. Linde: 1see. It was just about the time your father djed.

Nora: Yes, just about then. And, you know, I co
to nurse him. I had

a month after,

Mrs. Linde: And your husband came back completely cured?

Nora: Sound as a drum|

Mrs. Linde: Bur— the doctor?

Nora: Who?

Mrs. Linde: 1 thought the maid said he was a doctor, the man who came
in with me.

Nora: Yes, that was Dr. Rank —

ment since,
I'am, too. (Jumping up and clapping ber ha
tine, whata lovely thing to live and be h

did you marry him, then?
Mrs. Linde: My mother was still alive, b
had my two younger brothers to lo
think I could turn him down.
Nora: No, you were right there. But was he rich at the time?
Mrs. Linde: 'He was very well off, I'd say. Bur the business was shaky, Nora.
When he died, it all fe] apart, and nothing was left,
Nora: And then—>

e ——
e e
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Mprs. Linde: Yes, so I had to scrape up a living with a little shop and a little
teaching and whatever else I 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 I couldn’t take it any longer out
in that desolate hole. Maybe here it'll be easier to find something to
do and keep my mind occupied. If I could only be lucky enough to
get a steady 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.

Mprs. Linde (going toward the window): 1 have no father to give me travel
money, Nora.

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

Mrs. Linde (going to her): 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
opportunities. You have to live; and so you grow selfish. 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 fot.
you.

Mrs. Linde: Yes, that’s what I thought. X

Nora: And he will, Kristine! Just leave it to me; I'll bring it up so deli-
cately —find something attractive to humor him with. Oh, m'sal
eager to help you. _

Mps. Linde: How very kind of you, Nora, to be so concerned over me—dou=
bly kind, considering you really know so little of life’s burdens yourself:

Nora: 1—?Iknow so little—? =

Mrs. Linde (smiling): Well, my heavens—a little needlework and such—Nora;
you're just a child. )

Nora (tossing her head and pacing the floor): You don’t have. to’act sol
superior. ‘.

Mprs. Linde: Oh? :

Nora: You're just like the others. You all think I'm incapable of anyth
serious — '

Mrs. Linde: Come now —

Nora: That I've never had to face the raw world. e

Mrs. Linde: Nora dear, you've just been telling me all your troubles: =8

Nora: Hm! Trivia! (Quietly.) I haven’t told you the big thing.

Mrs. Linde: Big thing? What do you mean? )

Nora: You look down on me so, Kristine, but you shouldnit." Yot
proud that you worked so long and hard for your mother.
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is true: Pm proud —and
make my mother’s Jaq¢

of what yoy'ye done for your

Mrs. Linde: 1 fee Pvearight to pe.

Nora: T agree, Byt listen to this, Rristine — Pve a16, 8ot something to pe
proud and happy for,

Mss, Linde: 1done doubt it. By whatever do you mean?

Nora: Not so Joud. What if Torvalq heard) He mustn’t, not for anything
in the world. Nobody Kristine. No ope butyou,

Mrs. Linde: By, what is it,

Nora: Come here., (Drawing per down beside hey on the sofa.) Ir's true—Pve
also got something to e proud and happy for. Pm the one whe saved
Torvald’s life.

Mrs. Linde: Sayed _ ? Saved how?

Nora: I told You about the trip ro Italy. Torvalg fever would have Jiveq if
he hadn’; gone sourh —

Mrs. Linde: Of course; your farher &ave you the meang

. Nora (smiling): Thaps what Torvalq and all the resy think, bur—
. Mrs. Linde: Byr—>
Nora: Papa didp

Norz (bumming, wish 4
\Mrs. Linde: Because yo

Nora: Nop Why not?

Mrs. Linde: A wife can’t borrow without her husband’s consent,
Nora (tossing hey bead): Oh, but a wife with a ljttle business sense, a wife
- ‘Who knows hoy, to
M, Linde:
No orrowed the money? I coyld
have gotren ¢ other ways, (Throwing herself back op, the sofa.) I coulq
~have gorten i from some admirer or other. After all, a gir] with my
| Tavishing appeal —

S Linde: Yo, lunaric,

t without hjs knowledge you—
€ mustn’t know! My Lord, can’r you under-
know the cloge call he had. It wag to me the
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docrors came to say his life was in danger—that nothing could save
him but a stay in the south. Didn’t I try strategy then! I began talk-
ing about how lovely it would be for me to travel abroad like other
young wives; I begged and I cried; I told him please to remember my
condition, to be kind and indulge me; and then I dropped a hint
that he could easily take out a loan. But at that, Kristine, he nearly
exploded. He said I was frivolous, and it was his duty as man of the
house not ro indulge me in whims and fancies—as I think he called
them. Aha, I thought, now you’ll just have to be saved —and that’s
when I saw my chance.

Mprs. Linde: And your father never told Torvald the money wasn’t from him?

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

Mrs. Linde: And you've never confided in your husband since?

Nora: For heaven’s sake, no! Are you serious? He’s so strict on that sub:
ject. 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. 5

Mrs. Linde: Won'’t you ever tell him? A

il

Nora (thoughtfully, half smiling): Yes —maybe sometime, years from now;

when I'm no longer so attractive. Don’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 wiseitol

have something in reserve — (Breaking off) How ridiculous! Th
never happen — Well, Kristine, what do you think of my big secre
'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 p
ments on time. In the business world there’s what they call qt
terly interest and what they call amortization, and these are alwa
so terribly hard to manage. I've had to skimp a little here and th
wherever I could, you know. I could hardly spare anything from:
house allowance, because Torvald has to live well. I couldn’tle _
children go poorly dressed; whatever I got for them, I felt Ihadito
use up completely — the darlings! 1
Mprs. Linde: Poor Nora, so it had to come out of your own budget, then?
Nora: Yes, of course. But I was the one most responsible, too. Everytime
Torvald gave me money for new clothes and such, I never use
than half; always bought the simplest, cheapest outfits. It was a
send that everything looks so well on me that Torvald nevernoti
But it did weigh me down ar times, Kristine. It is such a joy.
fine things. You understand.
Mrs. Linde: Oh, of course.
Nora: And then I found other ways of making money. Last winte A
lucky enough to get a lot of copying to do. I locked myself in'andisa?




ACT1

writing eve
dead tired.

Iy even

Y> exactly, These accoun
to figure. | only know

that I've paid our aj] | could scrape together,
Time and again I haven’r known where to turn, (Smiling.) Then Ir'd
sit here dreaming of 5 rich old gentleman
with me —

who had fallen in love
Mrs. Linde: What! Who is he?

Nora: O, really! And thae he’d died, and when his wi]]
there in big letters ir said,

“All my fortune shall be pajq
i Helmer.”

Was opened,
overin cash,

€ocean again, Op ye
The front doorbel] rings.

Mrs. Linde (rising):

Nora: N, .

Maid (from the bay doo

to see Mr., Helmer, by | didn’
ra: Who is the gentleman?

Krogstad (from the doorway): 1ps me, Mrs. Helmer.

Mrs. Linde starss and turns away toward the windpy,,
Nora (stepping toward him, tense,

must be for Torvald.

& Ma’am— there’s 5 gentleman here
tknow —since the doctor’s with hjm —

rway): Excuse m

that manp

- Krogstad — 5 lawyer.
ally was him,
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Nora: Do you know that person?

Mrs. Linde: 1did once—many years ago. For a time he was a law clerk in
our town.

Nora: Yes, he’s been that.

Mrs. Linde: How he’s changed.

Nora: Tunderstand he had a very unhappy marriage.

Mpos. Linde: He’s a widower now.

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

Mrs. Linde: They say he has a hand in all kinds of business.

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

Dr. 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, notat all. (Introducing him.) Dr. Rank, Mrs. Linde.

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

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

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

Mrs. Linde: More overexertion, I'd say.

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

Mrs. Linde: I’m here to look for work.

Rank: Is that the best cure for overexertion?

Mrs. Linde: One has to live, Doctor. ]

Rank: Yes, there’s a common prejudice to that effect. a4

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

Rank: Yes, I really do. Wretched as I am, I'll gladly prolong 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 t
moral invalids in there with Helmer—

Mprs. Linde (softly): Ah!

Nora: Who do you mean?

Rank: Oh, it’s a lawyer, Krogstad, a type you wouldn’t know. His cha
is rotten to the root—but even he began chattering all-impo:
about how he had to /ive.

Nora: Oh? Whart did he want to talk to Torvald abour?

Rank: 1really don’t know. I only heard something about the b

Nora: 1didn’t know that Krog— that this man Krogstad had an;
do with the bank.

