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THE INTRODUCTION

"The Wild Duck' is not Ibsen's best play, nor even one of his best,
and yet it may be considered his ripest, most masterful and most
harmonious play: it expounds Ibsen's views in a most striking manner.
"The Wild Duck' is a realistic play with a sad ending, and thus may be
considered a tragedy according to the modern conception: the struggle of
the individual against the unseen social forces at work in modern society.
"The Wild Duck' does not deal with a precise social problem; its theme
rotates round human relations and deals with life as a whole. It is true
that, superficially, the play deals with a domestic problem - a marriage
built on a lie - but this 'lie is not a means for a certain character to go out

into the wide world in search of the truth, but to reveal the unseen forces



at work in society, the forces that affect human relations and human
activities.

The play has been interpreted in various ways, and some followers
of Ibsen have tried to find, in the various views and opinions scattered in
the play, a 'Programme of Reform'. But this attempt was, and still is,
doomed to fail as Ibsen was an artist and not a social reformer; and, as an
artist, he was conveying to the audience life as it is, but he never tried to
propagate certain ideals or principles. The problem of truth is very
obvious in the play: its apprehension of truth is hard, even dangerous, to
grasp: Hjalmar has no ability to accept the truth, and Gregers has no
ability to convey it. GregersWerle's conception of truth is icy and
fanatical, and the way he conveys the facts is hard and leads to the
destruction of everything he comes in touch with, while Hjalmar | Ekdal's
conception is passionate and emotional and leads him to wreck his own

life as well as his wife's and child's.

I- THE TECHNIQUE OF THE PLAY

The Wild Duck' begins as a satiric and humorous comedy: Act I is
a satirical criticism of a provincial bourgeois society in all its solidarity; a
conventional society which respects wealth and power and despises the
poor and the weak. It is this kind of society that could give birth to a
character such as Gina who, mixing irony and pathos, does not forget
respectability and social pretensions, even with her child lying dead. She
says: “The child mustn't lie here to be looked at. She shall go in her own
little room, my pet”. It is this same society that would also give birth to a
character like Molvik who, being durnk, is the only person who

remembers to mumble a prayer while Hedvig is being carried away.



The characters in 'The Wild Duck' are all common place, simple
human beings living a normal social life. This appears not only when a
given character speaks about himself, but also when other characters
speak about him, even unfavourably, as when Werle senior and Mrs
Sorby are spoken about unfavourably, and yet we feel sympathy and even
respect towards them. In Act III, for instance, Ibsen gives a hint that Gina
may be the cause of Hjalmar's escapism to heroic gestures at the expense
of Werle. Gina, too, with her patient tolerance and pity, in contrast to
Hjalmar's selfish egoism, bears calmly his insults and injustices; she
appears to us as a binding and redemptive power which helps to keep
together those living about her, unrebelliously, without thinking of her
own rights. This is how Ibsen creates the balance of character with

character, and the balance of characters with action.

The technique Ibsen uses in "The Wild Duck' is neither too
theatrical nor too explicit; imagination, skill and craftsmanship are
balanced. The action is subtle and indirect, and yet comprehensive; it
moves very slowly at the beginning. The play begins with the story of
Gregers, but the Ekdals soon become more important. It is true that
Gregers, at times, builds up a story or reveals a confidential secret
concerning Hjalmar or Hedvig, but he has no independent life of his own.
The Ekdals, on the other hand, are full of vitality; they are human beings

with all the simplicity and complication of human beings.

Act I is a mixture of intrigue and social pretensions, while Act II is
pure comedy, a humorous scene about the EKdals at home. The charm
and foolishness of the Ekdals are intensified by their self-deceptions and
their innocent behaviour; the old man who claims that the hot water he
needs is just for the ink or Hjalmar's words: “No becr at a moment like

this. Give me my flute!" are accepted as such by the female characters



who know the truth but do not try to reveal it. It is a kind of game for
Gina and Hedvig. Act IIl marks the beginning of Gregers's attempt to
reform Hjalmar, to reveal the truth to him and to make him live a new life
built on frankness and confidence. I also marks the beginning of Relling's
reaction to what Gregers is doing. Relling attempts to make Gregers see
himself as he really is, a cold selfish intellectual who has had no
experience in life and who does not understand life. It is only in the last

two acts that the action becomes quicker and more violent.

The Norwegian background is of no importance for the plot, yet it
pervades the play; it is local and universal at the same time. The stuffy
and self-satisfied provincial society which forms the background of Act |
1s purely Norwegian, and yet it may be found in any other part of the
world. The shut-in attic opens out and reveals "all the great Hoidal
forest", the towering peaks between the chimneys of the houses of a

Norwegian town.

The language is common, rough and concise Hjalmar repeats
certain common phrases; Gina expresses herself in a witty and intelligent
way; Relling is simple and straightforward, though humorous and satiric;

and Gregers is a poet, though a poor one.

II- THE SYMBOLISM IN THE PLAY

The new technique Ibsen introduced in "The Wild Duck' required
ideas, emotions and conflicts that could not be expressed in the usual
way, and he expressed these ideas, emotions and conflicts in symbols,
thus raising his play to a level scarcely reached by conventional tragedy.
Ibsen exploits symbolism in its highest sense in his play, and this gives
"The Wild Duck' a great artistic value. The symbols he uses are not

superimposed or added superficially to the play; on the contrary, we feel



their great importance as a factor of action.

The Wild duck is the most important symbol in the play; it is not a
symbol of one character finding itself in certain circumstances, but rather
of various characters finding themselves in various circumstances. It
implies everything that lies behind the individual characters. It is
impossible to decide whether the wild duck is a symbol of Hedvig,
Hjalmar, Gregers, Ekdal or Werle. To understand the various meanings
the wild duck conveys, we should bear in mind how it was caught.
Haakon Werle was out in a boat and shot it; but, as his eyesight is
declining, he just wounded it in the wing, and thus it could not fly. It
dived-to the bottom and stuck there biting hold of the weeds. Werle's dog
dived after It and fetched it up. It was taken to Werle's house; and, is it
did not get any better, Werle ordered Petterson to Jill it, but Ekdal
convinced the latter to give it to him. The wild duck has come to live with
the family after having been shot by Hakon, which in itself is symbolic.
Hakon is the instrument of the duck's downfall, just as he was the
instrument of Gina's downfall. Both duck and woman almost came to
destruction. In the case of the duck, Hakon's dog saved the creature; in
the case of Gina, Hakon's money saved her from disgrace. For Gregers,
however, the duck, which became caught amidst the mire and rubbish at
the lake bottom, comes to represent the Ekdal family: Gina; Old Ekdal,
who according to Hakon is one of those people who "dive to the bottom
the moment they get a couple of slugs in their body, and never come to
the surface again"; and Hjalmar, who according to Gregers has

"something of the wild duck" in.

Every character in the play finds a certain link: with the wild duck.
Ekdal says : ‘Our wild duck', Hedvig says : 'My wild duck', Gregers finds

out immediately that it is his father who gave it to them, and finds that



Hjalmar has a 'strain of the wild duck in (him)'. And yet, the wild duck
“has no one belonging to her,... no one knows her... and no one knows
where she's come from". Later when Gregers reveals to Hjalmar the old
relation between Werle and Gina, Hjalmar wishes to 'wring the neck of
the accursed wild duck’, but he wouldn't for the sake of Hedvig. Gregers
then asks Hedvig to sacrifice the wild duck, the most precious thing she
has in the world, out of her own free will, for her father's sake; and
Hedvig agrees. But she identifies herself with the wild duck and kills
herself.

Another precise symbol is the attic, or refuge. Old Ekdal sees in it
large forests, a hunting ground where he can perform his hobby; while
Hedvig imagines it to be the deep seas, “the room and all the things in
there ought to be called the ocean's depths". It even has different
meanings in the various hours of the day, and the various seasons of the
year; Hedvig says : "Yes, it can be awfully different. It looks quite
different in the morning from what it does in the afternoon, and diffe rent
when it's raining from when it's fine"./ Ibsen had mastered drama to such
an extent that he could use the setting in two various ways : on one side,
we have the photographer's instruments for making dead reproductions of
life; and, on the other, wild life, captive and stagnant. The attic means
much more than what it is to the Ekdals. They cannot face reality and
they live in dreams, and the attic is their dream-world. Reality and
illusion are so much mixed up in their minds that Hedvig cannot
understand Gregers' question : "Are you sure it's an attic ?” and just
repeats : “That it's an attic ?". Thus Ibsen achieves his self-expression
through symbols, by giving us the effect of everyday life and choosing
some highly relevant facts which are not symbols of a single incident or a

single character.



III- THE CHARACTERS

Bernard Shaw, in his “Quintessence of Ibsenism”, says : "Now an
interesting play cannot in the nature of things mean anything but a play in
which problems of conduct and character of personal importance to the
audience are raised and suggestively discussed". Though we cannot agree
entirely with Shaw's interpretation, it is impossible to deny that the piay
treats a conflict between the two characters which are capable of moral
decision: Gregers, the idealist, and Relling, the realist. Thus it is relevant

to begin with these two characters.

Gregers Werle

GregersWerle, the son of Haakon Werle, appears, at the beginning
of the play, at the party given in his honour. This party which introduces
us to Gregers reveals the main feature of Gregers's personality, his inter.
ference in other people's business; and this feature forms the main action
in the play : the conflict between Gina and Hjalmar which ends in the
collapse of the Ekdals' household, and the incident which makes Hedvig
lose her life are just reactions to his interference; and yet, Gregers is
neither the hero of the play nor one o its main characters, he is just one of
the characters which are mere puppets in the hands of the unseen forces a

work in society.

Gregers's life is not ruled by experience, but by word and dogmas.
We understand from the very beginning o the play that Gregers has
buried himself at the works in the Hoidal forest for years, never coming
to town. H passed at the works ‘a fine solitary life... to think thing over'.
When the party is held in his honour, he invites on person only, his 'best
and only friend', Hjalmar, whom he has not seen for 16 or 17 years. But

his father would have wished him not to invite him; and, when he meet



him at the party, he makes remarks about being '13' a table so that

Hjalmar may take the hint and leave.

Gregers is trying, throughout the play, to appear a moral reformer,
conscious of the nobility of his vocation. Thus he is capable of facing the
attacks of his rival and counter-attack them. He is not a mere character 1
"The Wild Duck'; he is rather "the immortal figure', h is the man who
believes in a certain ideology and believe that he can, with the help of this
ideology, solve all the problems of life. He has found in this ideology the
method he should follow in analysing everybody and everything he
believes that his mother was a victim and that hi father caused her death
by his behaviour. This belief drives him to stand against his father and

side wit Hjalmar.

The father-son conflict is very obvious; Gregers feels a sense of guilt
because he did not warn 'lieutenant Ekdal when the trap was laid for him.
He insists on being independent and rejects the partnership his father
offers him as well as the division of the estate. And, when his father
informs him of his wish to get married to MrsSorby, he does not object
because — as he says — he is not neurotic; but, he refuses to attend the
marriage ceremony because he understands that his father wants to make

use of him.

The father-son discussion ends in Gregers 'taking his hat and going'
because he has found that he has a certain mission to fulfil, a mission that
makes Relling comment that Gregers is 'crazy, cracked, off his head'. and
that he's suffering from acute inflammation of the conscience". When
Gregers reappears, he expresses his wish to be “a really extraordinarily
clever dog... the kind that goes to the bottom after wild ducks when they
dive down and bite fast hold of the weeds and the tangle down in the

mud”. The Ekdals do not understand what he means: Hjalmar comments :



"I dont understand a word of this", Gina asks: "Wasn't that a queer thing
to say — that he'd like to be a dog?” and Hedvig thinks that "he meant
something else by that".

But the Ekdals who do not understand what Gregers meant by
wishing to be "a dog" are soon to understand what he means. While
young, he had believed in the claim of the ideal” and had tried to
convince the villagers but failed; now, he is going to apply that "claim of
the Ideal” to the Ekdals' household. Relling who had seen his experiments
while young fears that he may wreck. the HjalmarEkdal's household and
threatens to throw him out if he tries. But Gregers is decided to tell
Hjalmar the truth about the Werle-Gina affair. He believes that when
people face deceit, they reach a vital understanding which is the
foundation of a whole new way of life, "sharing life in frankness, free
from all deception", and that no experience in life can equal the forgiving

of a sinner, “thus lifting her up by (his) love to stand beside (him)”.

His experiment with the Ekdals leads to the tragedy: Hedvig is killed, and
he gets convinced at the end that his destiny is “to be thirteenth at table”.
He may be considered as mentally abnormal, and, physically, a "doomed

29

man .

Relling
Dr. Relling is the opposite of Gregers. He is the practical man, the realist.

We get the impression from the very first time he appears that there is a
kind of conflict between him and Gregers. He was in practice at Hoidal

for a time and "crossed swords (with Gregers) at the Hoidal works".

He forms with Molvik a rowdy pair; they are generally out on a spree of

an evening and they usually return home late and drunk. The reason



Relling gets drunk is his love for Mrs. Sorby :

Relling : (with a slight tremor 1n his voice) :

This is never true, surely ?

MrsSorby : Yes, my dear MrRelling, it's per fectly true.

Relling : Are you going to marry again ? MrsSorby : Yes. That's what it's

come to.

Mr Werle's got a special licence, and we're going to have the wedding
very quietly up at the works. Relling : I shall go out with Molvik tonight.
MrsSorby : You shouldn't,

Mr Relling. Dont do that, for my sake ! Relling : There's nothing else for
it.

He 1s humorous and satiric, and makes fun of everybody and everything,
even of himself and of his profession : "Molvik and I live downstairs. So
you haven" far to go for a doctor and a priest, if you should need anything
of that kind”; and, when the effect of drink of the previous evening
appears on Molvik, while he is sitting at table, and he has to excuse
himself and leave - "Excuse me ... I cant ... I must get downstairs at
once...ugh!”, — he advises him while going on with lunch: “Drink some
soda-water, man"; and, when Hedvig blames him for not telling them that
Hjalmar passed the night at his room, he excuses himself by saying that
he "had that other brute to look after”. He also attacks Gregers when the
latter says : "I dont thrive on swamp vapour”, commenting : “Excuse me,
it couldn't be you yourself, I suppose, who's bringing the stench with you

from the mines up there ? ".

Like Gregers, he has certain convictions, but his convictions are
realistic and full of hope. He tells Hjalmar that he has "a fine object to

fight for in life", and advises Hedvig to "wait till ine great invention



comes out”. These convictions lead him to be in constant conflict with
Gregers : "I have a strong suspicion that you're going about with the
unabridged version of that "claim of the ideal” still in your pocket... carry
it where the devil you like, but I advise you not to play at producing that
claim here"; and, when Gregers defies him : "Suppose 1 do, all the same ?
”, he answers : “Then you'll go head first down the stairs". He is realistic
and does not believe in such bombastic, high-sounding words such as
“ideals”; he interprets this word very simply : “While I remember it,
young Mr Werle—don't use that exotic word 'ideals'. We have a good

enough native word, 'lies'.

Gregers: Do you mean that the two things arerelated ? Relling : Yes, like
typhus and typhoid fever. He is a physician, and yet he makes fun of
himself and of his profession: "I'm supposed — to my shama - to be some
kind of a doctor; I must pay some attention to the wretched sick folk I
live in the house with". And, as a doctor, he applies his own philosophic

ideas to his patients :

Gregers : What cure are you prescribing for Hjalmar ? Relling : My usual
one. I am trying to keepup the saving lie in him. Gregers : The saving

lie ? Did I hear you properly?

Relling : Oh yes. I said “the saving lie'. Becausethat lie is the stimulating

principle of life. You see.
Gregers : May I ask what sort of saving lie Hjalmar is infected with ?

Relling : Thank you; I don't betray secrets like that to quacks. You'd be in
a position to make an even worse wreck of him for me. He adds that he
cured Molyik in the same way, and that Ekdal senior discovered the cure
for himself “... a bear-hunter going rabbit-shooting in that dark attic.
There isn't a happier sportsman in the world than that old man, pottering

about in there among all that rubbish. The four or five dried-up christmas



trees that he's kept are the same to him as all the great, growing forests of
Hoidal; the cock and the hens are wild birds in the pine tops; and the
rabbits loping about the floor of the loft, those are the bears he grappled
with when he was a vigorous man under the open sky. He tries to stop
Hjalmar from going out with Gregers, and exclaims that : "It's a great
misfortune that fellow didn't go to hell down one of the mines at Hoidal”
Later, when Hjalmar says that Gregers had been talking about Old Werle
and the rest, Relling understands immediately what Gregers had been
saying, and mutters: “The devil take you"; and, when Hjalmar who didn't
hear what Relling had been saying asks him about what he said, he
answers : "l was expressing & heart-feli wish that this quick would pack

up and go home. If he stays here he's capable of mining you both”.

He is the only one who understands Hedvig and the difficulties of
adolescence. His concern for her appears again and again. He says: “The
child is a part of the marriage. You must leave the child alone". He is
prophetic when he warns them that if they do not behave carefully they
“may end by doing (Hedvig) serious harm... or she may end by doing

serious harm to herself — and perhaps to others too”.

He ends his discussion with Gregers so that he may go to his room
to see how her father is going on so as to comfort her. He remains a
realist up to the end. Even the death of Hedvig does not make him lose
his self-control. He is the only one who is able to face the fact; he does
not try to hide it from Gina or Hjalmar, but just states the fact that she is

dead in plain, simple words:

Hjalmar : Why, Relling. Why don't you say anything? Relling : The
bullet has entered the breast. Hjalmar : Yes, but she's coming to.

Relling : Can't you see Hedvig isn't alive ? ; and, when Molvik, in his

drunkenness, begins to recite the bible and mumble a prayer, it is Relling



who tells him to shut up.

He is convinced up to the end that it cannot be an accident. “No
one is ever going to persuade me this was an accident". And, when
Gregers tries to convince him that her death has made Hjalmar and Gina
cling together, he answers : “Most people are noble in the presence of
death. But how long do you suppose this nobility will last... ? Before the
year is out little Hedvig will be nothing more to him than a fine subject to
declaim on", and defies him : “We will talk about it again when the first
grass is showing on her grave. Then you will hear him delivering himself
of fine phrases about the child torn untimely from her father's heart, and

see him wallowing in emotion and self-pity".

Ekdal Senior

Ekdal senior, the victim of society, is the father of Hjalmar, and the
ex-partner of Haakon Werle in the timber trade, and used to run the

Hoidal works with him.

He was a proper gentleman in his time. He is the descendant of two
lieutenant-colonels and was himself a lieutenant before being condemned
to penal servitude and imprisoned. When the verdict is pronounced, he
thought of shooting himself, but he had become so degraded, so broken in
spirit, that he did not have enough courage to shoot. And yet, he remained
a commanding figure. When Petterson talks to Jensen about what Ekdal
was some fifteen years before, he comments : “He looked that sort,
somehow". When he appears on the stage, he is dressed in a shabby great
coat with a high collar, woollen gloves and a dirty reddish-brown wig. He
still lives in the past; and we understand that whenever there is a
celebration at home, he puts on his uniform, but he is unable to put it on

in the street and escapes whenever there is a knock at the door so that a



stranger may not see him putting it on.

He settled with his son after being freed, and as he had no means to
live on, he depended, to a great extent, on the copying Werle gave him to
do at home when they were pressed so as to get some money. He was a
‘mighty hunter' around the Hoidal works and shot nine bears; but now he
just dreams of the past He has made the attic a hunting-ground by putting
some christmas trees and letting the rabbits loose in the room so as to be
able to shoot them. When Gregers reminds him of the forest, he feels
troubled and drinks to hide his excitement before asking : "Is the forest

looking fine up there now?".

Werle Senior

Werle senior — Haakon Werle — is the father of GregersWerle and the

owner and manager of the Hoidal works.

When the play begins, Werle is an old man whose health is
declining and is about to lose his eyesight. But this same Werle had been
“a lad in his time, and his amorous exploits had had a great offect on his

wife's health.

Even when he becomes old, he still goes on philandering and we
understand from the very beginning of the play that there is a certain
relation between him and MrsSorby, his housekeeper. The servants are

chattering about that relation :
Jensen : D’you think it's true, what they say —

that there's something between 'em ? Pettersen : Lord knows. His son
faces him with the fact that he has all his life made use of other people.

When he was accused with old Ekdal, he made use of his partner who



was condemned, while he was acquitted though, as Gregers says, both

were 'in the big timber deal'.

He married because he thought that his wife was rich; and, he has
never been able to get over the shock that (he) was mistaken in expecting

a fortune with her".

He knows that his son, Gregers, is conscientious and knows the
details of the deal : "I should have stood up to you when the trap was laid
for Lieutenant Ekdal. I should have warned him for I guessed well how it
would end". So, he gave Hjalmar the impression that Gregers had a
grudge against him and convinced him not to get in touch with him in any

way.

When Gregers faces him with the fact that he had left the Ekdal
family ‘go so miserably to pieces', he triez to defend himself; and, failing
to achieve this, he attempts to arouse in his son a filial affection, but
Gregers understands immediately that his father needs a 'tableau' of a
family life. He retorts : "Now, of course, it would be as well to have a
little 'family life'. For there's no denying it will give just the right
impression when it's known that the son flew home — on the wings of
filial love — to his aged father's wedding. What will be left, after that, of
all the rumours about the miseries and Isuffering of the poor dead wife ?
Not a whisper ! His own son strikes them dead". Werle tries, up to the
end, to make use of his son. When he hears that Gregers has let a room at
the Ekdals. he fears that Gregers might talk about his affair with Gina. He
tries to bribe him into silence by offering to divide the estate between
them, and is greatly surprised when Gregers rejects the offer. Finally, in
spite of his failure to make use of his son, he goes to the works up in the
forest where he will marry MrsSorby and pass the rest of his life
depending entirely on her, especially that he is going blind.



Hjalmar bek

Hjalmar, the son of Lieutenant Ekdal, is a timid, easily- snubbed,
middle-aged man who needs his family's faith for his self-confidence and
well-being. He cannet, as a result of his education and upbringing, accept

being criticized.

While young, Hjalmar was handsome — 'what silly young girls
like men to be — with a susceptible mind, a winning voice, and a
charming way of declaiming other people's ideas. He was brought up by
his two 'warped, hysterical maidenaunts', the twin soul-mothers', and this
upbringing made self-love and self-pity the main drives in this character.
He considers himself the victim of the terrible catastrophe that ended in
his father being condemned to penal servitude. He had to face his
acquaintances with the fact that he was the son of a man who had been
convicted and condemned to penal servitude. He could not bear it and
thought of suicide, but he could not face death and so he lived. Yet he had
to have a clean break away from his old life and acquaintances, he left the

university and took up photography.

As a photographer, he thought himself above other photographers.
His purpose in life was to make photography 'an art and a science'; while
Gina, feeding his self-confidence and his self-conceit, would say : “It is
not a job for a man like Hjalmar, taking photographs of every Tom, Dick
and Harry; my husband isn't one of *those ordinary photographers".

He was very much influenced by old Werle because the latter
advised him and, as he believed, helped him financially and morally. It
was Haakon Werle who helped him to study photography and to marry;
so, when the old man advised him not to write to Gregers because the

latter had a grudge against him', it was natural that Hjalmar should



believe him and follow his advice. Later, when Gregers invites him to the
party, he feels happy and grateful, “I know now that you haven't anything
against me any more". The 'terrible sufferings he passed through
intensified his self-love; he became proud and narcissistic. He borrows
Molvik's jacket to attend the party so that he may not appear inferior to
the other guests, he makes as if he did not notice his old father passing
through the hall when the party was held so as not to be humiliated in
front of the guests, he refuses to recite a poem at the party because he did
not want to be “at the beck and call of everybody", and tries to appear in
front of his family as someone who does not care about the aristocracy.
He cannot forget that long ago, he was of the same social standard as the
Werles: "We had better living quarters before", though he loves his
present home: "Never mind if our roof is low and poor... It 1s home, all
the same. And this I will say: it is good to be here". lo Hjalmar who loves
nobody but himself tries to show that he is completely devoted to his
family. He shows a great devotion for Hedvig, and yet makes her perform
his work in order that he may loiter in the attic, and soothes his
conscience by attempting to get from Hedvig an approval of performing
it: "But don't hurt your eyes? You hear me? I'm not going to be

responsible; you must take the responsibility yourself. You understand?"

He also tries to show that he is too much attache 1 to his father:
"Poor, white-haired old father ! Lean on your Hjalmar! ", and takes part
in the hunting-parties in the attic “for (his) father's sake”; but it is not real
love, it is rather self-love. This appears very clearly when Hjalmar
decides to fly away; Gina tries to stop him by reminding him of his

rabbits:

Gina: The worst job will be finding an attic as big as this one for the

rabbits. Hjalmar : Good God ! Have I got to drag all those rabbits with



me, too? Gina: Why, yes. Grandfather can't do without his rabbits, I'm
sure. Hjalmar : He'll just have to get used to it. There are things that
matter more in life than rabbits; and I am having to give them do up; and
when he says: “Isn't it rather humiliating for a man like me to see his
grey-haired father going about like a down-and-out ?-". It becomes much
clearer when he expresses his wish to finish his 'invention' so as to
"awaken his (father's) self-respect from death by raising the name of
Ekdal to honour and dignity again". He will ask as a reward for his
invention that his father may be allowed to wear his uniform again. When
he discovers that old Werle has made use of him by marrying him to
Gina, he feels that his selfesteem has been dealt a deadly blow. His
wounded pride drives him to tear the deed of gift Werle gave Hedvig on
her birthday and he decides to return to Werle every penny the latter
spent on him : "I intend in the immediate future to go to his cashier,
Graaberg, and request a statement of the amount I owe his employer. |
shall repay tiat debt of honour... I shall pay everything with five per cent

interest".

But the doubt that Hedvig may not be his own daughter drives him

on the verge of madness:

Hjalmar : Mr home has collapsed in ruins about me. (Bursting into tears)

Gregers ! I have no child!
Hedvig: What are you saying ? (Going across to him) Daddy ! Daddy !

Gina : There, now ! Hjalmar : Don't come near me, Hedvig ! G)away !
Right away ! I can't bear to look at you. Ah, the eyes ! Good bye.
(Making towards the door).

A Hedvig : (clinging tightly to him and screaming)

No, no ! Don't go away from me !



Gina : (Crying out) Look at the child, Hjalmar!

Look at the child ! Hjalmar : I won't ! I can't ! must get out, away from all
this !. It is Relling who explains this character when be says: “Before the
year is out little Hedvig will be nothing more to him than a fine subject to
declaim on... We will talk about it again when the first grass is showing
on her grave. Then you'll hear him delivering himself of fine phrases
about the child torn untimely from her father's heart', and see him

wallowing in emo. tion and self-pity".

Gina Hansen

Gina, Hjalmar's wife, is a good and capable woman, She is two years
older than Hjalmar, more wide-awake and businesslike. She succeeded in
helping Hjalmar, who was ‘getting into bad ways'. She used to be in
service at the Werles and was the housekeeper during the last year of
MrsWerle's illness; but, she had to leave because — as Hjalmar "says —
'every thing was so upset then'. We understandlater that MrWerle tried to
seduce Gina, and that his wife thought that there was a certain relation

between them till Gina was forced to leave the house.

Gina went to live with her mother who was not “as straight as (Hjalmar)
thought her". She ran a little restaurant and used to let a room in her
house. She pressed Gina to give herself up to Werle who was a "widower
then. She confesses that Werle got what he wanted — "He: never gave up
till he had his way" - after she left the house. The conflict between
Relling and Gregers appears, in their expressing their opinions about
Gina. Relling says about her that she is “a capable wife, padding to and
fro so cosily in her felt slippers, waddling round arranging everything
comfortably for (Hjalmar)", while : Gregers considers her a "female that

Hjalmar Ekdal was fobbed off with". Gina feels that Gregers is dangerous



and is unwilling to have him in the house to the extent that Hjalmar says :
"You certainly are behaving oddly. You used to be. so keen on getting it
let, and now you don't like it”. Her sense of guilt makes her exclaim, after

Hedvig's. death,” We didn't deserve to keep her”.

Mrs Sorby

Mrs Sorby — Berta — is a widow who, after the death of her first
husband, “the late lamented horsedoctor, who was in the habit of getting
drunk and beating his wives", was in service at the Werles as
housekeeper. This intelligent and eventempered woman made herself
indispensible to Old Werle. He depended entirely on her because of his
declining eyesight. She would care for him, would not allow him to
remain in strong lights and forbade the visitors from smoking in his

presence.

She used to make the place cheerful, and entertain the guests. She
disregarded the gossip and backbiting? out of devotion for Werle, and he,
in return, decided to marry her. When she announces that she was leaving
for the Hoidal works with old Werle, Hjalmar, remembering what
happened to Gina, advises her to be careful, and is greatly astonished at

the idea of her being married to Werle.

Relling too believes it incredible, and reminds MrsSorby of her late
husband. We soon understand that Relling's wish that the news may not

be true is due to his love for MrsSorby :

Relling : I shall go out with Molvik tonight. MrsSorby :You shouldn't,
MrRelling. Dont do that for my sake.

Relling : There's nothing else for it;and, later,

Gregers : You and Dr. Relling seem to know each othe? pretty well.



MrsSorby : Yes, we've known each other for years. At one time, it looked

as if something were going to come of it.

When Gregers hints that he might tell his father about that relationship,
she answers, in a straightforward way, “You may be sure I've told him
myself"; and adds: “Your father knows every single thing people could
find to say about me that has any truth at all in it". Though she is going to
marry Werle when he is about to go blind, she is honest with herself and
considers herself 'taking more than giving', and declares that she will

‘never desert him'.

Hedvig

Hedvig, the fourteen-year old girl, is a tragic hero according to the
modern conception of drama. She is in conflict with the predominant
social forces at work in a given society. Hedvig, the daughter of Hjalmar
and Gina, is the real victim of all the social forces at work in society. She
is an illegitimate daughter of Werle. She inherits his weak eyesight and is
doomed to go blind, she witnesses the violent discussions between her

parents and she sacrifices herself at the end.

When Hedvig appears for the first time in the play, she is an adolescent
young girl, gay and light-hearted; she is strong, healthy and quite big for
her age. She is very devoted and deeply attached to her father; she passes
her time making plans for her father to remain in good humour, it is she
who serves him the breadand-butter and helps him in his work. She also
tries to imitate her mother and identify herself with her : "You and I didn't
need anything hot for dinner, as Daddy was out". It is then that we get the

first hint about her eves. Gina says : “Hedvig darling, you mustn't sit and



read any longer. You must put the book away now". We also understand
that her parents prevent her from going to school so as not to hurt her

eyes.

She expresses her wish to learn how to 'engrave pictures like those in the
English books', but her father prevents her from fulfilling this wish and
insists on her learning basket-weaving and straw-plaiting. The tragedy
begins to take shape when Mrs Sorby hands Hedvig a sealed envelope,
the contents of which appear to be a deed of gift to Hedvig. It is then that
Hjalmar begins to doubt whether Hedvig is his own daughter. He faces
his wife : "I want to know whether your child has the right to live under
my roof”’. Hedvig's attachment to her father is the chief motive
dominating her life. She believes in Hjalmar; he is a kind of god to her.
Up to then, she was her father's brightest joy' and 'darkest sorrow'. When
she hears her father saying : "I have no child”, she is overwhelmed with
fear and grief; she clings to him till he tears himself away from her and
leave the house. She understands then that her father does not want her;
she is terrified and desperate and she cries : "Perhaps I'm not Daddy's real
child”. Her innocence appears when she explains this by saying: “Mother
may have found "me", Gregers convinces her to sacrifice the wild duck in
spite of the fact that she prays every night that it 'may be protected from
death and everything bad'. Gregers uses religious language : the killing of
the wild duck! would be witness-bearing, a ritual sacrifice, to appease the
anger of Hjalmar, the offended god. Yet, she remains undecided till her
father shouts at her to go away when she was running happily towards
him. She gets the pistol and goes into the attic, but what ever took place
inside the attic is to remain a mystery * The fact remains that Hedvig
killed herself. Hedvig's death is symbolic because when Hjalmar: asks for
an ultimate claim of the ideal : "If I asked her then, 'Hedvig, are you

willing to give up your life for my sake ?' (laughing sarcastically) Oh yes,



I dare say !! You'd soon hear what answer I got !", a pistol shot is. heard
in the attic : Hedvig has killed herself, she has: given Hjalmar the answer
he needed. Hedvig's death is catastrophic and inevitable, and. yet it is not

a kind of human sacrifice, but rather an adolescent urge for revenge.