Rank: Yes, he’s gotten some kind of berth down there. (To Mi
I don’t know if you also have, in your neck of the wooc




IBSEN/ADOLL HOUs  * 8os

rt of key
healthy these days

- Linde: All the same, it’s
Rank (with 4 shrug): Yes,
ing society into a 5

the sick who most need to be taken in.
there we have it. Thar’

s the concept that’s rurp.
anatorium,

(Pacing the floor.)
we —that Torvald has

all those people. Taking the bag out of her
nK, a little Macaroon on thar?

nk: See here, Mmacaroons! | thought ch
Nora: Yes, by these are some thar
Mrs. Linde: Whago1_ ?
Nora: Now, now, don’t be afraid. You couldn’t possibly know
vald had forbidden them. You see, he’s worrjed
But hmp! Just ¢his once! Isn’t thar 50, Dr. Rank? Help yourselfy (Puts
; uth.) And you too, Kristine, And also have one,
T two, at the mogt, (Walking about again, ) Now I'm
really tremendously happy. Now there’s just one last thing in ¢he
world that I have ap, énormous desire to o,
Rank: Welll And what’s tharp
Nora: Ips somethin

g I have such , fonsuming desire tq say so Torvald
could hear,
Rank: And why can’t yoy say it?

Nora: Idon’t dare. It’s quite shocking,
Mrs. Linde: Shocking?

, then

S0 much power noyw over
pocket.) Dr. Rank

€y were contraband here,
Kristine gave me.

that Tor-
they’ll ruin my teeth,

Mrs, Linde: My goodness, Noral

- Rank: Goon, Say it. Here he js,
- Nora (hig

ing the macaroon bag): Shh, shh, shh!

¥
Nora: Ler me introduce yoy
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Helmer: Kristine—? I'm sorry, but I don’t know —

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

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

Mpys. 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.

Helmer: What's this?

Mrs. Linde: 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 become 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 some-
thing for Kristine, can’t you?

Helmer: Yes, it’s not at all impossible. Mrs. Linde, I suppose you’re a widow?

Mrs. Linde: Yes.

Helmer: Any experience in office work?

Mrs. Linde: Yes, a good deal.

Helmer: Well, it’s quite likely that I can make an opening for you—

Nora (clapping ber hands): You see, you see!

Helmer: You've come at a lucky moment, Mrs. Linde.

Mprs. Linde: Oh, how can I thank you?

Helmer: Not necessary. (Putting his overcoat on.) But today yow'll have to
excuse me — i

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

Nora: Don’t stay out long, dear.

Helmer: An hour; no more.

Nora: Are you going too, Kristine?

Mrs. Linde (putting on her winter garments): Yes, I have to see aboutaro
now.

Helmer: Then perhaps we can all walk together.

Nora (belping her): What a shame we’re so cramped here, butit’sic
impossible for us to—

Mprs. Linde: Oh, don’t even think of it! Good-bye, Nora dear, and't
for everything.

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

ot
In aripple of small talk the company moves out into the ball; children
voices are heard outside on the steps.

Nora: There they are! There they are! (She runs to open the'do
aren come m with therr nurse, Anne-Marte.) Come 1n, come:
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down amd kisses ther, ) Oh, you darlings —! Look at them, Kristine.
Aren’t they lovely!
Rank: No loitering in the draf; here,

Helmer: Come, Mrys. Linde — this place is unbearable now for anyone but
mothers.

to shutir—
Nora (rising): My husband isn’t home, Mr. Krogstad.
Krogstad: 1know thar,
Nora: Yes—then what do you wan¢ here?

| Krogstad: A word wich you.

Nora: With—» (To the children, quietly.) Go in to Anne-Marie. Whar? N o,
the strange man wop’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 to speak to me?

Krogstad: Yes, I want to.
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Nora: Today? But it’s not yet the first of the month —

Krogstad: No, i’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’c —

Krogstad: We won’t talk about that till later. This js something else. You
do have a moment to spare, I suppose?

Nora: Oh yes, of course —1I do, except—

Krogstad: Good. I was sitting over at Olsen’s Restaurant when I saw your
husband go down the street —

Nora: Yes?

Krogstad: With alady.

Nora: Yes. So?

Krogstad: If yowll pardon my asking: wasn’t that lady a Mrs. Linde?

Nora: Yes.

Krogstad: Just now come into rown?

Nora: Yes, today.

Krogstad: She’s a good friend of yours?

Nora: Yes, she is. But I don’t see

Krogstad: Talso knew her once.

Nora: I'm aware of that.

Krogstad: Oh? You know all abour it. I thought so. Well, then let me ask
you short and sweet: is Mrs. Linde getting a job in the bank?

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

Krogstad: So I guessed right.

Nora (pacing up and down): Oh, one does have a tiny bir of influence, I
should hope. Just because I am a woman, don’t think it means.
that—When one has a subordinate position, Mr. Krogstad, one
really ought to be careful about pushing somebody who — hm —

Krogstad: Who has influence?

Nora: That’s right. SN

Krogstad (in a different tone): Mrs. Helmer, would you be good enoughtol
use your influence on my behalf ? ¥

Nora: What? What do you mean? e

Krogstad: Would you please make sure that [ keep my subordinate pos
tion in the bank? )

Nora: What does that mean? Who’s thinking of taking away'y
position?

Krogstad: Oh, don’t play the innocent with me. P'm quite aware thatyous
friend would hardly relish the chance of running into me again;and:
P'm also aware now whom I can thank for being turned out.

Nora: But I promise you — L

Krogstad: Yes, yes, yes, to the point: there’s still time, and I’'m advisiog

you to use your influence to prevent it. .

Fl




ACTI IBSEN/A DOLL HOUSE 8og

Nora: But'Mr. Krogstad, I have absolutely no influence.
, Krogstad: You havene 1 thought you were just saying —

Nora: You shouldn’t take me so literally. I! How can you believe thar I
have any such influence over my husband?

Krogstad: Oh, Ive known your husband from our student days. I don’t
think the great bank Mmanager’s more steadfast than any other mar-
ried man,

Nora: You speak insolently abour my husband, and Pll show you the
door.

Krogstad: The lady has Spirit.

Nora: 'm not afraid of you any longer. After New Year’s, I'll soon be
done with the whole business.

Krogstad (restminingbimse{f ): Now listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. If necessary,
I'll fight for my little job in the bank as if it were life jtself,

Nora: Yes, so it seems.

Krogstad: 1t’s not just a matrer of income; that’s the least of jt. It’s some-
thing else — All right, out with jt! Look, this is the thing. You know,
just like all the others, of course, thar once, a good many years ago, I
did something rather rash.

Nora: I've heard rumors to that effect.

Krogstad: The case never got into court; bur all the same, every door was
closed in my face from then on. So I took up those various activi-
ties you know abou. I had to grab hold somewhere; and dare say I
haven’t been among the worst. But now I wan to drop all thar, My
boys are growing up. For thejr sakes, I'll have to win back as much
respect as possible here in town, Thar job in the bank was like the
first rung in my ladder. And now your husband wants to kick me
right back down in the mud again.

Nora: But for heaven’s sake, Mr. Krogstad, ir’s simply not in my power
to help you.

Krogstad: That’s because you haven’t the will to—bur | have the means
to make you.

Nora: You certainly won’t tell my husband that I owe you money?

Krogstad: Hm —whar if told him thar?

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

Krogstad: Only unpleasantness?

Nora (vebemently): Bur goonand try. I¢'ll turn out the worse for you, be-
cause then my husband wil] really see what a crook you are, and then
youw’ll never be able to hold your job.

Krogstad: 1 asked if it was just domestic unpleasantness you were afraid
of?

Nora: If my husband finds out, then of course he’l] pay what I owe at
once, and then we’d be through with you for good.
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Krogstad (a step closer): Listen, Mrs. Helmer —you've either got a very bad
memory, or else no head at all for business. I'd better putyoualitcle
more in touch with the facts,

Nora: What do you mean?

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

Nora: Where else could I go?

Krogstad: 1 promised ro get you that sum —

Nora: And you got it.

Krogstad: 1 promised to get you that sum, on certain conditions. Yoy
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. I promised you the money on the
strength of a note I drew up.

Nora: Yes, and that I signed.

Krogstad: Right. But at the bottom I added some lines for your father to
guarantee the loan. He was supposed to sign down there.

Nora: Supposed to? He did sign.

Krogstad: 1 left the date blank. In other words, your father would have
dated his signature himself. Do you remember that?

Nora: Yes, I think — . !

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

Nora: Yes.

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

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

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

Nora: Yes, they were.

Krogstad: Your father was very ill, I believe.

Nora: He was near the end.

Krogstad: He died soon after?

Nora: Yes.

Krogstad: Tell me, Mrs. Helmer, do you happen to recall the date of -yoﬁE :

father’s death? The day of the month, I mean.

Nora: Papa died the twenty-ninth of September.

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

Nora: Curious thing? I don’t know — -

Krogstad: This is the curious thing: that your facher co-signed themn
for your loan three days after his death.

Nora: How—?Idon’t understand.

Krogstad: Your father died the twenty-ninth of September. But look:
your father dated his signature October second. Isn’t that curious
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N it to me? (Nora remains

“October second”
itten in your father’s hand, bur rather In one that |
. Well, iv’s €asy to understand. Yoy father forgot per-
haps to date hjs signature, and the, Someone or other added it, a bir
sloppily, before i - There’s nothing wrong
in that. It a]] o he signature, And there’s no question
about that, Mrs, Helmer. It really was your facher who signed his own

wasn’t ic?

Nora: Why? You'l] soon get your money,

Krogstad: Let me ask you a question —why djidp’, you send the paper ¢
your father?