IV- THE THEMES OF THE PLAY
Truth and Falsehood

Truth and falsehood are major themes in The Wild Duck. Gregers 1is
determined that Hjalmar learn the truth about Gina's past and why Hakon
Werle has been so helpful to the family. Hjalmar has lived in blissful
ignorance, never questioning why Hakon decided to be of such service to
him and his family. He leads a contented life and actively seeks to avoid
unpleasantness, as he childishly tells Gregers. Gina protects Hjalmar from
unpleasant economic realities, truly catering to all his needs, both his
physical and emotional ones. Hedvig adores him, never seeing how he
makes use of her love. For instance, though he worries about her sight, he
lets her do eye-straining work of retouching photographs so he can play
in the attic with his father. His life 1s based on one simple, yet determined

falsehood: the photographic device that he will never invent. For style

Problems under debate

The Danish literary critic Georg Brandes (1842-1927) was the great
pioneer of the breakthrough of realism in the Nordic countries. In 1871 he
gave a series of lectures at the University of Copenhagen under the title
"Main Currents in the Literature of the 19th Century" (published in book
form in six volumes 1872-90). In this work Brandes puts forward the
following manifesto for a new form of literature that is to be socio-critical
and realistic: That literature in our days is alive shows itself in the fact
that it puts problems under debate. Thus for example George Sand puts
under debate the relationship between the two sexes, Byron and



Feuerbach religion, Proudhon and Stuart Mill property, and Turgenev,
Spielhagen and Emile Augier conditions in society. That literature does
not put anything under debate is equivalent to its being in the process of
losing all significance. The representatives of socio-critical realism in
Norway, Ibsen, Bjernson, Lie, Garborg, Kielland and Skram, were
inspired by Brandes (photo). In the four dramas by Ibsen mentioned
above we encounter again several of the social problems that Brandes
uses as examples in the quotation. The relationship between the sexes is
the subject of debate in A Doll’s House and Ghosts. Problematic features
of prevailing conditions in society are debated in Pillars of
Society and An Enemy of the People (social morality, tyranny of the
majority, commercial considerations versus general social considerations,
environmental considerations etc.).

Socio-critical perspective

In his realistic dramas Ibsen was merciless in his quest to uncover
negative sides of society, hypocrisy and dissimulation, use of force, and
manipulative behaviour, and he made untiring demands for truthfulness
and freedom. Truth, emancipation, self-realisation and personal freedom
are key terms. InPillars of Society Lona Hessel has the last word and
concludes by saying that "the spirit of truth and the spirit of freedom -
they are the pillars of society" In Ghosts Ibsen shines a critical light on
the pillars that support bourgeois society, marriage and Christianity, and
he takes up typical taboos, incest, venereal disease and euthanasia. This
made him and those who shared his ideas into controversial figures in
their own time. Their works created violent controversies or absolute
furore. With hindsight one can see what enormous importance some of
these works have had for different social movements. There is hardly a
literary work that has meant so much to women's liberation in practically
all cultures all over the world as 4 Doll’s House.

Contemporary perspective

The action in all of the dramas that Ibsen wrote from and including Pillars
of Society is set in contemporary society (hence the designation
contemporary dramas). The representatives of realistic literature
demanded of themselves that they should go into their own time and let
themselves be marked by it. Historical dramas in the national-romantic
style were passé€. Classical gods and heroes, Roman emperors and kings
of world powers were replaced by people "like you and me". The course
of the action in these dramas was to bear the stamp of the times.
The first notes Ibsen made for 4 Doll’s House (dated 19 October 1878)
bear the heading "Notes for the contemporary tragedy". The term



"contemporary tragedy" is illustrative. Ibsen's project in this play is to
apply the classical form of tragedy to a modern body of material. On the
formal level Ibsen does not engage in radical experimentation in 4 Doll’s
House. For example the three classical unities are maintained, the unities
of time, space and action. What is new is the modern material of conflict,
the topicality of what is taking place on the stage.

Everyday people and situations

Ibsen wrote:

The language must sound natural and the form of expression must be
characteristic of each individual person in the play; one person certainly
does not express himself like another. In this respect a great deal can be
put right during the rehearsals; that is when one easily hears what does
not strike one as natural and unforced, and what must therefore be
changed and changed again until the lines achieve full credibility and
realistic form. The effect of the play depends in large measure on the
audience’s feeling that they are sitting listening to something that is going
on in actual real life.

Ibsen was very greatly concerned that in his contemporary dramas the

theatre audience (and readers) should be witness to trains of events that
could just as easily have happened to them. This required that the
characters in his dramas spoke and behaved naturally and that the
situations had the stamp of being everyday life about them. The
characters could no longer speak in verse like Brand and Peer Gynt.
Monologues, asides and stilted ways of speaking (as in The Warriors at
Helgeland) were ruled out. The realistic drama was to provide the illusion

of recognisable reality.



V- HENRIK IBSEN, THE PROPHET AND ARTIST.

The principles of Ibsen's teaching, his moral ethic, was that honesty in
facing facts is the first requisite of a decent life. Human nature has dark
recesses which must be explored and illuminated; life has pitfalls which
must be recognized to be avoided; and society has humbugs, hypocrisies,
and obscure diseases which must be revealed before they can be cured.
To recognize these facts is not pessimism,; it is the moral obligation laid
upon intelligent people. To face the problems thus exposed, however,
requires courage, honesty, and faith in the ultimate worth of the human
soul. Man must be educated until he is not only intelligent enough, but
courageous enough to work out his salvation through patient endurance
and nobler ideals. Democracy, as a cure-all, is just as much a failure as
any other form of government; since the majority in politics, society, or
religion is always torpid and content with easy measures. It is the
intelligent and morally heroic minority which has always led, and always
will lead, the human family on its upward march. Nevertheless, we alone
can help ourselves; no help can come from without. Furthermore -- and
this is a vital point in understanding Ibsen -- experience and life are a
happiness in themselves, not merely a means to happiness; and in the end
good must prevail. Such are some of the ideas that can be distilled from
the substance of Ibsen's plays.

On the plane of practical methods Ibsen preached the emancipation of the

individual, especially of woman. He laid great stress upon the principle of



heredity. He made many studies of disordered minds, and analyzed
relentlessly the common relationships -- sister and brother, husband and
wife, father and son. There is much in these relationships, he seems to
say, that is based on sentimentalism, on a desire to dominate, on
hypocrisy and lies. He pictured the unscrupulous financier, the artist who
gives up love for the fancied demands of his art, the unmarried woman
who has been the drudge and the unthanked burden-bearer -- all with a
cool detachment which cloaks, but does not conceal, the passionate
moralist.

From the seventh decade of the last century to his last play in 1899, the
storm of criticism, resentment, and denunciation scarcely ceased. On the
other hand, the prophet and artist which were united in Ibsen's nature
found many champions and friends. In Germany he was hailed as the
leader of the new era; in England his champion, William Archer, fought
many a battle for him; but in the end no one could escape his example.
Young playwrights learned from him, reformers adopted his ideas, and
moralists quoted from him as from a sacred book. His plays scorched, but
they fascinated the rising generation, and they stuck to the boards.
Psychologists discovered a depth of meaning and of human
understanding in his delineation of character. He did not found a school,
for every school became his debtor. He did not have followers, for every
succeeding playwright was forced in a measure to learn from him.

The Pillars of Society, Ibsen's fifteenth play, was the first to have a
hearing throughout Europe. It was written in Munich, where it was
performed in the summer of 1877. In the autumn it was enacted in all the
theaters of Scandinavia, whence within a few months it spread over the
continent, appearing in London

before the end of the year. The late James Huneker, one of the most acute
critics of the Norwegian seer, said: "The Northern Aristophanes, who
never smiles as he lays on the lash, exposes in The Pillars of Society a
varied row of white sepulchres. . . . There is no mercy in



Ibsen, and his breast has never harbored the milk of human kindness. This
remote, objective art does not throw out tentacles of sympathy. It is too
disdainful to make the slightest concession, hence the difficulty in
convincing an audience that the poet is genuinely humain."

The Pillars of Society proved, once and for all, Ibsen's
emancipation, first, from the thrall of romanticism, which he
had pushed aside as of no more worth than a toy; and,
secondly, from the domination of French technique, which
he had mastered and surpassed. In the plays of the second
period there are evident Ibsen's most mature gifts as a
craftsman as well as that peculiar philosophy which made
him the Jeremiah of the modern social world. In An Enemy
of the People the struggle is between hypocrisy and greed on
one side, and the ideal of personal honor on the other; in
Ghosts there is an exposition of a fate-tragedy darker and
more searching even
than in Oedipus; and in each of the social dramas there is
exposed, as under the pitiless lens of the microscope, some
moral cancer. Ibsen forced his characters to scrutinize their
past, the conditions of the society to which they belonged,
and the methods by which they had gained their own petty
ambitions, in order that they might pronounce judgment upon
themselves. The action is still for the most part concerned
with men's deeds and outward lives, in connection with society and the
world; and his themes have largely to do with the moral and ethical
relations of man with man.

In the third period the arena of conflict has changed to the
realm of the spirit; and the action illustrates some effort at self-
realization, self-conquest, or self-annihilation. The Master Builder and
When We Dead Awaken must explain themselves, if they are to be
explained at all; for they are meaningless if they do not light, in the mind
of the reader or spectator, a spark of some clairvoyant insight with which
they were written. In them are characters which, like certain

living men and women, challenge and mystify even their

closest

Ibsen had energized the banal settings of the Victorian bourgeois farce;
he dared to write drawing-room tragedies. His generic antecedents were
not Shakespeare or Racine; they were Scribe and Sardou—remorselessly,
frighteningly modern. Ibsen, for the first time, portrayed on the stage a
contemporary, tragic middle class. As Henry James perceived, he
accomplished in the theatre what had already been

achieved in the novel. This is what was meant by Ibsen’s ‘realism’—



that he dealt uncompromisingly with a recognizable modern world, a
world dominated throughout the nineteenth century by a thrusting,
ambitious, self-confident social class. His heroes were not distanced
from bourgeois audiences by time, costume or social degree, and were
therefore, in their travail, profoundly disturbing. They opposed, or were
opposed by, a modern world; in Ibsen society replaced Nemesis as the
tragic force crushing individual expression. His protagonists did not
move, as the pastiche heroes and heroines of Romantic tragedy moved,
in an obsolete feudal world. He broke free from the traditional tragic
mode, a mode unable even to conceive of the genre without a prince at
its centre, by liberating it from the supremacy of Attic, Elizabethan and
neo-classic drama. Or rather, he broke into it by mining the auriferous
vein of European social comedy and transforming its emphases; he
created the tragedy of manners.

But during the nineties all this was by no means clear. Ibsen was
confusion and chaos. He was ‘gloomy’ because where levity was
anticipated he was serious, ‘boring” because where action was wanted
he analysed, ‘obscene’ because where titillation was customary he
judged. Arthur Symons and Ibsen’s other defenders in England were
compelled to remind his attackers what they already well knew: that
Ibsen ‘paints ordinary life; his people are...the people one meets in the
City, one’s lawyer, one’s banker, the men one hears discussing stocks
and shares...”16 Symons’s catalogue is of course revealing in its
ingenuousness; but it illustrates sufficiently the point I am making.
Speaking of the years 1884 to 1915 Hannah Arendt, in The Burden of
our Times, calls them the era of the political emancipation of the
bourgeoisie, the triple decade during which the Victorian middle class
was reaching for an imperial analogy to its established social
predominance—seeking, in its demand for colonial markets, to
influence British foreign policy.17 And it was precisely at this moment
of vaulting ambition that Ibsen, instead of affirming the values and
institutions of the middle class, called them radically into question. The
theatre of Scribe and Sardou, of Augier, Labiche and Dumas fils,
whatever mild challenges it offered to Victorian sensibility, always
comfortingly re-asserted its prejudices in conclusion: what James called
‘the time-honoured bread sauce of the happy ending’. The stock
situations of the piece bien faite expected and received stock responses.
Ibsen, working within the genre, posed instead disturbing questions and
demanded a troubled response; it was in this way that he made possible
the writing of contemporary theatrical tragedy.

It is this, to my mind, which underlies the fear experienced by many



of Ibsen’s contemporaries, which accounts for what I described earlier
as their apprehension that the future of civilization itself might be at
stake. He appeared to threaten the destiny of their modern bourgeois
world by challenging its central ideologies and institutions. This is why
he was repeatedly accused of socialism. ‘The middle class,” noted an
acute reviewer in the Athenaeum in 1896, ‘embraces its prejudices and
loves not argument.” The even more cynical W.L.Courtney, a critic and
academic of considerable standing, but by no means an Ibsenite,
advised British playwrights in the pages of the same journal: ‘There
must be a little psychological analysis but not too much; a little girding
at social conventions, but social conventions must ultimately prevail;
there must not be too much logic, but there must be romance and
sentiment.’ In such a climate the resolutions offered to the quite
conventional and even stock predicaments posed in plays like A Doll’s
House and Rosmersholm could not fail to provoke an uproar. It was
hardly the sexuality and frankness of Ibsen’s plays which appalled;
nothing which his dramas contained could match in overt prurience and
titillation nudge-and-winkers such as Sardou’s Divorgons! which
enjoyed popular West End runs. But Sardou and his contemporaries
projected their themes lightly, humorously, reassuringly: they were, the
audience was constantly reminded, not serious, not dangerous, not real.
In this connection Francisque Sarcey, the French drama critic, once
reproved an actress for portraying too realistically her distress at the
prospect of her lover’s execution.

Throughout all the plays there are symbols -- the wild duck, the mill race,

the tower, or the open sea -- which are but the external tokens of
something less familiar and more important; and the dialogue often has a
secondary meaning, not with the witty double entendre of the French
school, but with suggestions of a world in which the spirit, ill at ease in

material surroundings, will find its home.
It is significant that Ibsen should arrive, by his own route, at
the very principles adopted by Sophocles and commended by Aristotle --

namely, the unities of time, place and action, with only the culminating

events of the tragedy placed before the spectator. After the first period he
wrote in prose,

abolishing all such ancient and serviceable contrivances as
servants discussing their masters' affairs, comic relief,
asides and soliloquies. The characters in his later dramas are
few, and there are no "veils of poetic imagery."






=

VI- IBSEN'S CONTRIBUTION TO THE VICTORIAN

THEATRE.
The four dramas Ibsen published in the years 1877-82, Pillars of

Society, A Doll’s House,Ghosts and An Enemy of the People are
characterised as realistic contemporary dramas or problem dramas.

In the main there are four aspects of these plays that justify such a
description:

They make problems in society the subject of debate.
They have a socio-critical perspective.

The action is in a contemporary setting.

They present everyday people and situations.

Ibsen had energized the banal settings of the Victorian bourgeois farce;
he dared to write drawing-room tragedies. His generic antecedents were
not Shakespeare or Racine; they were Scribe and Sardou—remorselessly,
frighteningly modern. Ibsen, for the first time, portrayed on the stage a
contemporary, tragic middle class. As Henry James perceived, he
accomplished in the theatre what had already been achieved in the novel.
This 1s what was meant by Ibsen’s °‘realism’—  that he dealt
uncompromisingly with a recognizable modern world, a world dominated
throughout the nineteenth century by a thrusting, ambitious, self-
confident social class. His heroes were not distanced from bourgeois
audiences by time, costume or social degree, therefore, in their travail,
profoundly disturbing. They opposed, or were society replaced Nemesis
as the tragic force crushing individual expression. His protagonists did
not move, as the pastiche heroes and heroines of Romantic tragedy
moved in an obsolete feudal world. He broke free from the traditional
tragic mode, a mode unable even to conceive of the genre without a
prince at its centre, by liberating it from the supremacy of Attic,
Elizabethan and neo-classic drama. Taking a vein of European social

comedy and transforming its emphases; he created the tragedy of



manners. But during the nineties all this was by no means clear. Ibsen
was confusion and chaos. He was ‘gloomy’ because where levity was
anticipated he was serious, ‘boring’ because where action was wanted he
analysed, ‘obscene’ because where titillation was customary he judged.
Arthur Symons and Ibsen’s other defenders in England were compelled to
remind his attackers what they already well knew: that Ibsen ‘paints
ordinary life; his people are...the people one meets in the City, one’s
lawyer, one’s banker, the men one hears discussing stocks and share calls
them the era of the political emancipation of the bourgeoisie, the triple
decade during which the Victorian middle class was reaching for an
imperial analogy to its established social predominance—seeking, in its
demand for colonial markets, to influence British foreign policy. And it
was precisely at this moment of vaulting ambition that Ibsen, instead of
affirming the values and institutions of the middle class, called them
radically into question. The theatre of Scribe and Sardou, and Dumas,
whatever mild challenges it offered to Victorian sensibility, always
comfortingly re-asserted its prejudices in conclusion: what James called
‘the time-honoured bread sauce of the happy ending’. The stock
situations of the piéce bien faite expected and received stock responses.
Ibsen, working within the genre, posed instead disturbing questions and
demanded a troubled response; it was in this way that he made possible
the writing of contemporary theatrical tragedy

It is this, to my mind, which underlies the fear experienced by many of
Ibsen’s contemporaries, which accounts for what I described earlier as
their apprehension that the future of civilization itself might be at stake.
He appeared to threaten the destiny of their modern bourgeois world by
challenging its central ideologies and institutions. This is why he was
repeatedly accused of socialism. ‘The middle class,” noted an acute

reviewer in the Athenaeum in 1896, ‘embraces its prejudices and loves



not argument.” The even more cynical playwrights in the pages of the
same journal: ‘There must be a little psychological analysis but not too
much; a little girding at social conventions, but social conventions must
ultimately prevail; there must not be too much logic, but there must be
romance and sentiment.” In such a climate the resolutions offered to the
quite conventional and even stock predicaments posed in plays like A
Doll’s House and Rosmersholm could not fail to provoke an uproar. In

comparison to current esteem for Henrik Ibsen's The Wild Duck, the play
was vastly underappreciated upon its initial appearance on the stages of
Europe.



The text



VII- The Wild Duck

The dramatic personae:
WERLE, a merchant, manufacturer, etc.

GREGERS WERLE, his son.

OLD EKDAL.

HIALMAR EKDAL, his son, a photographer.
GINA EKDAL, Hjalmar's wife.

HEDVIG, their daughter, a girl of fourteen.
MRS. SORBY, Werle's housekeeper.
RELLING, a doctor.

MOLVIK, student of theology.

GRABERG, Werle's bookkeeper.
PETTERSEN, Werle's servant.

JENSEN, a hired waiter.

A FLABBY GENTLEMAN.

A THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN.

A SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN.

SIX OTHER GENTLEMEN, guests at Werle's dinner-party.
SEVERAL HIRED WAITERS.

The first act passes in WERLE'S house, the remaining acts at
HJALMAR EKDAL'S.

Pronunciation of Names: GREGERS WERLE = Grayghers Verle;
HIALMAR EKDAL = Yalmar Aykdal; GINA =
Cheena; GRABERG = Groberg; JENSEN = Yensen.



ACT FIRST

At WERLE'S house. A richly and comfortably furnished study;
bookcases and

upholstered furniture; a writing-table, with papers and documents, in the
centre

of the room; lighted lamps with green shades, giving a subdued light. At
the

back, open folding-doors with curtains drawn back. Within is seen a large
and

handsome room, brilliantly lighted with lamps and branching candle-
sticks. In

front, on the right (in the study), a small baize door leads into WERLE'S
Office. On the left, in front, a fireplace with a glowing coal fire, and
farther

back a double door leading into the dining-room.

WERLE'S servant, PETTERSEN, in livery, and JENSEN, the hired
waiter, in black,

are putting the study in order. In the large room, two or three other hired
waiters are moving about, arranging things and lighting more candles.
From the

dining-room, the hum of conversation and laughter of many voices are
heard; a

glass is tapped with a knife; silence follows, and a toast is proposed;
shouts

of "Bravo!" and then again a buzz of conversation.

Pettersen (lights a lamp on the chimney-place and places a shade over it).
Hark

to them, Jensen! now the old man's on his legs holding a long palaver
about Mrs.

Sorby. Jensen (pushing forward an arm-chair). Is it true, what folks say,
that they're

— very good friends, eh?

Petterson. Lord knows.

Jensen . I've heard tell as he's been a lively customer in his day.

Petterson . May be.

Jensen . And he's giving this spread in honour of his son, they say.
Petterson. Yes. His son came home yesterday.

Jensen . This is the first time I ever heard as Mr. Werle had a son.
Petterson. Oh yes, he has a son, right enough. But he's a fixture, as you
might say, up at the Hoidal works. He's never once come to town all the
years ['ve been in

service here. A Waiter (in the doorway of the other room).

Pettersen, here's an old fellow wanting —



Petterson (mutters).

The devil — who's this now?

OLD EKDAL appears from the right, in the inner room. He is dressed in
a

threadbare overcoat with a high collar; he wears woollen mittens, and
carries in

his hand a stick and a fur cap. Under his arm, a brown paper parcel. Dirty
red-brown wig and small grey moustache.

Petterson (goes towards him).

Good Lord — what do you want here?

Ekdal (in the doorway).

Must get into the office, Pettersen.

Petterson . The office was closed an hour ago, and —

Ekdal. So they told me at the front door. But Graberg's in there still. Let
me slip in

this way, Pettersen; there's a good fellow. (Points towards the baize door.)
It's not the first time I've come this way.

Petterson. Well, you may pass. (Opens the door.) But mind you go out
again the proper way, for we've got company.

Ekdal. T know, I know — h'm! Thanks, Pettersen, good old friend!
Thanks! (Mutters

softly.) Ass!

He goes into the Office; PETTERSEN shuts the door after him.

Jensen . Is he one of the office people?

Petterson. No he's only an outside hand that does odd jobs of copying.
But he's been a

tip-topper in his day, has old Ekdal.

Jensen . You can see he's been through a lot.

Petterson. Yes; he was an army officer, you know.

Jensen . You don't say so?

Petterson. No mistake about it. But then he went into the timber trade or
something of the sort. They say he once played Mr. Werle a very nasty
trick. They were partners

in the Hoidal works at the time. Oh, I know old Ekdal well, I do. Many a
nip of

bitters and bottle of ale we two have drunk at Madam Eriksen's.

Jensen . He don't look as if held much to stand treat with.

Petterson. Why, bless you, Jensen, it's me that stands treat. [ always think
there's no

harm in being a bit civil to folks that have seen better days.

Jensen. Did he go bankrupt then?

Petterson . Worse than that. He went to prison.

Jensen . To prison!



Petterson. Or perhaps it was the Penitentiary. (Listens.) Sh! They're
leaving the table.

The dining-room door is thrown open from within, by a couple of waiters.
MRS.

SORBY comes out conversing with two gentlemen. Gradually the whole
company

follows, amongst them WERLE. Last come HIALMAR EKDAL and
GREGERS WERLE.

Mrs. Sorby (in passing, to the servant). Tell them to serve the coffee in
the music-room, Pettersen.

Petterson. Very well, Madam.

She goes with the two Gentlemen into the inner room, and thence out to
the

right. PETTERSEN and JENSEN go out the same way.

A Flabby Gentleman (to a THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN).

Whew! What a dinner! — It was no joke to do it justice!

The Thin-haired Gentleman. Oh, with a little good-will one can get
through a lot in three hours.

The Flabby Gentleman. Yes, but afterwards, afterwards, my dear
Chamberlain!

A Third Gentleman. I hear the coffee and maraschino are to be served in
the music-room.

The Flabby Gentleman. Bravo! Then perhaps Mrs. Sorby will play us
something.

The Thin-haired Gentleman (in a low voice). I hope Mrs. Sorby mayn't
play us a tune we don't like, one of these days!

The Flabby Gentleman.

Oh no, not she! Bertha will never turn against her old friends.

They laugh and pass into the inner room.

Werle (in a low voice, dejectedly).] don't think anybody noticed it,
Gregers.

Gregers (looks at him).Noticed what?

Werle. Did you not notice it either?

Gregers. What do you mean?

Werle. We were thirteen at table.

Gregers. Indeed? Were there thirteen of us?

Werle (glances towards HIALMAR EKDAL).

Our usual party is twleve. (To the others.) This way, gentlemen!

WERLE and the others, all except HTALMAR and GREGERS, go out by
the back, to the right.

Hialmar (who has overheard the conversation).

You ought not to have invited me, Gregers.



Gregers. What! Not ask my best and only friend to a party supposed to be
in my honour — ?

Hialmar. But I don't think your father likes it. You see I am quite outside
his circle.

Gregers. So | hear. But I wanted to see you and have a talk with you, and
I certainly

shan't be staying long. — Ah, we two old schoolfellows have drifted far
apart

from each other. It must be sixteen or seventeen years since we met.
Hialmar. Is it so long?

Gregers. It is indeed. Well, how goes it with you? You look well. You
have put on flesh, and grown almost stout.

Hialmar. Well, "stout" is scarcely the word; but I daresay I look a little
more of a man

than I used to.

Gregers. Yes, you do; your outer man is in first-rate condition.

Hialmar (in a tone of gloom).

Ah, but the inner man! That is a very different matter, I can tell you! Of
course you know of the terrible catastrophe that has befallen me and mine
since last we met.

Gregers (more softly).How are things going with your father now?
Hialmar. Don't let us talk of it, old fellow. Of course my poor unhappy
father lives with me. He hasn't another soul in the world to care for him.
But you can understand

that this is a miserable subject for me. — Tell me, rather, how you have
been

getting on up at the works.

Gregers. | have had a delightfully lonely time of it — plenty of leisure to
think and

think about things. Come over here; we may as well make ourselves
comfortable.

He seats himself in an arm-chair by the fire and draws HIALMAR down
into another

alongside of it.

Hialmar (sentimentally).After all, Gregers, I thank you for inviting me to
your father's table; for I take it as a sign that you have got over your
feeling against me.

Gregers (surprised).How could you imagine I had any feeling against
you?

Hialmar. You had at first, you know.

Gregers. How at first?



Hialmar. After the great misfortune. It was natural enough that you
should. Your father was within an ace of being drawn into that — well,
that terrible business.

Gregers. Why should that give me any feeling against you? Who can
have put that into your head?

Hialmar. I know it did, Gregers; your father told me so himself.

Gregers (starts). My father! Oh indeed. H'm. — Was that why you never
let me hear from you? — not a single word.

Hialmar. Yes.

Gregers. Not even when you made up your mind to become a
photographer?

Hialmar. Your father said I had better not write to you at all, about
anything.

Gregers (looking straight before him).

Well well, perhaps he was right. — But tell me now, Hialmar: are you
pretty well

satistfied with your present position?

Hialmar (with a little sigh).Oh yes, I am; I have really no cause to
complain. At first, as you may guess, I felt it a little strange. It was such a
totally new state of things for me. But of course my whole circumstances
were totally changed. Father's utter,

irretrievable ruin, — the shame and disgrace of it, Gregers

Gregers (affected).Yes, yes; I understand.

Hialmar. I couldn't think of remaining at college; there wasn't a shilling to
spare; on

the contrary, there were debts — mainly to your father I believe —
Gregers. Hm — -

Hialmar. In short, I thought it best to break, once for all, with my old
surroundings and associations. It was your father that specially urged me
to it; and since he

interested himself so much in me

Gregers. My father did?

Hialmar. Yes, you surely knew that, didn't you? Where do you suppose I
found the money to learn photography, and to furnish a studio and make a
start? All that costs a

pretty penny, I can tell you.

Gregers. And my father provided the money?

Hialmar. Yes, my dear fellow, didn't you know? I understood him to say
he had written to you about it.

Gregers. Not a word about his part in the business. He must have
forgotten it. Our

correspondence has always been purely a business one. So it was my
father that —



|

Hialmar. Yes, certainly. He didn't wish it to be generally known; but he it
was. And of

course it was he, too, that put me in a position to marry. Don't you —
don't you

know about that either?

Gregers. No, I haven't heard a word of it. (Shakes him by the arm). But,
my dear Hialmar , I can't tell you what pleasure all this gives me —
pleasure, and self-reproach. I have perhaps done my father injustice after
all — in some things. This proves that he has a heart. It shows a sort of
compunction —

Hialmar. Compunction — ?

Gregers. Yes, yes — whatever you like to call it. Oh, I can't tell you how
glad [ am to

hear this of father. — So you are a married man, Hialmar! That is further
than I

shall ever get. Well, I hope you are happy in your married life?

Hialmar. Yes, thoroughly happy. She is as good and capable a wife as any
man could wish for. And she is by no means without culture.

Gregers (rather surprised).No, of course not.

Hialmar. You see, life is itself an education. Her daily intercourse with
me — And then we know one or two rather remarkable men, who come a
good deal about us. I

assure you, you would hardly know Gina again.

Gregers. Gina?

Hialmar. Yes; had you forgotten that her name was Gina?

Gregers. Whose name? I haven't the slightest idea —

Hialmar. Don't you remember that she used to be in service here?

Gregers (looks at him.)Is it Gina Hansen — ?

Hialmar. Yes, of course it is Gina Hansen.

Gregers. — -who kept house for us during the last year of my mother's
illness?

Hialmar. Yes, exactly. But, my dear friend, I'm quite sure your father told
you that I

was married.

Gregers (who has risen).Oh yes, he mentioned it; but not that —
(Walking about the room.) Stay — perhaps he did — now that I think of
it. My father always writes such short letters. (Half seats himself on the
arm of the chair.) Now, tell me, Hialmar — this is interesting — how did
you come to know Gina — your wife?

Hialmar. The simplest thing in the world. You know Gina did not stay
here long,



everything was so much upset at that time, owing to your mother's illness
and so

forth, that Gina was not equal to it all; so she gave notice and left. That
was

the year before your mother died — or it may have been the same year.
Gregers. It was the same year. [ was up at the works then. But afterwards
— 9

Hialmar. Well, Gina lived at home with her mother, Madam Hansen, an
excellent

hard-working woman, who kept a little eating-house. She had a room to
let too; a

very nice comfortable room.

Gregers. And I suppose you were lucky enough to secure it?

Hialmar. Yes; in fact, it was your father that recommended it to me. So it
was there, you see, that I really came to know Gina.

Gregers. And then you got engaged?

Hialmar. Yes. It doesn't take young people long to fall in love — ; h'm —
Gregers (rises and moves about a little).Tell me: was it after your
engagement — was it then that my father — I mean was it then that you
began to take up photography?

Hialmar. Yes, precisely. I wanted to make a start, and to set up house as
soon as

possible; and your father and I agreed that this photography business was
the

readiest way. Gina thought so too. Oh, and there was another thing in its
favour, by-the-bye: it happened, luckily, that Gina had learnt to retouch.
Gregers. That chimed in marvellously.

Hialmar (pleased, rises).Yes, didn't it? Don't you think it was a
marvellous piece of luck?

Gregers. Oh, unquestionably. My father seems to have been almost a kind
of providence for you.

Hialmar (with emotion).He did not forsake his old friend's son in the hour
of his need. For he has a heart. you see.

Mrs. Sorby (enters, arm-in-arm with WERLE).

Nonsense, my dear Mr. Werle; you mustn't stop there any longer staring
at all

the lights. It's very bad for you.

Werle (lets go her arm and passes his hand over his eyes).] daresay you
are right.

PETTERSEN and JENSEN carry round refreshment trays.

Mrs. Sorby (to the Guests in the other room).