Nora: That was impossible. Papa was so sick. If I'd asked him for his sig-
nature, I also would haye had to tel] him what the money was for.,
Bur I couldn’t tell him, sick ag he was, thar my husband’s [jfe was in
danger. Thar was just impossible.

Krogstad: Then j¢ would have beep better if youq given up the trip
abroad.

Nora: T couldn’ possibly. The trip was to save my husband’s life. |
couldn’t give thar up.

Krogstad: But didn’: youever consider thar thjs Was a fraud against mep

Nora: T couldn’t et myself be bothered by that. You weren’t any concern

i i those cold complications yoy
how badly off my husband wag,
er, obviously you haven’t the vaguest idea of whar
yourself in. But I cap tell you this: it was nothing
ng worse that I once did—and i wrecked my whole
feputation,

Nora: You? Do you expect

Save your wife’s life?

according to law.
Nora: This 1 refuse to believe, A daughter hasn’t 5 r1
dying father from anxiety and care?
husband’s Jifes 1 don’t know
Somewhere in
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Nora: An untruth—»

Helmer: Didn’c you say that no one had been here? (Wagging bis finger.)

My lictle songbird must never do that again. A songbird needs a

clean beak to warbe with. No false notes. (Putting his arm aboys ber

waist,) That's the way it should be, isp’t jrp Yes, 'm sure of ji. (Releas-

ing her.) And so, enough of thar. (Sitting by the stope. ) Ah, how snug

and cozy it is here. (Leafing among his papers,)

Nora (busy with the tree, after a short Pause): Torvald|

Helmer: Yes,

Nora: P'm so much looking forward to the Stenborgs’ costume party,
day after tomorrow,

Helmer: And I can’c waj; to see what you’]] surprise me wich,

Nora: Oh, thar stupid business!

Helmer: What»

Nora: I can’t find anything thar’s right. Everything seems so ridiculous,
50 inane,

[N

Helmer: Oh—

Nora: What papers are those?

Helmer: Bank matters,

Nora: Already?

Helmer: T've gotten ful] authority from the retiring management ro make
all necessary chan cedure. I'll need Chris.

Helmer: Hm,

Nora (stil] leaning on the chasr 4
weren’t so very busy, 1
Torvald.

Helmer: Lets hear. What is je?

Nora: You know, i
want so much to look stume party. Torvald, couldn’t
you take over and decide what I'should be and plan my costume?

Helmer: Ah, is my stubborn little crearyure calling for a lifeguard?

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

Helmer: All right — Il think it over. We'll hit on something.

Nora: Oh, how Sweet of you. (Goes 1o the Iree again. Payse. ) Aren’t the red
flowers pretty—2 But tell me, was jr really such a crime thar this
Krogstad commitred?

- 'm nor so hearr-
condemn a man ¢ one mistake.
‘Nora: No, of course not, Torvald!

S

T
] S
L s
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Helmer: Plenty of men have redeemed themselves by openly confessing
their crimes and taking their punishment. .' ,
Nora: Punishment—? |
Helmer: But now Krogstad didn’t go that way. He got himself out by =
sharp practices, and that’s the real cause of his moral breakdown. .‘
Nora: Do you really think that would — ? .]
Helmer: Just imagine how a man with that sort of guilt in him has to lie
and cheat and deceive on all sides, has to wear a mask even with the
nearest and dearest he has, even with his own wife and children. And 8
with the children, Nora — that’s where i’s most horrible. L |
Nora: Why? 5 ,'
Helmer: Because that kind of atmosphere of lies infects the whole life of |
a home. Every breath the children take in is filled with the germs of |
something degenerate. |
Nora (coming closer behind him): Are you sure of that? 3 I
Helmer: Oh, I've seen it often enough as a lawyer. Almost everyone who i
goes bad early in life has a mother who's a chronic liar. 1
Nora: Why just— the mother? | !
Helmer: It's usually the mother’s “influence thats dominant, but the
father’s works in the same way, of course. Every lawyer is quite famil:
iar with it. And still this Krogstad’s been going home year in,y g
out, poisoning his own children with lies and pretense; that’s why I
call him morally lost. (Reaching his hands out toward ber. ) Somy sweet I
lictle Nora must promise me never to plead his cause. Your hand' L
on it. Come, come, what’s this? Give me your hand. There, now. All
settled. I can tell you ir’d be impossible for me to work alongside of.
him. I literally feel physically revolted when I'm anywhere near su
a person. 3
Nora (withdraws ber band and 8oes to the other side of the Christmas tree): How i
hot it is here! And I've got so much ro do. ;
Helmer (getting up and gathering bis papers): Yes, and I have to think abo
getting some of these read through before dinner. Il think ab
your costume, too. And something to hang on the tree in gilt pa
I may even see about that. (Putting his hand on ber bead, ) Oh you,
darling little songbird. (He oes into his study and closes the doo
him.) mw
Nora (softly, after a silence): Oh, really! It isn’t so. Ir’s impossible: Tt
be impossible.

Anne-Marie (in the doorway, left): The children are begging so 'hz
come in to Mama.

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

Anne-Marie: Of course, ma’am., (Closes the door.)
Nora (pale with terror): Hurt my children—! Poison my hom
ment’s pause; then she tosses her head, ) That’s not true. Never.

all the world.
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ment, burned-down c4
lie on the sofa. A
Stops at the sofa and picks up her coat.

Nora (dropping the coat again): Someone’s coming! (Goes toward the door,
listens.) No— there’s no one. Of course —nobody’s coming today,
Christmas Day—or tomorrow, either. Bur maybe — (Opens the dooy
and looks out. ) No, ing i

Anne-Marie: Well, at lase found the

Nora: Thanks. Pyt ¢ on the table,

Anne-Marie (does so ): But

Nora: Ahh! Id love to 5 llion pieces!

Anne-Marie: Oh, mercy, they can be fixed right up. Just a ligele Patience.
Nora: Yes, I 80 get Mrs, Linde to help me.

Nora: Do they ask for me much?

Anne-Marie: They’re 50 used to having Mama around, you know.

Nora: Yes, bur Anne-Marie, I can’t be together with them as much as |
was,

Anne-Marie: Well, small children get used o anything,

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

Anne-Marie: O, mercy —gone for good!

Nora: Wait, tel] me, Anne-Marije — [ye wondered so often — how could

_ you ever have the heart ro give your child over to strangers?

Anne-Marie: But | had to, you know, to become little Nora’s nurse,

Nora: Yes, but how could you do ir?

. Anne-Marie: When [ could get such a

‘ who’s gotten in troup]

Nora (clasping ber about the neck): You old Anne-Marie, you were 2 good

mother for me when I was little.
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Anne-Marie: Poor little Nora, with no other mother bur me.

Nora: And if the babies didn’t have one, then I know that you’d — Wha
silly talk! (Opening the carton. ) Go in to them. Now Il have
to —Tomorrow you can see how lovely I'll look.

Anne-Marie: Oh, there won’t be anyone at the party as lovely as Miss
Nora. (She goes off into the room, left.)

Nora (begins unpacking the box, but soon throws it aside): Oh, ifI dared to go
out. If only nobody would come. If only nothing would happen here
while I'm out. What craziness — nobody’s coming. Just don’t think.
This muff—needs a brushing. Beautiful gloves, beautiful gloves,
Letit go. Let it go! One, two, three, four, five, six — (With a cry.) Oh,
there they are! (Poises to move toward the door, but remains irresolutely
standing. Mrs. Linde enters from the hall, where she has removed ber street
clothes.)

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

Mrs. Linde: Thear 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 cos;
tume 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.

Mrs. Linde: Really, are you giving a whole performance?

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

Mrs. Linde: Oh, we’ll fix that up in no time. If’s nothing more than the
trimmings—they’re a bit loose here and there, Needle and threadﬁ; 12

Good, now we have whar we need. =3
Nora: Oh, how sweet of you! I
Mrs. Linde (sewing): So you’ll be in disguise tomorrow, Nora. You know.

whar? I'll stop by then for a moment and have a look at you

dressed up. Bur listen, I've absolutely forgotten to thank you:
that pleasant evening yesterday.

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

Mrs. Linde: And you do, too, if you ask me. You’re not your. fat
daughter for nothing. But tell me, is Dr. Rank always so down'in!
mouth as yesterday? i

Nora: No, that was quite an exception. But he goes around criticall i
all the time — tuberculosis of the spine, poor man. You know; b.
father was a disgusting thing who kept mistresses and so-on-andi
that’s why the son’s been sickly from birth.

Mrs. Linde (lets her sewing fll to her lap): But my dearest Nora, ho
know about such things? i
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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. .

Mps. Lindg (resumes sewing; a short pause): Does Dr. Rank come here every
day?

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

Mpys. 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?

Mprs. Linde: When you introduced us yesterday, he was proclaiming that he’
often heard my name in this house; buc later I noticed that your husband
hadn’t the slightest idea who I really was. So how could Dr. Rank —?

Nora: Butit’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 jealous if I even mentioned any of my old friends
back home. So of course I dropped that. But with Dr. Rank I talk a
lotabout such things, because he likes hearing about them.

Mrs. Linde: Now listen, Nora; in many ways you're still like a child. ’'m a
good deal older than you, with a litcle 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?

Mprs. 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’t exist— worse luck. So?

Mrs. Linde: Is Dr. Rank well ofF?

Nora: Yes, he is.

Mprs. Linde: With no dependents?

Nora: No, no one. Bur—

Mrs. Linde: And he’s over here every day?

Nora: Yes, I told you that.

Mrs. Linde: How can a man of such refinement be so grasping?

Nora: Idon’t follow you ar all.

Mrs. Linde: 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 intolerable
situation that would have been!

Mprs. 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,

Mrs. Linde: Well, I think that was a stroke of luck for you, Nora dear.

Nora: No, it never would have occurred to me to ask Dr. Rank — Still,
I'm quite sure that if I had asked him —

Mrs. Linde: Which you won’t, of course.

e
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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. Linde: Behind your husband’s back?

Nora: T've got to clear up this other thing; that’s also behind his back. Pve
got to clear it all up.

Mrs. Linde: Yes, I was saying that yesterday, but—

Nora (pacing up and down): A man handles these problems so much bet-
ter than a woman —

Mps. Linde: One’s husband does, yes.

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

Mrs. 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 ber sewing aside, and risingslowly): Nora,
you’re hiding something from me.

Nora: You can see it in my face?

Mrs. Linde: Something’s happened to you since yesterday morning,
Nora, what is it?

Nora (burrying toward her): Kristine! (Listening.) Shh! Torvald’s home,
Look, go in with the children a while. Torvald can’t bear all this
snipping and stitching. Let Anne-Marie help you. .

Mrs. Linde (gathering up some of the things): All right, but ’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 dear.

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? W

Nora: Brilliant! But then wasn’t I good as well to give in to you? i

Helmer: Good —because you give in to your husband’s judgment?X
right, you little goose, I know you didn’t mean it like that. Butdl
won’t disturb you. You’ll want to have a fitting, I suppose. 1

Nora: And you’ll be working? ‘

Helmer: Yes. (Indicating a bundle of papers.) See. I've been down'to the
bank. (Starts toward his study.) Al

Nora: Torvald. =7

Helmer (stops): Yes. . o

Nora: If your little squirrel begged you, with all her heart and soul,fo&
something —? .

Helmer: What's that? ¥

Nora: Then would you do it? = L3

Helmer: First, naturally, I'd have to know what it was. - 12E

Nora: Your squirrel would scamper about and do tricks, if you'd onlybe
sweet and give in. 1.
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Helmer: Out with it.

Nora: 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.

*+Helmer: Nora—don’t tell me s that same business from this morning?

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

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

Nora: Yes, yes, you've 8Ot to give in to me; you have to let Krogstad keep
his job in the bank.

Helmer: My dear Nora, I've slared his job for Mrs. Linde.

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

Helmer: This is the most incredible stubbornness! Because you go and

i i ak up for him, Pm expected to—

d. It’s for your own sake. Thar man
does writing for the worst papers; you said it yourself. He could do
youany amount of harm. I'm scared to death of him —

Helmer: Ah,Tunderstand. It’s the old memories haunting you.

Nora: What do you mean by that?

Helmer: Of course, you’re thinking about your father.

Nora: Yes, all right. Just remember how those nasty gossips wrote in the

gate, and if you hadn’t been so kind and open-minded toward him,

Helmer: 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 I hope ir’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

our quiet, carefree home — you and I and
t's why I’'m pleading with you so—
for him you make it impossible for me to
keep him on. It’s already known at the bank that Pm firing Krog-
stad. What if it’s rumored around now that the new bank manager
was vetoed by his wife —

Nora: Yes, what then — ?

Helmer: Oh yes—as long as our little bundle of stubbornness 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 outside
pressure. Oh, you can bet I'd feel the effects of that soon enough!
Besides — there’s something that rules Krogstad right out ar the
bank as long as P'm the manager.

Nora: What’s that?

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

Nora: Yes, Torvald, why not?

Helmer: And I 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
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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 basis. And thar tactless
fool makes no effort ar 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 other second he comes booming out with his “Yes,
Torvald!” and “Sure thing, Torvald!” I tell you, it’s been excruciating
for me. He’s out to make my place in the bank unbearable.

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

Helmer: Oh no? Why not?

Nora: Because these are such petty considerations.

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

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

Helmer: Never mind. You call my motives petty; then I might as well be
just that. Petty! All right! We’ll put a stop to this for good. (Goes to
the hall door and calls.) Helene!

Nora: What do you want?

Helmer (searching among bis bapers): A decision. (The maid comes in, ) Look
here; take this letter; go out with ir at once, Ger hold of a messen:
ger and have him deliver it. Quick now. Ir’s already addressed. Wait,
here’s some money. . i

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

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

Nora (breathlessly): Torvald, what was thar letter?

Helmer: Krogstad’s notice.

Nora: Call it back, Torvald! There’s still time. Oh, Torvald, call it backl
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,

Helmer: Too late.

Nora: Yes, too late,

Helmer: Nora dear, I can forgive you this panic, even though basicall
you're insulting me. Yes, you are! Or isn’t it an insult to thinksthal
I'should be afraid of a courtroom hack’s revenge? But I forgive you'
anyway, because this shows so beautifully how much you love'me:
(Takes her in his arms.) This is the way it sho ,

Whatever comes, you’ll see; when it really counts, I have stren
and courage enough as a man to take on the whole weight myselfii

Nora (terrified): What do you mean by thar? W "

Helmer: The whole weight, I said. S

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

Helmer: Good. So we’ll share it, Nora, as man and wife. That’s asits 101
be. (Fondling ber.) Are you happy now? There, there, there — no 1
frightened dove’s eyes. It’s nothing at all but empty fantasii
you should run through your tarantella and practice your tambt
rine. I'll go to the inner office and shut both doors, so I won’t’heat *
thing; you can make all the noise you like. (Turning in the :
And when Rank comes, just tell him where he can find me:
to ber and goes with bis papers into the study, closing the door.)
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Nora (standing 45 though rooted dazed with Sright, in 4 whisper): He really
could do it. He wij] do it.

opens the hall door. Dy-
the following scene, it begins getting dark. )

Nora: Hello, Dr. Rank. 1 recognized your ring. But you mustn’t go in o
Torvald yer; I beljeve he’s working,

Rank: And you>

Nora: For you, 1 always have an hour to spare— you know tha. (He has
entered, and she shyts the door after bim.)

Rank: Many thanks, Pll make use of these hours while [ can,

Nora: Whar do you mean by thar? Whjle you can?

Rank: Does thar disturb you?

Nora: Well, ir’s such an odd

Rank: Whav's go;

by the stove): It’s all over for me. There’s nothing

Nora (| breathing easier): 1s it you — thep ?

Rank: Who elsep There’s no Pointin lying to one’s self. 'm the most mjs.
erable of a] My patients, Mrs. Helmer, These past few days I've been
auditing my interna] accounts. Bankrupt! Within a month I'll prob-
ably be laid out and rotting in the churchyard,

Nora: Oh, what 3 horrible thing to say.

Rank: The thing irself js horrible. Bur the worst of it is all the other hor-
ror before it’s over. only one fina] examinati
I'm finished with
begin. There’

my sickroom,

Nora: Oh, bur Dr. Rank —

Rank: T won’t have him in there. Under no conditjon, Plllock my door
to him—As soon as p Pletely sure of the worst, I'll send you
my calling card marked with a black cross, and yow’ll know thep the
wreck has started to come apare,

y you're completely unreasonable, And | wanted you so

_ much to be in 2 really good humor.

Rank: With deach up my sleeve? And

; else’s sins. Is there any justice in




\
822 HENRIK IBSEN AND MODERN DRAMA ACT 11

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

Rank: 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. I’s so sad tha 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 (after a moment): Why did you smile?

Rank: No, it was you who laughed.

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

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

Nora: 'm full of wild ideas today. A

Rank: That’s obvious. F

Nora (putting both bands on his shoulders): Dear, dear Dr. Rank,yowll never
die for Torvald and me. , A A

Rank: Oh, that loss you'll easily get over. Those who g0 away are soon.
forgotten. ]

Nora (looks fearfully at him): You believe that?

Rank: One makes new connections, and then —

Nora: Who makes new connections? a8

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

Nora: Oh, come —you can’t be jealous of poor Kristine? { ]

Rank: Oh yes, I am. She’ll be my successor here in the house. WhenPm,
down under, that woman will probably — i)

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

Rank: Today as well. So you see. 3|

Nora: Only to sew on my dress. Good gracious, how unreasonable
are. (Sitting on the sofa.) Be nice now, Dr. Rank. Tomorrow yo
how beautifully I'll dance; and you can imagine then that Pm'da
ing only for you —yes, and of course for Torvald, too — that’s un 3
stood. (Takes various items out of the carton. ) Dr. Rank, sit ov
and I'll show you something.

Rank (sitting): What's that?

Nora: Look here. Look.

Rank: Silk stockings. )

Nora: Flesh-colored. Aren’t they lovely? Now if’s so dark here
tomorrow —No, no, no, just look at the feet. Oh well, you i
well look at the rest.