This way, if you please, gentlemen. Whoever wants a glass of punch must
be so



good as to come in here.

The Flabby Gentleman (comes up to MRS. SORBY).Surely, it isn't
possible that you have suspended our cherished right to smoke?

Mrs. Sorby. Yes. No smoking here, in Mr. Werle's sanctum,
Chamberlain.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. When did you enact these stringent
amendments on the cigar law, Mrs. Sorby?

Mrs. Sorby. After the last dinner, Chamberlain, when certain persons
permitted themselves to overstep the mark.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. And may one never overstep the mark a
little bit, Madame Bertha? Not the least little bit?

Mrs. Sorby. Not in any respect whatsoever, Mr. Balle. Most of the Guests
have assembled in the study; servants hand round glasses of Punch.

Werle (to HIALMAR, who is standing beside a table),What are you
studying so intently, Ekdal?

Hialmar. Only an album, Mr. Werle.

The Thin-haired Gentleman (who is wandering about).Ah, photographs!
They are quite in your line of course.

The Flabby Gentleman (in an arm-chair).Haven't you brought any of your
own with you?

Hialmar. No, I haven't.

The Flabby Gentleman. You ought to have; it's very good for the
digestion to sit and look at pictures.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. And it contributes to the entertainment, you
know.

The Short-sighted Gentleman. And all contributions are thankfully
received.

Mrs. Sorby. The Chamberlains think that when one is invited out to
dinner, one ought to exert oneself a little in return, Mr. Ekdal.

The Flabby Gentleman. Where one dines so well, that duty becomes a
pleasure.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. And when it's a case of the struggle for
existence, you know —

Mrs. Sorby. I quite agree with you!

They continue the conversation, with laughter and joking.

Gregers (softly).Y ou must join in, Hialmar.

Hialmar (writhing).What am I to talk about?

The Flabby Gentleman. Don't you think, Mr. Werle, that Tokay may be
considered one of the more wholesome sorts of wine?

Werle (by the fire).I can answer for the Tokay you had to-day, at any rate;
it's one of the very finest seasons. Of course you would notice that.

The Flabby Gentleman. Yes, it had a remarkably delicate flavour.
Hialmar (shyly).Is there any difference between the seasons?



The Flabby Gentleman (laughs).Come! That's good!

Werle (smiles).It really doesn't pay to set fine wine before you.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. Tokay is like photographs, Mr. Ekdal: they
both need sunshine. Am I not right?

Hialmar. Yes, light is important no doubt.

Mrs. Sorby. And it's exactly the same with Chamberlains — they, too,
depend very much on sunshine,* as the saying is.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. Oh fie! That's a very threadbare sarcasm!
The Short-sighted Gentleman. Mrs. Sorby is coming out —

The Flabby Gentleman. — and at our expense, too. (Holds up his finger
reprovingly.) Oh, Madame Bertha, Madame Bertha!

Mrs. Sorby. Yes, and there's not the least doubt that the seasons differ
greatly. The old

vintages are the finest.

The Short-sighted Gentleman. Do you reckon me among the old
vintages?

Mrs. Sorby. Oh, far from it.

The Thin-haired Gentleman. There now! But me, dear Mrs. Sorby — ?
The Flabby Gentleman. Yes, and me? What vintage should you say that
we belong to?

Mrs. Sorby. Why, to the sweet vintages, gentlemen.

She sips a glass of punch. The gentlemen laugh and flirt with her.

Werle. Mrs. Sorby can always find a loop-hole — when she wants to. Fill
your glasses, gentlemen! Pettersen, will you see to it — ! Gregers,
suppose we have a glass together. (Gregers does not move.) Won't you
join us, Ekdal? I found no

opportunity of drinking with you at table. *

The "sunshine" of Court favour.

GRABERG, the Bookkeeper, looks in at the baize door.

Graberg. Excuse me, sir, but [ can't get out.

Werle. Have you been locked in again?

Graberg. Yes, and Flakstad has carried off the keys.

Werle. Well, you can pass out this way.

Graberg. But there's some one else —

Werle. All right; come through, both of you. Don't be afraid.

GRABERG and OLD EKDAL come out of the office.

Werle (involuntarily).Ugh!

The laughter and talk among the Guests cease. HIALMAR starts at the
sight of his

father, puts down his glass, and turns towards the fireplace.

Ekdal (does not look up, but makes little bows to both sides as he passes,
murmuring).Beg pardon, come the wrong way. Door locked — door
locked. Beg pardon. He and GRABERG go out by the back, to the right.



Werle (between his teeth).That idiot Graberg.

Gregers (open-mouthed and staring, to HIALMAR).Why surely that
wasn't — !

The Flabby Gentleman. What's the matter? Who was it?

Gregers. Oh, nobody, only the bookkeeper and some one with him.

The Short-sighted Gentleman (to HHALMAR). Did you know that man?
Hialmar. I don't know — I didn't notice —

The Flabby Gentleman. What the deuce has come over every one?

He joins another group who are talking softly.

Mrs. Sorby (whispers to the Servant).Give him something to take with
him; — something good, mind.

Petterson (nods).I'll see to it. Goes out. Gregers (softly and with emotion,
to HTALMAR).So that was really he!

Hialmar. Yes.

Gregers. And you could stand there and deny that you knew him!

Hialmar (whispers vehemently).But how could [ — !

Gregers. — acknowledge your own father?

Hialmar (with pain).Oh, if you were in my place — The conversation
amongst the Guests, which has been carried on in a low tone, now swells
into constrained joviality.

The Thin-haired Gentleman (approaching HIALMAR and GREGERS in
a friendly

manner).Aha! Reviving old college memories, eh? Don't you smoke, Mr.
Ekdal? May I give you a light? Oh, by-the-bye, we mustn't —

Hialmar. No, thank you, I won't —

The Flabby Gentleman. Haven't you a nice little poem you could recite to
us, Mr. Ekdal? You used to recite so charmingly.

Hialmar. I am sorry I can't remember anything.

The Flabby Gentleman. Oh, that's a pity. Well, what shall we do, Balle?
Both Gentlemen move away and pass into the other room.

Hialmar (gloomily).Gregers — I am going! When a man has felt the
crushing hand of Fate, you see — Say good-bye to your father for me.
Gregers. Yes, yes. Are you going straight home?

Hialmar. Yes. Why?

Gregers. Oh, because I may perhaps look in on you later.

Hialmar. No, you mustn't do that. You must not come to my home. Mine
i1s a melancholy abode, Gregers; especially after a splendid banquet like
this. We can always arrange to meet somewhere in the town.

Mrs. Sorby (who has quietly approached).Are you going, Ekdal?
Hialmar. Yes.

Mrs. Sorby. Remember me to Gina.

Hialmar. Thanks.

Mrs. Sorby. And say I am coming up to see her one of these days.



Hialmar. Yes, thank you. (To GREGERS.) Stay here; I will slip out
unobserved.

He saunters away, then into the other room, and so out to the right.

Mrs. Sorby (softly to the Servant, who has come back).

Well, did you give the old man something?

Petterson. Yes; I sent him off with a bottle of cognac.

Mrs. Sorby. Oh, you might have thought of something better than that.
Petterson. Oh no, Mrs. Sorby; cognac is what he likes best in the world.
The Flabby Gentleman (in the doorway with a sheet of music in his
hand).

Shall we play a duet, Mrs. Sorby?

Mrs. Sorby. Yes, suppose we do.

The Guests. Bravo, bravo! She goes with all the Guests through the back
room, out to the right. GREGERS remains standing by the fire. WERLE
is looking for Something on the writing-table, and appears to wish that
GREGERS would go; as GREGERS does not move, WERLE goes
towards the door.

Gregers. Father, won't you stay a moment?

Werle (stops).What is it?

Gregers. | must have a word with you.

Werle. Can it not wait till we are alone?

Gregers. No, it cannot; for perhaps we shall never be alone together.
Werle (drawing nearer). What do you mean by that? During what follows,
the pianoforte is faintly heard from the distant music-room. Gregers.

How has that family been allowed to go so miserably to the wall?

Werle. You mean the Ekdals, I suppose.

Gregers. Yes, I mean the Ekdals. Lieutenant Ekdal was once so closely
associated with you. Werle.

Much too closely; I have felt that to my cost for many a year. It is thanks
to

him that [ — yes I — have had a kind of slur cast upon my reputation.
Gregers (softly).Are you sure that he alone was to blame?

Werle. Who else do you suppose — ?

Gregers. You and he acted together in that affair of the forests —

Werle. But was it not Ekdal that drew the map of the tracts we had bought
— that

fraudulent map! It was he who felled all that timber illegally on
Government

ground. In fact, the whole management was in his hands. I was quite in
the dark

as to what Lieutenant Ekdal was doing.

Gregers. Lieutenant Ekdal himself seems to have been very much in the
dark as to what he as doing.



Werle. That may be. But the fact remains that he was found guilty and I
acquitted.

Gregers. Yes, | know that nothing was proved against you.

Werle. Acquittal is acquittal. Why do you rake up these old miseries that
turned my

hair grey before its time? Is that the sort of thing you have been brooding
over

up there, all these years? I can assure you, Gregers, here in the town the
whole

story has been forgotten long ago — so far as I am concerned.

Gregers. But that unhappy Ekdal family —

Werle. What would you have had me do for the people?

When Ekdal came out of prison he was a broken-down being, past all
help. There

are people in the world who dive to the bottom the moment they get a
couple of

slugs in their body, and never come to the surface again. You may take
my word

for it, Gregers, I have done all I could without positively laying myself
open

to all sorts of suspicion and gossip —

Gregers. Suspicion — ? Oh, I see.

Werle. I have given Ekdal copying to do for the office, and I pay him far,
far more for

it than his work is worth —

Gregers (without looking at him).H'm; that I don't doubt.

Werle. You laugh? Do you think I am not telling you the truth? Well, |
certainly can't

refer you to my books, for I never enter payments of that sort.

Gregers (smiles coldly).No, there are certain payments it is best to keep
no account of.

Werle (taken aback).What do you mean by that?

Gregers (mustering up courage).Have you entered what it cost you to
have Hialmar Ekdal taught photography?

Werle. I? How "entered" it?

Gregers. | have learnt that it was you who paid for his training. And I
have learnt, too,

that it was you who enabled him to set up house so comfortably.

Werle. Well, and yet you talk as though I had done nothing for the
Ekdals! T can assure you these people have cost me enough in all
conscience.

Gregers. Have you entered any of these expenses in your books?

Werle. Why do you ask?



Gregers. Oh, I have my reasons. Now tell me: when you interested
yourself so warmly in your old friend's son — it was just before his
marriage, was it not?

Werle. Why, deuce take it — after all these years, how can [ — ?
Gregers. You wrote me a letter about that time — a business letter, of
course; and in a

postscript you mentioned — quite briefly — that Hialmar Ekdal had
married a Miss

Hansen.

Werle. Yes, that was quite right. That was her name.

Gregers. But you did not mention that this Miss Hansen was Gina Hansen
— our former housekeeper.

Werle (with a forced laugh of derision).No; to tell the truth, it didn't occur
to me that you were so particularly interested in our former housekeeper.
Gregers. No more I was. But (lowers his voice) there were others in this
house who were particularly interested in her.

Werle. What do you mean by that? (Flaring up.) You are not alluding to

me, [ hope?

Gregers (softly but firmly).Yes, I am alluding to you.

Werle. And you dare — ! You presume to — ! How can that ungrateful
hound — that

photographer fellow — how dare he go making such insinuations!
Gregers. Hialmar has never breathed a word about this. I don't believe he
has the

faintest suspicion of such a thing.

Werle. Then where have you got it from? Who can have put such notions
in your head?

Gregers. My poor unhappy mother told me; and that the very last time I
saw her.

Werle. Your mother! I might have known as much! You and she — you
always held together. It was she who turned you against me, from the
first.

Gregers. No, it was all that she had to suffer and submit to, until she
broke down and

came to such a pitiful end.

Werle. Oh, she had nothing to suffer or submit to; not more than most
people, at all

events. But there's no getting on with morbid, overstrained creatures —
that I

have learnt to my cost. — And you could go on nursing such a suspicion
burrowing into all sorts of old rumours and slanders against your own
father! I



must say, Gregers, | really think that at your age you might find
something more

useful to do.

Gregers. Yes, it is high time.

Werle. Then perhaps your mind would be easier than it seems to be now.
What can be your object in remaining up at the works, year out and year
in, drudging away like a

common clerk, and not drawing a farthing more than the ordinary
monthly wage? It

is downright folly.

Gregers. Ah, if I were only sure of that.

Werle. I understand you well enough. You want to be independent; you
won't be beholden to me for anything. Well, now there happens to be an
opportunity for you to

become independent, your own master in everything.

Gregers. Indeed? In what way — ?

Werle. When I wrote you insisting on your coming to town at once —
h'm —

Gregers. Yes, what is it you really want of me? I have been waiting all
day to know.

Werle. I want to propose that you should enter the firm, as partner.
Gregers. I! Join your firm? As partner?

Werle. Yes. It would not involve our being constantly together. You
could take over the business here in town, and I should move up to the
works.

Gregers. You would?

Werle. The fact is, I am not so fit for work as I once was. I am obliged to
spare my

eyes, Gregers; they have begun to trouble me.

Gregers. They have always been weak.

Werle. Not as they are now. And, besides, circumstances might possibly
make it

desirable for me to live up there — for a time, at any rate.

Gregers. That is certainly quite a new idea to me.

Werle. Listen, Gregers: there are many things that stand between us; but
we are father

and son after all. We ought surely to be able to come to some sort of
understanding with each other.

Gregers. Outwardly, you mean, of course?

Werle. Well, even that would be something. Think it over, Gregers. Don't
you think it

ought to be possible? Eh?

Gregers (looking at him coldly).There is something behind all this.



Werle. How so?

Gregers. You want to make use of me in some way.

Werle. In such a close relationship as ours, the one can always be useful
to the other.

Gregers. Yes, so people say.

Werle. I want very much to have you at home with me for a time. [ am a
lonely man,

Gregers; I have always felt lonely, all my life through; but most of all
now

that [ am getting up in years. I feel the need of some one about me —
Gregers. You have Mrs. Sorby.

Werle. Yes, I have her; and she has become, I may say, almost
indispensable to me. She is lively and even-tempered; she brightens up
the house; and that is a very

great thing for me.

Gregers. Well then, you have everything just as you wish it.

Werle. Yes, but I am afraid it can't last. A woman so situated may easily
find herself

in a false position, in the eyes of the world. For that matter it does a man
no

good, either.

Gregers. Oh, when a man gives such dinners as you give, he can risk a
great deal.

Werle. Yes, but how about the woman, Gregers? I fear she won't accept
the situation

much longer; and even if she did — even if, out of attachment to me, she
were to

take her chance of gossip and scandal and all that — ? Do you think,
Gregers —

you with your strong sense of justice —

Gregers (interrupts him).Tell me in one word: are you thinking of
marrying her?

Werle. Suppose I were thinking of it? What then?

Gregers. That's what I say: what then?

Werle. Should you be inflexibly opposed to it!

Gregers. — Not at all. Not by any means.

Werle. I was not sure whether your devotion to your mother's memory —
Gregers. I am not overstrained.

Werle. Well, whatever you may or may not be, at all events you have
lifted a great

weight from my mind. [ am extremely pleased that I can reckon on your
concurrence in this matter.



Gregers (looking intently at him).Now I see the use you want to put me
to.

Werle. Use to put you to? What an expression!

Gregers. Oh, don't let us be nice in our choice of words — not when we
are alone

together, at any rate. (With a short laugh.) Well well. So this is what
made it

absolutely essential that I should come to town in person. For the sake of
Mrs.

Sorby, we are to get up a pretence at family life in the house — a tableau
of

filial affection! That will be something new indeed.

Werle. How dare you speak in that tone!

Gregers. Was there ever any family life here? Never since | can
remember. But now,

forsooth, your plans demand something of the sort. No doubt it will have
an

excellent effect when it is reported that the son has hastened home, on the
wings of filial piety, to the grey-haired father's wedding-feast. What will
then

remain of all the rumours as to the wrongs the poor dead mother had to
submit

to? Not a vestige. Her son annihilates them at one stroke.