Rank: Hm— (e

Nora: Why do you look so critical? Don’t you believe they’ll fit? ..

Rank: I’ve never had any chance to form an opinion on that. - #4¥¢
21240

a0
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Nora (8lancing at him 4 moment): Shame on you. (Hits him lightly on the eqr
with the stockings.) That’s for you. (Puts them away again. )

Rink: And whar other splendors am [ going to see now?

Nora: Not the least bit more, becayse you've been naughty. (She byms 4
little and rummages among ber things. )

Rank (after a4 short silence): When 1 ¢ here together with you [ike this,
completely €asy and open, then | don’t know—| simply can’t
imagine —wharevyer would have become of me if I'd never come into
this house.

Nora (smiling): Yes, 1 really think you feel completely at ease with us.

Rank (more quietly, staring straight abead): And then to have to go away
fromitall —

Nora: Nonsense, you’re not going away.

Rank (his voice unchanged): — and 10t even be able to leaye some poor
show of gratitude behind, scarcely a fleeting T€gret—no more than 5
vacant place thar anyone can fij,

ra: And if ] asked you now for—? No —
k: For what?

Nora: Fora great proof of your friendship —

Rank: Yes, yes?

Nora: No, I mean —foran exceptionally big favor —

Rank: Would youreally, for once, make me 50 happy?

Nora: Oh, you haven’t the vaguest idea what it js.

Rank: All right, then tell me.

Nora: No, bur | can’t, Dr, Rank —j¢’s a1 out of reason. Ip’s advice and
help, too —and 5 favor —

Rank: So much the better. I can’t fathom what you're hinting at. Just
speak out. Don’t you trus

Nora: Of course.

Rank (leaning close to her): Nora—do you think he’s the only one —
Nora (with 4 slight start):" Who — >
Rank: Who'q gladly give up his life for you.
Norg (heavily): T see.
nk: I swore ro myself you sh
find a better chance. Yes,
noW that you can ¢rys; me
- Norg (rising, natural and calm): Let me by.
Rank ¢ making room for ber, but sti] sitting): Nora—
Nora (in the haly doorway): Helene, bring the lamp in. (Goes over to the
. stove.) Ah, dear Dr. Rank, that was really mean of you.
Rank (getting up): Thar Tve loved you just as deeply as somebody else?
as that mean?
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Nora: No, but that you came out and rold me. That was quite
unnecessary —
Rank: What do you mean? Have you known —?

The Maid comes in with the lamp, sets it on the table, and goes out again,

Rank: Nora—Mrs. Helmer — I'm asking you: have you known about it

Nora: Oh, how can I tell what I know or don’t know? Really, I 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 thar my body and
soul are at your command. So won’t you speak out?

Nora (looking at him): After thar?

Rank: Please, just let me know what it s,

Nora: You can’t know anything now.

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. Yow’ll see —it’s only my fantasies. That’s whar it is. Of
course! (Sits in the rocker, looks at him, 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 thar. 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 I enjoy it when you’re here.

Rank: That’s precisely what threw me off. Youwre a mystery to me. So many
times I've felt you’d almost rather be with me than with Helmer;

Nora: Yes—you see, there are some people that one loves most and other.
people that one would almost prefer being with.

Rank: Yes, there’s something to thar.

Nora: When I was back home, of course [ loved Papa most. But Lalways,

thought it was so much fun when I could sneak down to the maids’
quarters, because they never tried to improve me, and it wasalways'
so amusing, the way they talked to each other. =
Rank: Aha, so it’s their place that P've filled.
Nora (jumping up and going to him): Oh, dear, sweet Dr. Rank, that’s
what I meant at all. But you can understand that with Torvald 1
just the same as with Papa —

The Maid enters from the hall.

Maid: Ma’am — please! (She whispers to Nora and hands her a callingcard)
Nora (glancing at the card): Ah! (. Slips it into ber pocket.)

Rank: Anything wrong?

Nora: No, no, notatall. It’s only some —it’s my new dress —

Rank: Really? But—there’s your dress.
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Nora: Oh, that, Bur this is another one —I ordered it—Torvald mustn’t
know —

Rank: Ahunow we haye the big secret.

Nora: Thav'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 kitchenp

Maid: Yes, he came up by the back stairs,

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

Maid: Yes, but thar didn’t do any good.

Nora: He won’t leaye?

Maid: No, he won’t go till he’s ralked with you, ma’am,

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

Maid: Yes, yes, | understand — (Goes out.)

Nora: This horror— i

and a fur cap.)

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

Krogstad: Well, good for him.

Nora: What do you want?

Krogstad: Some information,

Nora: Hurry up, then, What is ir?

Krogstad: You know, of course, that I got my norice,

Nora: 1 couldn’t Prevent it, Mr. Krogstad. | fought for you to the bitter
end, but nothing worked.

0,and all the same he dares to —
Nora: How can you imagine he knows anything about this?
Magine it eicher,

Nora: What s it you want from me?
Krogstad: Justa glimpse of how you are, Mrs. Helmer. 've been thinking
abour you all day long. A cashier, a night-court scribbler, a — well, 2
i o has alittle of whar they call a hearr, you know.

ake this thing too
h any action.
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Nora: Oh no, really! Well —I knew that.

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

Nora: My husband must never know anything of this.

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

Nora: No, not right now.

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

Nora: No way that 'm willing to use.

Krogstad: Well, it wouldn’t have done youany good, anyway. If you stood
in front of me with a fistful of bills, you still couldn’t buy your sig-
nature back, ,

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

Krogstad: T'll just hold onto it— keep it on file. There’s no outsider who’
even get wind of it. So if you’ve been thinking of taking some desper-
ate step —

Nora: Thave,

Krogstad: Been thinking of running away from home —

Nora: 1have!

Krogstad: 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? ,

Krogstad: Most of us think about that at ficst., | thought about it too, but
I discovered I hadn’t the courage — )

Nora (lifelessly): 1don’t either.

Krogstad (relieved): That's true, you haven’t the courage? You too?

Nora: 1don’t have it—1I don’t have it. y

Krogstad: It would be terribly stupid, anyway. After that first storm
home blows out, why, then—1I have here in my pocket a letter for.yo
husband —

Nora: Telling everything?

Krogstad: As charitably as possible. A R

Nora (quickly): He mustn’t ever get that letter. Tear it up. I'll findisome*
way to get money. '

Krogstad: Beg pardon, Mrs. Helmer, but I think [ just told you—

Nora: Oh, I don’t mean the money I owe you. Let me know how m
you want from my husband, and I’ll manage it. ?

Krogstad: 1don’t want money from your husband.

Nora: What do you want, then?

working my way up step by step. Now I’ve been written nghﬁ_‘)@; A
I’m just not in the mood to come crawling back. I tell you,
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move on. I wang o get back in

the bank —jn a ber
husband can set

ter position. Your
up a job for me —
that!

: spoiled lady Jike you—
Nora: You]i see; you’l] seel
Krogstad: Unq, i

in the freezing coal-black water?
) ti 1 ing, unrecognizable, with your
ut—
- You don’t frighten me.

Krogstad: Nor do you frighten me. One doesn’t do thes

Helmer, Besides, whar good would it hep
pocket.

Nora: Afterwards? When 'm no longer—»

Krogstad: Are you forgem'ng that I'l] be in control then over your fina]
Feputation? (Npy, Stands speechless, Staring at him, ) Good;
Warned you. Don’t dq anything stupid. When

e things, Mrs.
I'd still have hjm safe in my

et-
your hus.
s. Pll never forgive
through the hajy )
- He’s gone. Didp;
, No, i ! (Opening the dooy
more and more, ) What’s tha He’s standing outside —notr gq;
downstairs, Her thinking j¢ over? Maybe he’l]_ > (A letter
] Krogstad’s Jootsteps a4re heard, dy;;
74 gives & muffled Ty and runs oyer toward the o
short pauge. ) In the mailboy (Slips warily over
there. Torvald, Torvald — noyw we’re lost!
. Linde (entering with costume from There now, | can’t see
anything else o mend. Perhaps
Nora (in 4 hogyse whisper): K

ristine, come here.
Mrs. Linde (tossing the dress or th
Nora: Come here. See thar let

a

1o the ball dpoy. ) It’s lying

€ 50fa): Whaps wrong? You o
ter? There! Look — through
mailboy,

ok upset,
the glass in the
- Mys. Linde: Yes, yes, I see it
Nora: Thar letter’s from Krogstad —
Mrs. Linde: N Ora—it’s Krogstad whe loaned yoy ¢he money!
Y07a: Yes, and now Torvald wil] fing

out everyrhing,
Mrs. Linde. Believe me, Nora, it’s best for both of you,
' Norg: There’s more youdon’t know. | forged a name.
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Mrs. Linde: But for heaven’s sake — ?

Nora: Tonly want to tell you that, Kristine, so that you can be my witness,

Mrs. Linde: Witness? Why should I—?

Nora: IfIshould go out of my mind — it could easily happen —

Mrs. Linde: Noral

Nora: Or anything else occurred —so I couldn’t be present here —

Mps. Linde: Nora, Nora, you aren’t yourself at all!

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

Mrs. Linde: Yes, of course, but why do you think —? .

Nora: Then you’re the witness that it isn’t true, Kristine. I'm very much
myself; my mind right now is perfectly clear; and I'm telling you:
nobody else has known about this; I alone did everything. Remem:-
ber that.

Mrs. Linde: Iwill. But I don’t understand all this,

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

Mrs. Linde: The miracle?

Nora: Yes, the miracle. But it’s so awful, Kristine. It mustn’t take place,
not for anything in the world. |, 9

Mrs. Linde: I'm going right over and ralk with Krogstad.

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

Mrs. Linde: There was a time once when he’d gladly have done anything
for me. '

Nora: He? y
Mprs. Linde: Where does he live?
Nora: Oh, how do I know? Yes. (Searches in ber pocket.) Here’s his card.

But the letter, the letter — ! 3
Helmer (from the study, knocking on the door): Nora! i
Nora (with a cry of fear): Oh! What is it? What do you want? .
Helmer: Now, now, don’t be so frightened. We’re not coming in You

:

locked the door —are you trying on the dress?
Nora: Yes, 'm trying it. I'll look just beautiful, Torvald. '
Mrs. Linde (who has read the card):” He’s living right around the corner! 4
Nora: Yes, but what’s the use? We’re lost. The letter’s in the box. 4" = -
Mrs. Linde: And your husband has the key? v
Nora: Yes, always. i
Mprs. Linde: Krogstad can ask for his letter back unread; he can find's

excuse —
Nora: But it’s just this time that Torvald usually — e
Mrs. Linde: Stall him. Keep him in there. T'll be back as quick’as'Ti

(She hurries out through the ball entrance. ) 7
Nora (goes to Helmer’s door, opens it, and peersin): Torvald!
Helmer (from the inner study): Well —does one dare set foot in

living room at last?> Come on, Rank, now we’ll get a'l

doorway.) But what's this?
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L4
Nora: What, Torvald dear?
Helmer: Rank had me expecting some grand masquerade,
nk (in the doorway): Thar Was my impression, bur | must have beep
wrong,
splendor — no rjj tomorrow,
- Have you Practiced too

Nora: No, 1 haven’t
Helmer: Yo

Please! Promise me that? Oh, I'm s
nervous. Thar big Party —You muse gjye up everything this evening
for me. No business — don’t éven touch your pen. Yes Dear Torvald,
promise?

Helmer: omise. Tonight I'm totally at your service you little
g Hm—byr f

It’s a pr.
helpless thin rst there’s one thing I wanc to — (Goes

toward the hall dooy. )
Nora: What are you looking for?
see if there’s any mail,
that, Torvald)

Nora: Torvald, Please. There jsp’; any.

Helmer: Let me look, though. (Starss out. Nora, at the Piano, strikes the first
notes of the tarantell,, Helmer, at the door, stops.) Aha!

Nora: 1can’t dance tom 1

Helmer (; going over to ber):

Nora: Yes, so terribly frightened. [ or me practice right now; there’s sj]]
time before dinner. Oh, sit down and play for me, Torvald. Direct

varicolored shaw],
Jorward and cries

Helmer plays and Nor, dances. Rank stands behind Helmer at the Piano
and looks on,

Helmer (as pe Plays): Slower. Slow down,
ora: Can’t change it
- Helmer: Not soviolent, Nora!
Nora: Has to be just like this,
Helmer (stopping): No, no, that won’t do a¢ all.
Nora (laughing and swinging ber tambourine): Isn’t thar what I told you?
Rank: Let me play for her,
Helmer (getting up): Yes, go on. I can teach her more easily then.
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Rank sits at the piano and Plays; Nora dances more and more wildly. Hel-
mer has stationed himself by the stove and repeatedly gives her directions; she
seems not to hear them; her hair loosens and falls over her shoulders; she does
not notice, but goes on dancing. Mrs. Linde enters.

Mrs. Linde (standing dumbfounded at the door): Ah—!

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

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

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

Rank breaks off playing, and Nora balts abruptly.

Helmer (going over to her): 1never would have believed ic. You've forgotten
everything I taught you.
Nora (throwing away the tambourine): You see for yourself,
Helmer: Well, there’s certainly room for instruction here.
Nora: Yes,you see how importantit is. You've got to teach me to the very
last minute. Promise me that, Torvald?
Helmer: You can bet on it, -
Nora: You mustn’t, either today or tomorrow, think about anythingelse
but me; you musen’t open any letters — or the mailbox— 4
Helmer: Ah, it’s still the fear of that man —
Nora: Oh yes, yes, that too. :
Helmer: Nora, it’s written all over you—there’s already a letter from' him
out there. :
Nora: 1 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.
Rank (quietly to Helmer): You shouldn’t deny her. b
Helmer (putting bis arms around her): The child can have her way. But.
tomorrow night, after you’ve danced — b
Nora: Then youw’ll be free. 4
Maid (in the doorway, right): Ma’am, dinner is served.
Nora: We'll be wanting champagne, Helene.
Maid: Very good, ma’am. (Goes out.)
Helmer: So—a regular banquet, hm? ' ]
Nora: Yes, a banquet— champagne till daybreak! (Calling out.) And_‘-'so'riia::-
macaroons, Helene. Heaps of them — just this once.
Helmer ( taking her hands): Now, now, now —no hysterics, Be my own.
lark again. ‘
, T wi gh. But go on in—and you, Dr.Rank
tine, help me pur up my hair, i
Rank (whispering, as they go): There’s nothing wrong — really wrongis
there? St

i

Helmer: Oh, of course not. It’s nothing more than this chﬂdish'a{‘l,fl

was telling you about. ( They go out, right.) :
Nora: Well?
Mrs. Linde: Left roum
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Nora: 1 could see by your face,

7s. Linde: He’ll be home tomorrow evening. I wrote him a note.

M

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

Mrs. Linde: Whar is i you’re waiting for?

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

Mrs. Linde goes into the dining room.
ing herself;, then she looks at her watch

Nora: Five. Seven hours to midnight. Twenty-four hours to the mid-
night after, and then the tarantella’s done. Seven and twenty-four?
Thirty-one hours to Live.

Helmer (in the doorway, right): What's become of the litcle Jark?
Nora (going toward bi

m with open arms): Here’s your lark!

Nora stands a short while 4 if compos-

Mrs. Linde () glancing at ber watch): Not yet—and there’s hardly any time

left. If only he’s not — (Listening again. ) Ah, there he is. (She goes out in
the ball and cautiously opens the outer door. Quiet footsteps are beard on the

Mrs. Linde: T just had to talk to you.

Krogstad: Oh? And it just bad to be here in this house?
Mrs. Linde: At my p i i i

ers are at the dance upstairs,

Krogstad ( entering the room): Well, well, the Helmers are dancing tonight?
Really?

Mrs. Linde: Yes, why not?
Krogstad: How true— why nor?
Mrs. Linde: All right, Krogstad, let’s talk.

Krogstad: Do we two have anything more to talk abour?
Mrs. Linde: We have a great deal to talk about.
Krogstad: 1wouldn’t have thought so.

Mrs. Linde: No, because you've never understood me, really.
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Krogstad: 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.

Mprs. Linde: You think I'm so thoroughly calculating? You think I broke
it off lightly?

Krogstad: Didn’t you?

Mps. Linde: Nils—is that what you really thought?

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

Mrs. 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.

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

Mprs. 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 ahead of
you then.

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

Mrs. Linde: Yes—Idon’t know. So many, many times I've asked myselfif
I did have that right. .

Krogstad (more sofily): 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.

Mrs. Linde: Help may be near.

Krogstad: 1t was near —but then you came and blocked it off.

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

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

Mprs. Linde: No, because that wouldn’t benefit you in the slightest.

Krogstad: Not “benefit” me, hm! I'd step aside anyway.

Mrs. Linde: T've learned to be realistic. Life and hard, bitter necessityhave
taught me that. T

Krogstad: And life’s taught me never to trust fine phrases. A

Mrs. Linde: Then life’s raught you a very sound thing. But you dohaveita’® =
trust in actions, don’t you? otk

Krogstad: What does that mean?

Mrs. Linde: You said you were hanging on like a half-drowned man t
wreck.

Krogstad: I've good reason to say that.

Mrs. Linde: I'm also like a half-drowned woman on a wreck.'No:o!
suffer with; no one to care for.

Krogstad: You made your choice.

Mrs. Linde: There wasn’t any choice then.

Krogstad: So—what of it?

Mrs. Linde: Nils, if only we two shi
each other.

Krogstad: What are you saying?
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Mrs. Linde:' Two Onone wreck are at least better off than each on his own,
Krogstad: Kristine!
“Mrs. Linde: Why do
1d

Krogstad: 1don’t belieye all this. It’s just some hysterical feminine urge to
go out and make a nobJe sacrifice,

Mrs. Linde: Have you ever found me to be hysterical?

Krogstad: Can you honestly mean thisp Tell me—do you know every-
thing about my past?