Werle. Gregers — I believe there is no one in the world you detest as you
do me.

Gregers (softly).I have seen you at too close quarters.

Werle. You have seen me with your mother's eyes. (Lowers his voice a
little.) But you

should remember that her eyes were — clouded now and then.

Gregers (quivering).l see what you are hinting at. But who was to blame
for mother's unfortunate weakness? Why you, and all those — ! The last
of them was this woman that you palmed off upon Hialmar Ekdal, when
you were — Ugh!

Werle (shrugs his shoulders).Word for word as if it were your mother
speaking!

Gregers (without heeding).And there he is now, with his great, confiding,
childlike mind, compassed about with all this treachery — living under
the same roof with such a creature, and never dreaming that what he calls
his home is built upon a lie! (Comes a step nearer.) When I look back
upon your past, I seem to see a battle-field with

shattered lives on every hand.

Werle. I begin to think the chasm that divides us is too wide.



Gregers (bowing, with self-command).So | have observed; and therefore I
take my hat and go.

Werle. You are going! Out of the house?

Gregers. Yes. For at last I see my mission in life.

Werle. What mission?

Gregers. You would only laugh if I told you.

Werle. A lonely man doesn't laugh so easily, Gregers.

Gregers (pointing towards the background).

Look, father, — the Chamberlains are playing blind-man's-buff with Mrs.
Sorby. —

Good-night and good-bye. He goes out by the back to the right. Sounds
of laughter and merriment from the Company, who are now visible in the
outer room.

Werle (muttering contemptuously after GREGERS).Ha — ! Poor wretch
— and he says he is not overstrained!

ACT SECOND

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio, a good-sized room, evidently in the top
storey of the

building. On the right, a sloping roof of large panes of glass, half-covered
by

a blue curtain. In the right-hand corner, at the back, the entrance door;
farther forward, on the same side, a door leading to the sitting-room. Two
doors

on the opposite side, and between them an iron stove. At the back, a wide
double

sliding-door. The studio is plainly but comfortably fitted up and
furnished.

Between the doors on the right, standing out a little from the wall, a sofa
with

a table and some chairs; on the table a lighted lamp with a shade; beside
the

stove an old arm-chair. Photographic instruments and apparatus of
different

kinds lying about the room. Against the back wall, to the left of the
double

door, stands a bookcase containing a few books, boxes, and bottles of
chemicals,

instruments, tools, and other objects. Photographs and small articles, such
as

camel's-hair pencils, paper, and so forth, lie on the table. GINA EKDAL
Ssits on



a chair by the table, sewing. HEDVIG is sitting on the sofa, with her
hands

shading her eyes and her thumbs in her ears, reading a book.

Gina (glances once or twice at HEDVIG, as if with secret anxiety; then
says):

Hedvig! Hedvig (does not hear). Gina (repeats more loudly).

Hedvig!

Hedvig (takes away her hands and looks up).Yes, mother?

Gina. Hedvig dear, you mustn't sit reading any longer now.

Hedvig. Oh mother, mayn't [ read a little more? Just a little bit?

Gina. No, no, you must put away your book now. Father doesn't like it;
he never reads

hisself in the evening.

Hedvig (shuts the book).No, father doesn't care much about reading,.

Gina (puts aside her sewing and takes up a lead pencil and a little
account-book

from the table).Can you remember how much we paid for the butter to-
day?

Hedvig. It was one crown sixty-five.

Gina. That's right. (Puts it down.) It's terrible what a lot of butter we get
through

in this house. Then there was the smoked sausage, and the cheese — let
me see —

(Writes) — and the ham — (Adds up.) Yes, that makes just —

Hedvig. And then the beer.

Gina. Yes, to be sure. (Writes.) How it do mount up! But we can't
manage with no less.

Hedvig. And then you and I didn't need anything hot for dinner, as father
was out.

Gina. No; that was so much to the good. And then I took eight crowns
fifty for the

photographs.

Hedvig. Really! So much as that?

Gina. Exactly eight crowns fifty.

Silence. GINA takes up her sewing again, HEDVIG takes paper and
pencil and

begins to draw, shading her eyes with her left hand.

Hedvig. Isn't it jolly to think that father is at Mr. Werle's big dinner-
party?

Gina. You know he's not really Mr. Werle's guest. It was the son invited
him. (After a

pause.) We have nothing to do with that Mr. Werle.



Hedvig. I'm longing for father to come home. He promised to ask Mrs.
Sorby for something nice for me.

Gina. Yes, there's plenty of good things going in that house, I can tell
you.

Hedvig (goes on drawing).And I believe I'm a little hungry too.

OLD EKDAL, with the paper parcel under his arm and another parcel in
his coat

pocket, comes in by the entrance door.

Gina. How late you are to-day, grandfather!

Ekdal. They had locked the office door. Had to wait in Graberg's room.
And then they

let me through — h'm.

Hedvig. Did you get some more copying to do, grandfather?

Ekdal. This whole packet. Just look.

Gina. That's capital.

Hedvig. And you have another parcel in your pocket.

Ekdal. Eh? Oh never mind, that's nothing. (Puts his stick away in a
corner.) This work

will keep me going a long time, Gina. (Opens one of the sliding-doors in
the

back wall a little.) Hush! (Peeps into the room for a moment, then pushes
the

door carefully to again.) Hee-hee! They're fast asleep, all the lot of them.
And

she's gone into the basket herself. Hee-hee!

Hedvig. Are you sure she isn't cold in that basket, grandfather?

Ekdal. Not a bit of it! Cold? With all that straw? (Goes towards the
farther door on

the left.) There are matches in here, I suppose.

Gina. The matches is on the drawers.

EKDAL goes into his room.

Hedvig. It's nice that grandfather has got all that copying.

Gina. Yes, poor old father; it means a bit of pocket-money for him.
Hedvig. And he won't be able to sit the whole forenoon down at that
horrid Madam

Eriksen's.

Gina. No more he won't. Short silence. Hedvig.

Do you suppose they are still at the dinner-table?

Gina. Goodness knows; as like as not.

Hedvig. Think of all the delicious things father is having to eat! I'm
certain he'll be

in splendid spirits when he comes. Don't you think so, mother?

Gina. Yes; and if only we could tell him that we'd got the room let —



Hedvig. But we don't need that this evening.

Gina. Oh, we'd be none the worst of it, I can tell you. It's no use to us as it
1s.

Hedvig. I mean we don't need it this evening, for father will be in a good
humour at any rate. It is best to keep the letting of the room for another
time.

Gina (looks across at her).You like having some good news to tell father
when he comes home in the evening?

Hedvig. Yes; for then things are pleasanter somehow.

Gina (thinking to herself).Yes, yes, there's something in that.

OLD EKDAL comes in again and is going out by the foremost door to
the left.

Gina (half turning in her chair).Do you want something out of the
kitchen, grandfather?

Ekdal. Yes, yes, I do. Don't you trouble. (Goes out.

Gina. He's not poking away at the fire, is he? (Waits a moment.) Hedvig,
go and see

what he's about.

EKDAL comes in again with a small jug of steaming hot water.

Hedvig. Have you been getting some hot water, grandfather?

Ekdal. Yes, hot water. Want it for something. Want to write, and the ink
has got as

thick as porridge — h'm.

Gina. But you'd best have your supper, first, grandfather. It's laid in there.
Ekdal. Can't be bothered with supper, Gina. Very busy, I tell you. No
one's to come to

my room. No one — h'm.

He goes into his room; GINA and HEDVIG look at each other.

Gina (softly).Can you imagine where he's got money from?

Hedvig. From Graberg, perhaps.

Gina. Not a bit of it. Graberg always sends the money to me.

Hedvig. Then he must have got a bottle on credit somewhere.

Gina. Poor grandfather, who'd give him credit?

HIALMAR EKDAL, in an overcoat and grey felt hat, comes in from the
right.

Gina (throws down her sewing and rises).Why, Ekdal, Is that you
already?

Hedvig (at the same time jumping up).Fancy your coming so soon,
father!

Hialmar (taking off his hat).Yes, most of the people were coming away.
Hedvig. So early?

Hialmar. Yes, it was a dinner-party, you know. Is taking off his overcoat.
Gina. Let me help you.



Hedvig. Me too.

They draw off his coat; GINA hangs it up on the back wall.

Hedvig. Were there many people there, father?

Hialmar. Oh no, not many. We were about twelve or fourteen at table.
Gina. And you had some talk with them all?

Hialmar. Oh yes, a little; but Gregers took me up most of the time.

Gina. Is Gregers as ugly as ever?

Hialmar. Well, he's not very much to look at. Hasn't the old man come
home? Hedvig Yes, grandfather is in his room, writing.

Hialmar. Did he say anything?

Gina. No, what should he say?

Hialmar. Didn't he say anything about — ? I heard something about his
having been with Graberg. I'll go in and see him for a moment.

Gina. No, no, better not.

Hialmar. Why not? Did he say he didn't want me to go in?

Gina. I don't think he wants to see nobody this evening —

Hedvig (making signs).H'm — h'm!

Gina (not noticing).— he has been in to fetch hot water —

Hialmar. Aha! Then he's —

Gina. Yes, | suppose so.

Hialmar. Oh God! my poor old white-haired father! — Well, well; there
let him sit and get all the enjoyment he can.

OLD EKDAL, in an indoor coat and with a lighted pipe, comes from his
room.

Ekdal. Got home? Thought it was you I heard talking.

Hialmar. Yes, I have just come.

Ekdal. You didn't see me, did you?

Hialmar. No, but they told me you had passed through — so I thought I
would follow you

. Ekdal. H'm, good of you, Hialmar. — Who were they, all those fellows?
Hialmar. — Oh, all sorts of people. There was Chamberlain Flor, and
Chamberlain Balle, and Chamberlain Kaspersen, and Chamberlain —
this, that, and the other — I don't know who all —

Ekdal (nodding).Hear that, Gina! Chamberlains every one of them!

Gina. Yes, | hear as they're terrible genteel in that house nowadays.
Hedvig. Did the Chamberlains sing, father? Or did they read aloud?
Hialmar. No, they only talked nonsense. They wanted me to recite
something for them; but I knew better than that.

Ekdal. You weren't to be persuaded, eh?

Gina. Oh, you might have done it.

Hialmar. No; one mustn't be at everybody's beck and call. (Walks about
the room.) That's not my way, at any rate.

Ekdal. No, no; Hialmar's not to be had for the asking, he isn't.



Hialmar. I don't see why I should bother myself to entertain people on the
rare occasions when I go into society. Let the others exert themselves.
These fellows go from one great dinner-table to the next and gorge and
guzzle day out and day in. It's

for them to bestir themselves and do something in return for all the good
feeding they get.

Gina. But you didn't say that?

Hialmar (humming).Ho-ho-ho — ; faith, I gave them a bit of my mind.
Ekdal. Not the Chamberlains?

Hialmar. Oh, why not? (Lightly.) After that, we had a little discussion
about Tokay.

Ekdal. Tokay! There's a fine wine for you!

Hialmar (comes to a standstill).It may be a fine wine. But of course you
know the vintages differ; it all depends on how much sunshine the grapes
have had.

Gina. Why, you know everything, Ekdal.

Ekdal. And did they dispute that?

Hialmar. They tried to; but they were requested to observe that it was just
the same with Chamberlains — that with them, too, different batches
were of different

qualities.

Gina. What things you do think of!

Ekdal. Hee-hee! So they got that in their pipes too?

Hialmar. Right in their teeth.

Ekdal. Do you hear that, Gina? He said it right in the very teeth of all the
Chamberlains.

Gina. Fancy — ! Right in their teeth!

Hialmar. Yes, but I don't want it talked about. One doesn't speak of such
things. The

whole affair passed off quite amicably of course. They were nice, genial
fellows; I didn't want to wound them — not I!

Ekdal. Right in their teeth, though — !

Hedvig (caressingly).How nice it is to see you in a dress-coat! It suits you
so well, father.

Hialmar. Yes, don't you think so? And this one really sits to perfection. It
fits almost

as if it had been made for me; — a little tight in the arm-holes perhaps; —
help

me, Hedvig (takes off the coat). I think I'll put on my jacket. Where is my
jacket, Gina?

Gina. Here it is. (Brings the jacket and helps him.)

Hialmar. That's it! Don't forget to send the coat back to Molvik first thing
to-morrow



morning.

Gina (laying it away).I'll be sure and see to it.

Hialmar (stretching himself).After all, there's a more homely feeling
about this. A free-and-easy indoor costume suits my whole personality
better. Don't you think so, Hedvig?

Hedvig. Yes, father.

Hialmar. When I loosen my necktie into a pair of flowing ends — like
this?

Hedvig. Yes, that goes so well with your moustache and the sweep of
your curls.

Hialmar. I should not call them curls exactly; I should rather say locks.
Hedvig. Yes, they are too big for curls.

Hialmar. Locks describes them better.

Hedvig (after a pause, twitching his jacket).Father!

Hialmar. Well, what is it?

Hedvig. Oh, you know very well.

Hialmar. No, really I don't —

Hedvig (half laughing, half whispering).Oh, yes, father; now don't tease
me any longer!

Hialmar. Why, what do you mean?

Hedvig (shaking him).Oh what nonsense; come, where are they, father?
All the good things you promised me, you know?

Hialmar. Oh — if I haven't forgotten all about them!

Hedvig. Now you're only teasing me, father! Oh, it's too bad of you!
Where have you put them? Hialmar.

No, I positively forgot to get anything. But wait a little! I have something
else for you, Hedvig. Goes and searches in the pockets of the coat.
Hedvig (skipping and clapping her hands).Oh mother, mother!

Gina. There, you see; if you only give him time —

Hialmar (with a paper).Look, here it is.

Hedvig. That? Why, that's only a paper.

Hialmar. That is the bill of fare, my dear; the whole bill of fare. Here you
see: "Menu"

— that means bill of fare.

Hedvig. Haven't you anything else?

Hialmar. I forgot the other things, I tell you. But you may take my word
for it, these

dainties are very unsatisfying. Sit down at the table and read the bill of
fare,

and then I'll describe to you how the dishes taste. Here you are, Hedvig.
Hedvig (gulping down her tears).Thank you. (She seats herself, but does
not read; GINA makes signs to her; HIALMAR notices it.)



Hialmar (pacing up and down the room).It's monstrous what absurd
things the father of a family is expected to think of; and if he forgets the
smallest trifle, he is treated to sour faces at once. Well, well, one gets
used to that too. (Stops near the stove, by the old man's chair.) Have you
peeped in there this evening, father?

Ekdal. Yes, to be sure I have. She's gone into the basket.

Hialmar. Ah, she has gone into the basket. Then she's beginning to get
used to it.

Ekdal. Yes; just as I prophesied. But you know there are still a few little
things —

Hialmar. A few improvements, yes.

Ekdal. They've got to be made, you know.

Hialmar. Yes, let us have a talk about the improvements, father. Come,
let us sit on the sofa.

Ekdal. All right. H'm — think I'll just fill my pipe first. Must clean it out,
too.

H'm. He goes into his room.

Gina (smiling to HTALMAR).His pipe!

Hialmar. Oh yes yes, Gina; let him alone — the poor shipwrecked old
man. — Yes, these improvements — we had better get them out of hand
to-morrow.

Gina. You'll hardly have time to-morrow, Ekdal.

Hedvig (interposing).Oh yes he will, mother!

Gina. — for remember them prints that has to be retouched; they've sent
for them time after time.

Hialmar. There now! those prints again! I shall get them finished all
right! Have any new orders come in?

Gina. No, worse luck; to-morrow I have nothing but those two sittings,
you know.

Hialmar. Nothing else? Oh no, if people won't set about things with a will
Gina. But what more can I do? Don't I advertise in the papers as much as
we can

afford?

Hialmar. Yes, the papers, the papers; you see how much good they do.
And I suppose no one has been to look at the room either?

Gina. No, not yet.

Hialmar. That was only to be expected. If people won't keep their eyes
open — . Nothing can be done without a real effort, Gina!