Mrs. Linde: Yes.

you were saying before, it would seem that with
me you could have been another person.
Krogstad: 'm positive of that,
Mrs. Linde: Couldn’t jr happen still?

bl

e for; and your children need a
er. Nils, I have faich thar you’re good

» thank you—Now |
eyes. Yes—but [ forgot—
Mrs. Linde (listening): Shh! The tarantella. Go now! Go on|
Krogstad: Why? Whar i it?
Mrs. Linde: Hear the dance up there? Whep that’s over, they’ll be coming
down.
s ’ . it’ i . , you don’t
know the move
Mys. Linde: Yes, Nils,
Krogstad: And all the same, you have the courage to— ?
Mrs. Linde: 1know how far despair can drive 5 man like you,
Krogstad: Oh, if ] only could take it al] back.
Mrs. Linde: You easily could — your lerrer’s still lying in the mailboy.
Krogstad: Are you sure of that?
- Mrs. Linde: Positive, Bur—
- Krogstad (looks at per searchin,
save
- Mrs. Linde:
going to do it again,
Krogstad: 1) demand my lerer back.
- Mrs. Linde: No, no.
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Krogstad: Yes, of course. I'll stay here till Helmer comes down; I'll tell him
to give me my letter again — thar it only involves my dismissal — that
he shouldn’t read it—

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

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

Mrs. Linde: 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 understanding; all these
lies and evasions can’t go on.

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

Mrs. Linde (listening): Go now, go quick! The dance is over. We're not safe
another second.

Krogstad: T'll wait for you downstairs.

Mrs. Linde: Yes, please do; take me home.

Krogstad: 1 can’t believe it; I've never been so happy. (He leaves by way of
the outer door; the door between the room and the hall stays open.)

Mrs. Linde (straightening up a bit and getting together her street clothes): How
different now! How different! 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 her bat and coat.
Nora’s and Helmer’s voices can be heard outside; key turns in the lock, and
Helmer brings Nora into the hall almost by force. She is wearing the Italian
costume with a large black shawl about 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. I don’t want to leave so soon. [ g

Helmer: But Nora dear— i

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

Helmer: Not a single minute, Nora darling. You know our agreement:.

Come on, in we go; you’ll catch cold our here. (In spite of her resistance,
he gently draws her into the room.)
Mprs. Linde: Good evening.
Nora: Kristine!
Helmer: Why, Mrs. Linde —are you here so late?
Mrs. Linde: Yes, 'm sorry, but I did want to see Nora in costume.
Nora: Have you been sitting here, waiting for me? )
Mrs. Linde: Yes. I didn’t come early enough; you were all upstairs;
then I thought I really couldn’t leave without seeing you.
Helmer (removing Nora’s shawl): Yes, take a good look. She’s worth:loa
ing at, I can tell you that, Mrs. Linde. Isn’t she lovely?
Mrs. Linde: Yes, I should say —
Helmer: A dream of loveliness, isn’t she? That’s what everyone
at the party. too. But she’s I’\mrrﬂ.\]y ernhhnaern thic.errant lirtls
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ACT 111

A knock at the outside door.

Nora (startled): Whap's thar?

Helmer (going toward the hall): Who is ir?
Rank (outside): 1t's me. M i

As much as you €an, anyway, and as long as you can, The wine was
superb —

Helmer: The champagne especially.
Rank: You noticed thar too? Ir’s amazing how much | could guzzle
down,

Nora: Torvald also drapk alotof champagne this evening,
Rank: Oh?

Nora: Yes, and that always makes him so entertaining,
Rank: Well, why should

n’t one have a pleasant evening after a well-spent
day?

Helmer: Wel] spent? 'm afraid I can’; claim that.

Rank (slapping bim on the back): Bur1 can, you see!

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

Helmer: Come now —lictle Nora talking about sciencific research!
Nora: And can 1 congratulate you on the resulrs»
Rank: Indeed you may.
Nora: Then they were good?

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

Nora (quickly and searchingly): Certainey?

Rank: Complete certainty. So don’t I owe myself a gay evening
afterwards?

Nora: Yes, you're right, Dr. Rank.
Helmer: I'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,
- Nora: Dr. Rank — are you very fond of masquerade parties?
Rank: Yes, if there’s 2 good array of odd disguises —
Nora: Tell me, what should we rwo g0 as at the next masquerade?
Helmer: You lirtle featherhead — already thinking of the next!
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Rank: We two? I'll tell you what: you must go as Charmed Life —

Helmer: Yes, but find a costume for that!

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

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

Rank: Yes, Helmer, I've made up my mind.

Helmer: Well?

Rank: At the next masquerade I'm going to be invisible.

Helmer: That’s a funny idea.

Rank: 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 no one on
earth can see you.

Helmer (suppressing a smile): Ah, of course.

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

Helmer: With the grearest pleasure. (Holds out bis case.)

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

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

Rank: Thank you. (She holds the match for bim; be lights the cigar.) And now
good-bye.

Helmer: 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 (his voice subdued): He’s been drinking heavily. il '

Nora (absently): Could be. (Helmer takes his keys from bis pocket and goes owt
in the hall.) Torvald — whar are you after? b
Helmer: Got to empty the mailbox; it’s nearly full. There won’t be room!
for the morning papers. '
Nora: Are you working tonight? e
Helmer: You know I'm not. Why—what’s this? Someone’s been ati'ﬂf‘f ]
lock. .
Nora: At the lock —? ifh
Helmer: Yes, Pm positive. What do you suppose —? I can’t imagine'one ]
of the maids —? Here’s a broken hairpin. Nora, it’s yours —
Nora (quickly): Then it must be the children —
Helmer: Yowd better break them of that. Hm, hm — well, openedi
all. (Takes the contents out and calls into the kitchen.) Helene! :
would you put out the lamp in the hall. (He returns to the roo :
ting the hall door, then displays the handful of mail.) Look how it’s
up. (Sorting through them.) Now what’s this? Ul
Nora (at the window): The letter! Oh, Torvald, no!
Helmer: Two calling cards— from Rank.
Nora: From Dr. Rank?
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Helmer (examining them): “Dr. Rank, Consulting Physician.” They were
on top. He must have dropped them in as he left.

Nora: Is there anything on them?

Helmer: There’s a black cross over the name. See? Thar’s 4 gruesome

e notion. He could almost be announcing his own death.

Nora: That’s just whar 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 shur himselfin now and die.

Helmer: 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'd grown right into our lives. I simply
can’t imagine him gone. He with his suffering and loneliness — Jike
a dark cloud setting off our sunlir happiness. Well, maybe it’s best

way. For him, at least. (Standing still) And maybe for us too,
Nora. Now we’re thrown back on each other, completely. (Embrac-
ing 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 I 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.

Helmer: No, no, not tonight. I want to stay with you, dearest.

Nora: With a dying friend on your mind?

Helmer: 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’]] stay apart.

Nora (clinging about his neck): Torvald — good night! Good night!

Helmer (kissing ber on the cheek): Good night, lircle songbird. Sleep well,
Nora. ll be reading my mail now. (He takes the letters into his room and
shuts the door after him. )

Nora (with bewildered 8lances, groping about, seizing Helmer’s domino, throwing
it around her, and speaking in short; boarse, broken whispers): Never
again. Never, never, (Putting her shawl ov

0. 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. Torvald, good-bye, you and the chil-
dren — (She starts for the ball: as she does, Helmer throws open his door and
stands with an open letter in his hand.)

Helmer: Nora!

Nora (screams): Oh—1

Helmer: What is this? You know what’s in this letter?

Nora: Yes,1know. Let me go! Let me out!
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Helmer (holding ber back): Where are you going?

Nora (struggling to break loose): You can’t save me, Torvald!

Helmer (slumping back): True! Then it’s true what he writes? How hop-
rible! No, no, it’s impossible — it can’t be true,

Nora: It is true. I've loved you more than all this world.

Helmer: Ah, none of your slippery tricks.

Nora (taking one step toward bim ): Torvald —1!

Helmer: What is this you've blundered into!

Nora: Just let me loose. You’re not going to suffer for my sake. You’re
not going to take on my guilt.

Helmer: No more Play-acting. (Locks the ball door. ) You stay right here and
give me a reckoning. You understand what you’ve done? Answerl
You understand?

Nora (looking squarely at him, her face hardening): Yes. I'm beginning to
understand everything now.