Hedvig (going towards him).Shall I fetch you the flute, father?

Hialmar. No; no flute for me; I want no pleasures in this world. (Pacing
about.) Yes,



indeed I will work to-morrow; you shall see if I don't. You may be sure I
shall

work as long as my strength holds out.

Gina. But my dear good Ekdal, I didn't mean it in that way.

Hedvig. Father, mayn't [ bring in a bottle of beer?

Hialmar. No, certainly not. I require nothing, nothing — (Comes to a
standstill.) Beer? Was it beer you were talking about?

Hedvig (cheerfully).Yes, father; beautiful fresh beer.

Hialmar. Well — since you insist upon it, you may bring in a bottle.

Gina. Yes, do; and we'll be nice and cosy. HEDVIG runs towards the
kitchen door.

Hialmar (by the stove, stops her, looks at her, puts his arm round her neck
and

presses her to him).Hedvig, Hedvig!

Hedvig (with tears of joy).My dear, kind father!

Hialmar. No, don't call me that. Here have I been feasting at the rich
man's table, —

battening at the groaning board — ! And I couldn't even — !

Gina (sitting at the table).Oh, nonsense, nonsense, Ekdal.

Hialmar. It's not nonsense! And yet you mustn't be too hard upon me.
You know that I love you for all that.

Hedvig (throwing her arms round him).And we love you, oh, so dearly,
father!

Hialmar. And if I am unreasonable once in a while, — why then — you
must remember that [ am a man beset by a host of cares. There, there!
(Dries his eyes.) No beer at such a moment as this. Give me the flute.
HEDVIG runs to the bookcase and

fetches it.
Hialmar. Thanks! That's right. With my flute in my hand and you two at
my side — ah — !

HEDVIG seats herself at the table near GINA; HIALMAR paces
backwards and

forwards, pipes up vigorously, -35- and plays a Bohemian peasant-dance,
but in a slow plaintive tempo, and with sentimental expression.

Hialmar (breaking off the melody, holds out his left hand to GINA, and
says with

emotion):Our roof may be poor and humble, Gina; but it is home. And
with all my heart [ say: here dwells my happiness.

He begins to play again; almost immediately after, a knocking is heard at
the

entrance door.

Gina (rising).Hush, Ekdal, — I think there's some one at the door.
Hialmar (laying the flute on the bookcase).



There! Again! GINA goes and opens the door.

Gregers Werle (in the passage).Excuse me —

Gina (starting back slightly).Oh!

Gregers. — does not Mr. Ekdal, the photographer, live here?

Gina. Yes, he does.

Hialmar (going towards the door).

Gregers! You here after all? Well, come in then.

Gregers (coming in).I told you I would come and look you up.

Hialmar. But this evening — ? Have you left the party?

Gregers. I have left both the party and my father's house. — Good
evening, Mrs. Ekdal. I don't know whether you recognise me?

Gina. Oh yes; it's not difficult to know young Mr. Werle again.

Gregers. No, I am like my mother; and no doubt you remember her.
Hialmar. Left your father's house, did you say?

Gregers. Yes, | have gone to a hotel.

Hialmar. Indeed. Well, since you're here, take off your coat and sit down.
Gregers. Thanks. He takes off his overcoat. He is now dressed in a plain
grey suit of a countrified cut.

Hialmar. Here, on the sofa. Make yourself comfortable.

GREGERS seats himself on the sofa; HIALMAR takes a chair at the
table.

Gregers (looking around him). So these are your quarters, Hialmar — this
is your home.

Hialmar. This is the studio, as you see —

Gina. But it's the largest of our rooms, so we generally sit here.

Hialmar. We used to live in a better place; but this flat has one great
advantage: there

are such capital outer rooms

Gina. And we have a room on the other side of the passage that we can
let.

Gregers (to HIALMAR).Ah — so you have lodgers too?

Hialmar. No, not yet. They're not so easy to find, you see; you have to
keep your eyes

open. (To HEDVIG.) What about that beer, eh? HEDVIG nods and goes
out into the

kitchen.

Gregers. So that is your daughter?

Hialmar. Yes, that is Hedvig.

Gregers. And she is your only child?

Hialmar. Yes, the only one. She is the joy of our lives, and — (lowering
his voice) — at the same time our deepest sorrow, Gregers.

Gregers. What do you mean?

Hialmar. She is in serious danger oflosing her eyesight.



Gregers. Becoming blind?

Hialmar. Yes. Only the first symptoms have appeared as yet, and she may
not feel it much for some time. But the doctor has warned us. It is
coming, inexorably.

Gregers. What a terrible misfortune! How do you account for it?

Hialmar (sighs).Hereditary, no doubt.

Gregers (starting).Hereditary?

Gina. Ekdal's mother had weak eyes.

Hialmar. Yes, so my father says; I can't remember her.

Gregers. Poor child! And how does she take it?

Hialmar. Oh, you can imagine we haven't the heart to tell her of it. She
dreams of no

danger. Gay and careless and chirping like a little bird, she flutters
onward

into a life of endless night. (Overcome.) Oh, it is cruelly hard on me,
Gregers.

HEDVIG brings a tray with beer and glasses, which she sets upon the
table.

Hialmar (stroking her hair). Thanks, thanks, Hedvig.

HEDVIG puts her arm round his neck and whispers in his ear.

Hialmar. No, no bread and butter just now. (Looks up). But perhaps you
would like some,

Gregers.

Gregers (with a gesture of refusal).No, no thank you.

Hialmar (still melancholy).Well, you can bring in a little all the same. If
you have a crust, that is all Iwant. And plenty of butter on it, mind.
HEDVIG nods gaily and goes out into the kitchen again.

Gregers (who has been following her with his eyes).

She seems quite strong and healthy otherwise.

Gina. Yes. In other ways there's nothing amiss with her, thank goodness.
Gregers. She promises to be very like you, Mrs. Ekdal. How old is she
now?

Gina. Hedvig is close on fourteen; her birthday is the day after to-
MOTrTrow.

Gregers. She is pretty tall for her age, then.

Gina. Yes, she's shot up wonderful this last year.

Gregers. It makes one realise one's own age to see these young people
growing up. — How long is it now since you were married?

Gina. We've been married — let me see — just on fifteen years.

Gregers. Is it so long as that?

Gina (becomes attentive; looks at him).Yes, it is indeed.

Hialmar. Yes, so it is. Fifteen years all but a few months. (Changing his
tone.) They



must have been long years for you, up at the works, Gregers.

Gregers. They seemed long — while I was living them; now they are
over, | hardly know how the time has gone.

OLD EKDAL comes from his room without his pipe, but with his old-
fashioned

uniform cap on his head; his gait is somewhat unsteady.

Ekdal. Come now, Hialmar, let's sit down and have a good talk about this
— h'm — what was it again?

Hialmar (going towards him).Father, we have a visitor here — Gregers
Werle. — I don't know if you remember him.

Ekdal (looking at GREGERS, who has risen).Werle? Is that the son?
What does he want with me?

Hialmar. Nothing; it's me he has come to see.

Ekdal. Oh! Then there's nothing wrong?

Hialmar. No, no, of course not.

Ekdal (with a large gesture).Not that I'm afraid, you know; but —
Gregers (goes over to him).I bring you a greeting from your old hunting-
grounds, Lieutenant Ekdal.

Ekdal. Hunting-grounds?

Gregers. Yes, up in Hoidal, about the works, you know.

Ekdal. Oh, up there. Yes, I knew all those places well in the old days.
Gregers. You were a great sportsman then.

Ekdal. So I was, I don't deny it. You're looking at my uniform cap. I don't
ask

anybody's leave to wear it in the house. So long as I don't go out in the
streets with it —

HEDVIG brings a plate of bread and butter, which she puts upon the
table.

Hialmar. Sit down, father, and have a glass of beer. Help yourself,
Gregers.

EKDAL mutters and stumbles over to the sofa. GREGERS seats himself
on the chair

nearest to him, HIALMAR on the other side of GREGERS. GINA sits a
little way

from the table, sewing; HEDVIG stands beside her father.

Gregers. Can you remember, Lieutenant Ekdal, how Hialmar and I used
to come up and visit you in the summer and at Christmas?

Ekdal. Did you? No, no, no; I don't remember it. But sure enough I've
been a tidy bit

of a sportsman in my day. I've shot bears too. I've shot nine of 'em, no
less.

Gregers (looking sympathetically at him).And now you never get any
shooting?



Ekdal. Can't just say that, sir. Get a shot now and then perhaps. Of course
not in the

old way. For the woods you see — the woods, the woods — ! (Drinks.)
Are the

woods fine up there now?

Gregers. Not so fine as in your time. They have been thinned a good deal.
Ekdal. Thinned? (More softly, and as if afraid.) It's dangerous work that.
Bad things

come of it. The woods revenge themselves.

Hialmar (filling up his glass).Come — a little more, father.

Gregers. How can a man like you — such a man for the open air — live
in the midst of a stuffy town, boxed within four walls?

Ekdal (laughs quietly and glances at HIALMAR).Oh, it's not so bad here.
Not at all so bad.

Gregers. But don't you miss all the things that used to be a part of your
very being —

the cool sweeping breezes, the free life in the woods and on the uplands,
among

beasts and birds — ?

Ekdal (smiling).Hialmar, shall we let him see it?

Hialmar (hastily and a little embarrassed).Oh, no no, father; not this
evening.

Gregers. What does he want to show me?

Hialmar. Oh, it's only something — you can see it another time.

Gregers (continues, to the old man).You see I have been thinking,
Lieutenant Ekdal, that you should come up with me to the works; I am
sure to be going back soon. No doubt you could get some copying there
too. And here, you have nothing on earth to interest you — nothing to
liven you up.

Ekdal (stares in astonishment at him).Have I nothing on earth to — !
Gregers. Of course you have Hialmar; but then he has his own family.
And a man like you, who has always had such a passion for what is free
and wild —

Ekdal (thumps the table).Hialmar, he shall see it!

Hialmar. Oh, do you think it's worth while, father? It's all dark.

Ekdal. Nonsense; it's moonlight. (Rises). He shall see it, I tell you. Let me
pass!

Come and help me, Hialmar.

Hedvig. Oh yes, do, father!

Hialmar (rising).Very well then.

Gregers (to GINA).What is it?

Gina. Oh, nothing so very wonderful, after all.



EKDAL and HIALMAR have gone to the back wall and are each pushing
back a side of the sliding door; HEDVIG helps the old man; GREGERS
remains standing by the

sofa; GINA sits still and sews. Through the open doorway a large, deep
irregular

garret is seen with odd nooks and corners; a couple of stove-pipes
running

through it, from rooms below. There are skylights through which clear
moonbeams

shine in on some parts of the great room; others lie in deep shadow.

Ekdal (to GREGERS).You may come close up if you like.

Gregers (going over to them).Why, what is it?

Ekdal. Look for yourself. H'm.

Hialmar (somewhat embarrassed).This belongs to father, you understand.
Gregers (at the door, looks into the garret).Why, you keep poultry,
Lieutenant Ekdal.

Ekdal. Should think we did keep poultry. They've gone to roost now. But
you should just see our fowls by daylight, sir!

Hedvig. And there's a —

Ekdal. Sh — sh! don't say anything about it yet.

Gregers. And you have pigeons too, I see.

Ekdal. Oh yes, haven't we just got pigeons! They have their nest-boxes up
there under

the roof-tree; for pigeons like to roost high, you see.

Hialmar. They aren't all common pigeons.

Ekdal. Common! Should think not indeed! We have tumblers, and a pair
of pouters, too. But come here! Can you see that hutch down there by the
wall?

Gregers. Yes; what do you use it for?

Ekdal. That's where the rabbits sleep, sir.

Gregers. Dear me; so you have rabbits too?

Ekdal. Yes, you may take my word for it, we have rabbits! He wants to
know if we have rabbits, Hialmar! H'm! But now comes the thing, let me
tell you! Here we have

it! Move away, Hedvig. Stand here; that's right, — and now look down
there. —

Don't you see a basket with straw in it?

Gregers. Yes. And I can see a fowl lying in the basket.

Ekdal. H'm — "a fowl]"

Gregers. Isn't it a duck?

Ekdal (hurt). Why, of course it's a duck.

Hialmar. But what kind of duck, do you think?

Hedvig. It's not just a common duck —



Ekdal. Sh!

Gregers. And it's not a Muscovy duck either.

Ekdal. No, Mr. — Werle; it's not a Muscovy duck; for it's a wild duck!
Gregers. Is it really? A wild duck?

Ekdal. Yes, that's what it is. That "fowl]" as you call it — is the wild duck.
It's our

wild duck, sir.

Hedvig. My wild duck. It belongs to me.

Gregers. And can it live up here in the garret? Does it thrive?

Ekdal. Of course it has a trough of water to splash about in, you know.
Hialmar. Fresh water every other day.

Gina (turning towards HIALMAR).But my dear Ekdal, it's getting icy
cold here.

Ekdal. H'm, we had better shut up then. It's as well not to disturb their
night's rest,

too. Close up, Hedvig.

HIALMAR and HEDVIG push the garret doors together.

Ekdal. Another time you shall see her properly. (Seats himself in the arm-
chair by the

stove.) Oh, they're curious things, these wild ducks, I can tell you.
Gregers. How did you manage to catch it, Lieutenant Ekdal?

Ekdal. I didn't catch it. There's a certain man in this town whom we have
to thank for

it.

Gregers (starts slightly).That man was not my father, was he?

Ekdal. You've hit it. Your father and no one else. H'm.

Hialmar. Strange that you should guess that, Gregers.

Gregers. You were telling me that you owed so many things to my father;
and so I thought perhaps —

Gina. But we didn't get the duck from Mr. Werle himself —

Ekdal. It's Hakon Werle we have to thank for her, all the same, Gina. (To
GREGERS.) He was shooting from a boat, you see, and he brought her
down. But your father's sight is not very good now. H'm; she was only
wounded.

Gregers. Ah! She got a couple of slugs in her body, I suppose.

Hialmar. Yes, two or three.

Hedvig. She was hit under the wing, so that she couldn't fly.

Gregers. And I suppose she dived to the bottom, eh?

Ekdal (sleepily, in a thick voice).Of course. Always do that, wild ducks
do. They shoot to the bottom as deep as they can get, sir — and bite
themselves fast in the tangle and seaweed — and all the devil's own mess
that grows down there. And they never come up again.

Gregers. But your wild duck came up again, Lieutenant Ekdal.



Ekdal. He had such an amazingly clever dog, your father had. And that
dog — he dived in after the duck and fetched her up again.

Gregers (who has turned to HIALMAR).And then she was sent to you
here?

Hialmar. Not at once; at first your father took her home. But she wouldn't
thrive there;

so Pettersen was told to put an end to her —

Ekdal (half asleep).H'm — yes — Pettersen — that ass —

Hialmar (speaking more softly).That was how we got her, you see; for
father knows Pettersen a little; and when he heard about the wild duck he
got him to hand her over to us.

Gregers. And now she thrives as well as possible in the garret there?
Hialmar. Yes, wonderfully well. She has got fat. You see, she has lived in
there so long now that she has forgotten her natural wild life; and it all
depends on that.

Gregers. You are right there, Hialmar. Be sure you never let her get a
glimpse of the sky and the sea — . But I mustn't stay any longer; I think
your father is asleep.

Hialmar. Oh, as for that —

Gregers. But, by-the-bye — you said you had a room to let — a spare
room?

Hialmar. Yes; what then? Do you know of anybody — ?

Gregers. Can I have that room?

Hialmar. You?

Gina. Oh no, Mr. Werle, you —

Gregers. May 1 have the room? If so, I'll take possession first thing to-
mMOIrrow morning.

Hialmar. Yes, with the greatest pleasure —

Gina. But, Mr. Werle, I'm sure it's not at all the sort of room for you.
Hialmar. Why, Gina! how can you say that?

Gina. Why, because the room's neither large enough nor light enough,
and —

Gregers. That really doesn't matter, Mrs. Ekdal.

Hialmar. I call it quite a nice room, and not at all badly furnished either.
Gina. But remember the pair of them underneath.

Gregers. What pair?