Helmer (striding about): Oh, what an awful awakening! 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 &oes on looking straight at him. He stops in front of
ber.) I should have suspected something of the kind. I should have
known. All your father’s flimsy values— Be still! All your father’s
flimsy values have come outin you. No religion, no morals, no sense
of duty— Oh, how 'm punished for letting him off! 1 did it for your
sake, and you repay me like this,

Nora: Yes, like this,

Helmer: Now you've wrecked all my happiness — ruined my whole furure!
Oh, i’s awful to think of. Pm in a cheap little grafter’s hands; he can!
do anything he wants with me, ask for anything, play with me like:
a puppet—and I can’t breathe a word. I’ll be swept down miserably
into the depths on account of 3 featherbrained woman,

Nora: When I'm gone from this

you were gone from this world,
as you say? Not the slightest. He can still make the whole thing|
known; and if he does, I could be falsely suspected as your accom® .
plice. They might even think that I was behind it— that I put ow
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 tome?
Nora (icily calm): Yes. ; et
Helmer: 1t’s so incredible, T just can’t grasp it. Bur we’ll have
up whatever we can. Take off the shawl. I said, take if offl > B0
to appease him somehow or other. The thing has to be hushed'uj
at any cost. And as for you and me, ir’s got to seem like ev
between us is just as it was— o the outside world, that is. You'lliga:
right on living in this house, of course. Bur you can’t be allow
bring up the children; I don’t dare trust you with. them —t
have to say this to someone I've loved so much! Well, that’s'd
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matter; all that matters s
Pearance — (The dporeyy rings. Hel-

he’d —? Hide, Noral Say you’re sick.
Helmer goes and opens the door.,
Maid (balf dressed, in the hall): A letter for Mrs.
Helmer: Tl] take j¢. (Snatches the letter 44 shuts
You don’t ger it; Py reading it myself,
Nora: Then read i,

Joyfully.
ingly at him.) Noral Wait—better check
P'm saved, N ora, I'm saved!
Nora: And 1?
Helmer: You too, of co d, both of us, Look. He’
sent back your note. He says he’s sorry and ashamed
development in hjs life—oh, who cares what he sa
saved! No one can hure you. Oh, Nora, Nora—buye first, this ugli-
Let me see — (Takes a look ar the note.) No, I don’t

tove and watches
nothing left— He wroge that since
Christmas Eve you—Oh, they must have been three terrible days
for you, Nora.
Nora: 1 fought a hard fight.
Helmer: And suffered pain
dwell on anything unp
ing: it’s over now, it’s
ize—it’s over.

Ihave. I know
Nora: Thars true.
Helmer: You loved

Ply the means

man if thjs

feminine helplessness didn’r make you twice as attractive to me. Yoy
mustn’t mind thoge sharp words I said — that was all in the first con-
fusion 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, wajr— (Peers in.) Whar are you doing in there?

Nora ( inside): Gerti

Helmer (by the open
your thoughts
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Nora: T have to stand completely alone, if I'm ever going to discover
myself and the world out there. So I can’t go on living with you.

Helmer: Nora, Nora!

Nora: Twant to leave right away. Kristine should put me up for the night—

Helmer: You’re insane! You've no right! I forbid you!

Nora: From here on, there’s no use forbidding me anything. I'll take
with me whatever is mine. I don’t want a thing from you, either now
or later.

Helmer: What kind of madness is this!

Nora: Tomorrow I'm going home—I mean, home where I came from.
It'll be easier up there to find something to do.

Helmer: Oh, you blind, incompetent child!

Nora: Imust learn to be competent, Torvald.

Helmer: Abandon your home, your husband, your children! And you're
not even thinking what people will say.

Nora: 1 can’t be concerned abourt 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 tnost sacred vows?

Helmer: And I have to tell you that! Aren’t they your duties to your hus:
band and children?

Nora: I'have other duties equally sacred.

Helmer: That isn’t true. What duties are they?

Nora: Duties to myself.

Helmer: Before all else, you’re a wife and mother.

Nora: 1don’t believe in that anymore. I believe that, before all else, ’ma
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. Bur 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.

Helmer: Why can’t you understand your place in your own home? On
a point like that, isn’t there one everlasting guide you can turn'to?
Where’s your religion? a1’

Nora: Oh, Torvald, 'm really not sure what religion is. ,

Helmer: What—?

Nora: 1only know what the minister said when I was confirmed. He tc
me religion was this thing and that. When I get clear and a
myself, P1l go into that problem too. I'll see if what the minister
was right, or, in any case, if it’s right for me. oy

Helmer: A young woman your age shouldn’t talk like that. If reli
can’t move you, I can try to rouse your conscience. You do have's
moral feeling? Or, tell me — has that gone too? :

Nora: It’s not easy to answer that, Torvald. I simply don’t know.
confused about these things. I just know I see them so.di
from you. I find out, for one thing, that the law’s not at ally
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thought—but I can’t get it through my head thar the law is fair. A
woman hasn’t a right to protect her dying father or save her hus-
band's life! I can’t believe thar.

Helmer: You talk like a child. You don’t know anything of the world you

) live in.

Nora: No, I don’t. But now I’ll begin to learn for myself. I'll try to dis-
cover who's right, the world or 1.

Helmer: Nora, you're sick; you've gota 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 sure — you’re leaving your husband and
children?

Nora: Yes.
Helmer: Then there’s only one possible reason.
Nora: Whar?

Helmer: You no longer love me.

Nora: No. That’s exactly it.

Helmer: Nora! You can’t be serious!

Nora: Oh, this is so hard, Torvald —you’ve been so kind to me always.
ButIcan’t help it. I don’t love you anymore.

Helmer (struggling for composure): Are you also clearheaded and sure
about thar?

Nora: Yes, completely. That’s why I can’t go on staying here.

Helmer: Can you tell me what I did to lose your love?

Nora: Yes, I can tell you. It was this evening when the miraculous thing
didn’t come — then I knew you weren’t the man I’d imagined.

Helmer: 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 ucterly
sure you’d say to him: go on, tell your tale to the whole wide world.
And when he’d done that —

Helmer: Yes, what then? When I'd delivered my own wife into shame and
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.

Helmer: 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 waiting for, in terror and hope. And to stave
that off, I would have taken my life.

Helmer: 'd gladly work for you day and night, Nora—and take on pain
and deprivation. But there’s no one who gives up honor for love.

Nora: Millions of women have done just that.

S —— -~
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Helmer: Oh, you think and talk [ike asilly 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 damage you—when all the
danger was past, for you it was just as if nothing had happened.
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 thar instant it dawned on me thar for eight
years I've been living here with a stranger, and that I've even con-
ceived three children —oh, I can’t stand the thought of it! I could
tear myself to bits.

Helmer (heavily): 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 I am now, Pm no wife for you.

Helmer: 1have the strength to make myself over.

Nora: Maybe —if your doll gets taken away. 1

Helmer: But to part! To part from you! No, Nora no—I can’t imagineit.

Nora (going out, right): All the more reason why it has to be. (She reenters
with her coat and a small overnight bag, which she puts on a chair by the
tﬂble.) -

Helmer: Nora, N ora, not now! Wait till tomorrow.

Nora: I can’t spend the night in a strange man’s room,

Helmer: But couldn’t we live here like brother and sister —

Nora: You know very well how long that would last. (Throws her shawl
about ber.) Good-bye, Torvald. I won’t look in on the children;i1
know they’re in better hands than mine. The way I am now, I’'m no

3

use to them.
Helmer: But someday, Nora — someday —?
Nora: How can I tell? T haven’t the least idea what'll become of me.
Helmer: Butyou’re my wife, now and wherever you go. 5
Nora: Listen, Torvald — P've heard that when a wife deserts her husband’s
house just as Pm doing, then the law frees him from all responsi
ity. In any case, 'm freeing you from being responsible. Don’t feel
yourself bound, any more than I will. There has to be absolute free-
dom for us both. Here, take your ring back. Give me mine. '
Helmer: Thar too?
Nora: That too.
Helmer: There it is. 3
Nora: Good. Well, now ir’s all over. ’'m putting the keys here. The:maids'
know all about keeping up the house — better than.Ido. Tomorrow,
after I've left town, Kristine will stop by to pack up everything
mine from home. I'd like those things shipped up to me. .

Nora: I'm sure Pl
house here.
Helmer: May I write you?
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Nora: N6 —never. You’re not to do that.
Helmer: Oh, but let me send you—
- Nora: Nothing. Nothing.

Helmer: Or help you if you need it.

Nora: No.Iaccept nothing from strangers,

Helmer: Nora—can I never be more than a stranger to you?

Nora (picking up ber overnight bag): Ah, Torvald — it would take the great-
est miracle of all —

Helmer: Tell me the greatest miracle!

Nora: You and I both would have to transform ourselves to the point
that—Oh, Torvald, I've stopped believing in miracles.

Helmer: But Il believe. Tell me! Transform ourselves to the point
that—?

Nora: Thatour living together could be a true marriage. (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 rising.) Empty. She’s gone. (A sudden hope
leaps in bim.) The greatest miracle — ?

From below, the sound of a door slamming shut.

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRrITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

T. FIRSTRESPONSE. What is the significance of the play’s title?

2. Why is Nora “pale with terror” at the end of Act I? What is the sig-
nificance of the description of the Christmas tree now “stripped of
ornament, [with] burned-down candle stubs on its ragged branches”
that opens Act II? What other symbols are used in the play?

. Whatis Dr. Rank’s purpose in the play?

4. How does the relationship between Krogstad and Mrs. Linde empha-
size certain qualities in the Helmers’ marriage?

- Would you describe the ending as essentially happy or unhappy? Is
the play more like a comedy or a tragedy?

- Ibsen believed thar a “dramatist’s business is not to answer ques-
tions, but only to ask them.” What questions are raised in the play?
Does Ibsen propose any specific answers?

- CONNECTION TO ANOTHER SELECTION, Explain how Torvald’s attj-
tude toward Nora is similar to the men’s artitudes toward women
in Susan Glaspell’s Trifles (p. 595). Write an essay exploring how the
assumptions the men make about women in both plays contribute
to the plays’ conflicts,