Gina. Well, there's one as has been a tutor —

Hialmar. That's Molvik — Mr. Molvik, B.A.

Gina. And then there's a doctor, by the name of Relling.

Gregers. Relling? [ know him a little; he practised for a time up in Hoidal.
Gina. They're a regular rackety pair, they are. As often as not, they're out
on the



loose in the evenings; and then they come home at all hours, and they're
not

always just —

Gregers. One soon gets used to that sort of thing. I daresay I shall be like
the wild

duck —

Gina. H'm; I think you ought to sleep upon it first, anyway.

Gregers. You seem very unwilling to have me in the house, Mrs. Ekdal.
Gina. Oh, no! What makes you think that?

Hialmar. Well, you really behave strangely about it,

Gina. (To GREGERS.) Then I suppose you intend to remain in the town
for the present?

Gregers (putting on his overcoat).Yes, now I intend to remain here.
Hialmar. And yet not at your father's? What do you propose to do, then?
Gregers. Ah, if I only knew that, Hialmar, I shouldn't be so badly off! But
when one has the misfortune to be called Gregers — ! "Gregers" — and
then "Werle" after it;

did you ever hear anything so hideous?

Hialmar. Oh, I don't think so at all.

Gregers. Ugh! Bah! I feel I should like to spit upon the fellow that
answers to such a

name. But when a man is once for all doomed to be Gregers — Werle in
this world,

aslam —

Hialmar (laughs).Ha, ha! If you weren't Gregers Werle, what would you
like to be?

Gregers. If I should choose, I should like best to be a clever dog.

Gina. A dog!

Hedvig (involuntarily).Oh, no!

Gregers. Yes, an amazingly clever dog; one that goes to the bottom after
wild ducks when they dive and bite themselves fast in tangle and sea-
weed, down among the ooze.

Hialmar. Upon my word now, Gregers — I don't in the least know what
you're driving at.

Gregers. Oh, well, you might not be much the wiser if you did. It's
understood, then,

that I move in early to-morrow morning. (To GINA.) I won't give you
any trouble;

I do everything for myself. (To HTALMAR.) We can talk about the rest
to-morrow.

— Good-night, Mrs. Ekdal. (Nods to HEDVIG.) Good-night.

Gina. Good-night, Mr. Werle.

Hedvig. Good-night.



Hialmar (who has lighted a candle).Wait a moment, I must show you a
light; the stairs are sure to be dark.

GREGERS and HIALMAR go out by the passage door.

Gina (looking straight before her, with her sewing in her lap).Wasn't that
queer-like talk about wanting to be a dog?

Hedvig. Do you know, mother — I believe he meant something quite
different by that.

Gina. Why, what should he mean?

Hedvig. Oh, 1 don't know; but it seemed to me he meant something
different from what he said — all the time.

Gina. Do you think so? Yes, it was sort of queer.

Hialmar (comes back).The lamp was still burning. (Puts out the candle
and sets it down). Ah, now one can get a mouthful of food at last. (Begins
to eat the bread and butter.) Well, you see, Gina — if only you keep your
eyes open —

Gina. How, keep your eyes open — ?

Hialmar. Why, haven't we at last had the luck to get the room let? And
just think — to a person like Gregers — a good old friend.

Gina. Well, I don't know what to say about it.

Hedvig. Oh, mother, you'll see; it'll be such fun!

Hialmar. You're very strange. You were so bent upon getting the room let
before; and now you don't like it.

Gina. Yes I do, Ekdal; if it had only been to some one else — But what
do you suppose Mr. Werle will say?

Hialmar. Old Werle? It doesn't concern him.

Gina. But surely you can see that there's something amiss between them
again, or the

young man wouldn't be leaving home. You know very well those two
can't get on

with each other.

Hialmar. Very likely not, but —

Gina. And now Mr. Werle may fancy it's you that has egged him on —
Hialmar. Let him fancy so, then! Mr. Werle has done a great deal for me;
far be it from me to deny it. But that doesn't make me everlastingly
dependent upon him.

Gina. But, my dear Ekdal, maybe grandfather'll suffer for it. He may lose
the little

bit of work he gets from Graberg.

Hialmar. I could almost say: so much the better! Is it not humiliating for a
man like me to see his grey-haired father treated as a pariah? But now I
believe the fulness

of time is at hand. (Takes a fresh piece of bread and butter.) As sure as I
have



a mission in life, I mean to fulfil it now!

Hedvig. Oh, yes, father, do!

Gina. Hush! Don't wake him!

Hialmar (more softly).I will fulfil it, I say. The day shall come when —
And that is why I say it's a good thing we have let the room; for that
makes me more independent, The man who has a mission in life must be
independent. (By the arm-chair, with emotion.) Poor old white-haired
father! Rely on your Hialmar. He has broad shoulders — strong
shoulders, at any rate. You shall yet wake up some fine day and — (To
GINA.) Do you not believe it?

Gina (rising).Yes, of course I do; but in the meantime suppose we see
about getting him to bed.

Hialmar. Yes, come. They take hold of the old man carefully.

ACT THIRD

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio. It is morning: the daylight shines through
the large

window in the slanting roof; the curtain is drawn back. HIALMAR is
sitting at

the table, busy retouching a photograph; several others lie before him.
Presently GINA, wearing her hat and cloak, enters by the passage door;
she has a

covered basket on her arm.

Hialmar. Back already, Gina?

Gina. Oh, yes, one can't let the grass grow under one's feet.

Sets her basket on a chair, and takes off her things.

Hialmar. Did you look in at Gregers' room?

Gina. Yes, that I did. It's a rare sight, I can tell you; he's made a pretty
mess to

start off with.

Hialmar. How so?

Gina. He was determined to do everything for himself, he said; so he sets
to work to

light the stove, and what must he do but screw down the damper till the
whole

room is full of smoke. Ugh! There was a smell fit to —

Hialmar. Well, really!

Gina. But that's not the worst of it; for then he thinks he'll put out the fire,
and

goes and empties his water-jug into the stove, and so makes the whole

floor one
filthy puddle.



Hialmar. How annoying!

Gina. I've got the porter's wife to clear up after him, pig that he is! But the
room

won't be fit to live in till the afternoon.

Hialmar. What's he doing with himself in the meantime?

Gina. He said he was going out for a little while.

Hialmar. I looked in upon him, too, for a moment — after you had gone.
Gina. So I heard. You've asked him to lunch.

Hialmar. Just to a little bit of early lunch, you know. It's his first day —
we can

hardly do less. You've got something in the house, I suppose?

Gina. I shall have to find something or other.

Hialmar. And don't cut it too fine, for I fancy Relling and Molvik are
coming up, too. I just happened to meet Relling on the stairs, you see; so
I had to —

Gina. Oh, are we to have those two as well?

Hialmar. Good Lord — a couple more or less can't make any difference.
Old Ekdal (opens his door and looks in). I say, Hialmar — (Sees GINA.)
Oh!

Gina. Do you want anything, grandfather?

Ekdal. Oh, no, it doesn't matter. H'm! Retires again.

Gina (takes up the basket).Be sure you see that he doesn't go out.
Hialmar. All right, all right. And, Gina, a little herring-salad wouldn't be a
bad idea;

Relling and Molvik were out on the loose again last night.

Gina. If only they don't come before I'm ready for them —

Hialmar. No, of course they won't; take your own time.

Gina. Very well; and meanwhile you can be working a bit.

Hialmar. Well, I am working! I am working as hard as I can!

Gina. Then you'll have that job off your hands, you see.

She goes out to the kitchen with her basket. HIALMAR sits for a time
pencilling

away at the photograph, in an indolent and listless manner.

Ekdal (peeps in, looks round the studio, and says softly): Are

you busy?
Hialmar. Yes, I'm toiling at these wretched pictures —
Ekdal. Well, well, never mind, — since you're so busy — h'm! He goes

out again; the

door stands open.

Hialmar (continues for some time in silence then he lays down his brush
and goes

over to the door).Are you busy, father?

Ekdal (in a grumbling tone, within).If you're busy, I'm busy, too. H'm!



Hialmar. Oh, very well, then. Goes to his work again.

Ekdal (presently, coming to the door again).H'm; I say, Hialmar, I'm not
so very busy, you know.

Hialmar. I thought you were writing.

Ekdal. Oh, devil take it! can't Graberg wait a day or two? After all, it's not
a matter

of life and death.

Hialmar. No; and you're not his slave either.

Ekdal. And about that other business in there —

Hialmar. Just what I was thinking of. Do you want to go in? Shall I open
the door for

you?

Ekdal. Well, it wouldn't be a bad notion.

Hialmar (rises). Then we'd have that off our hands.

Ekdal. Yes, exactly. It's got to be ready first thing to-morrow. It is to-
morrow, isn't

it? H'm?

Hialmar. Yes, of course it's to-morrow.

HIALMAR and EKDAL push aside each his half of the sliding door. The
morning sun is shining in through the skylights; some doves are flying
about; others sit

cooing, upon the perches; the hens are heard clucking now and then,
further back

in the garret. Hialmar. There; now you can get to work, father.

Ekdal (goes in).Aren't you coming, too?

Hialmar. Well, really, do you know — ; I almost think — (Sees GINA at
the kitchen door.) I? No; I haven't time; I must work. — But now for our
new contrivance —

He pulls a cord, a curtain slips down inside, the lower part consisting of a
piece of old sailcloth, the upper part of a stretched fishing net. The floor
of

the garret is thus no longer visible.

Hialmar (goes to the table).So! Now, perhaps I can sit in peace for a little
while.

Gina. Is he rampaging in there again?

Hialmar. Would you rather have had him slip down to Madam Eriksen's?
(Seats himself.) Do you want anything? You know you said —

Gina. I only wanted to ask if you think we can lay the table for lunch
here?

Hialmar. Yes; we have no early appointment, I suppose?

Gina. No, I expect no one to-day except those two sweethearts that are to
be taken

together.



Hialmar. Why the deuce couldn't they be taken together another day!
Gina. Don't you know, I told them to come in the afternoon, when you are
having your nap.

Hialmar. Oh, that's capital. Very well, let us have lunch here then.

Gina. All right; but there's no hurry about laying the cloth; you can have
the table

for a good while yet.

Hialmar. Do you think I am not sticking at my work? I'm at it as hard as I
can!

Gina. Then you'll be free later on, you know. Goes out into the kitchen
again. Short

pause.

Ekdal (in the garret doorway, behind the net).Hialmar!

Hialmar. Well?

Ekdal. Afraid we shall have to move the water-trough, after all.

Hialmar. What else have I been saying all along?

Ekdal. Hm — h'm — h'm. Goes away from the door again. HIALMAR
goes on working a little; glances towards the garret and half rises.
HEDVIG comes in from the kitchen.

Hialmar (sits down again hurriedly).What do you want?

Hedvig. I only wanted to come in beside you, father. Hialmar(after a
pause). What makes you go prying around like that? Perhaps you are told
off to watch me?

Hedvig. No, no.

Hialmar. What is your mother doing out there?

Hedvig. Oh, mother's in the middle of making the herring-salad. (Goes to
the table).

Isn't there any little thing I could help you with, father?

Hialmar. Oh, no. It is right that I should bear the whole burden — so long
as my strength holds out. Set your mind at rest, Hedvig; if only your
father keeps his health —

Hedvig. Oh, no, father! You mustn't talk in that horrid way.

She wanders about a little, stops by the doorway and looks into the garret.
Hialmar. Tell me, what is he doing?

Hedvig. I think he's making a new path to the water-trough.

Hialmar. He can never manage that by himself! And here am I doomed to
sit— !

Hedvig (goes to him).Let me take the brush, father; I can do it, quite well.
Hialmar. Oh, nonsense; you will only hurt your eyes.

Hedvig. Not a bit. Give me the brush.

Hialmar (rising).Well, it won't take more than a minute or two.

Hedvig. Pooh, what harm can it do then? (Takes the brush.) There! (Seats
herself.) I can begin upon this one.



Hialmar. But mind you don't hurt your eyes! Do you hear? I won't be
answerable; you do it on your own responsibility — understand that.
Hedvig (retouching).Yes, yes, I understand.

Hialmar. You are quite clever at it, Hedvig. Only a minute or two, you
know.

He slips through by the edge of the curtain into the garret. HEDVIG sits
at her

work. HTALMAR and EKDAL are heard disputing inside.

Hialmar (appears behind the net).

I say, Hedvig — give me those pincers that are lying on the shelf. And
the

chisel. (Turns away inside.) Now you shall see, father. Just let me show
you

first what I mean!

HEDVIG has fetched the required tools from the shelf, and hands them to
him

through the net.

Hialmar. Ah, thanks. I didn't come a moment too soon.

Goes back from the curtain again; they are heard carpentering and talking
inside. HEDVIG stands looking in at them. A moment later there is a
knock at the

passage door; she does not notice it.

Gregers Werle (bareheaded, in indoor dress, enters and stops near the
door).

Hm —!

Hedvig (turns and goes towards him).Good morning. Please come in.
Gregers. Thank you. (Looking towards the garret.) You seem to have
workpeople in the house.

Hedvig. No, it is only father and grandfather. I'll tell them you are here.
Gregers. No, no, don't do that; I would rather wait a little. Seats himself
on the sofa.

Hedvig. It looks so untidy here — Begins to clear away the photographs.
Gregers. Oh, don't take them away. Are those prints that have to be
finished off?

Hedvig. Yes, they are a few I was helping father with.

Gregers. Please don't let me disturb you.

Hedvig. Oh, no.

She gathers the things to her and sits down to work; GREGERS looks at
her,

meanwhile, in silence.

Gregers. Did the wild duck sleep well last night?

Hedvig. Yes, I think so, thanks.



Gregers (turning towards the garret).It looks quite different by day from
what it did last night in the moonlight.

Hedvig. Yes, it changes ever so much. It looks different in the morning
and in the

afternoon; and it's different on rainy days from what it is in fine weather.
Gregers. Have you noticed that?

Hedvig. Yes, how could I help it?

Gregers. Are you, too, fond of being in there with the wild duck?

Hedvig. Yes, when I can manage it —

Gregers. But I suppose you haven't much spare time; you go to school, no
doubt.

Hedvig. No, not now; father is afraid of my hurting my eyes.

Gregers. Oh; then he reads with you himself?

Hedvig. Father has promised to read with me; but he has never had time
yet.

Gregers. Then is there nobody else to give you a little help?

Hedvig. Yes, there is Mr. Molvik; but he is not always exactly — quite
Gregers. Sober?

Hedvig. Yes, I suppose that's it!

Gregers. Why, then you must have any amount of time on your hands.
And in there I suppose it is a sort world by itself?

Hedvig. Oh, yes, quite. And there are such lots of wonderful things.
Gregers. Indeed?

Hedvig. Yes, there are big cupboards full of books; and a great many of
the books have pictures in them.

Gregers. Aha!

Hedvig. And there's an old bureau with drawers and flaps, and a big clock
with figures that go out and in. But the clock isn't going now.

Gregers. So time has come to a standstill in there — in the wild duck's
domain.

Hedvig. Yes. And then there's an old paint-box and things of that sort;
and all the

books.

Gregers. And you read the books, I suppose?

Hedvig. Oh, yes, when I get the chance. Most of them are English though,
and I don't

understand English. But then I look at the pictures. — There is one great
big

book called "Harrison's History of London."* It must be a hundred years
old; and

there are such heaps of pictures in it. At the beginning there is Death with
an



hour-glass and a woman. I think that is horrid. But then there are all the
other

pictures of churches, and castles, and streets, and great ships sailing on
the

sea.

Gregers. But tell me, where did all those wonderful things come from?
Hedvig. Oh, an old sea captain once lived here, and he brought them
home with him. They used to call him "The Flying Dutchman." That was
curious, because he wasn't a

Dutchman at all.

Gregers. Was he not? * A New and Universal History of the Cities of
London and

Westminster, by Walter Harrison. London, 1775, folio. Hedvig .

No. But at last he was drowned at sea; and so he left all those things
behind

him.

Gregers. Tell me now — when you are sitting in there looking at the
pictures, don't you wish you could travel and see the real world for
yourself?

Hedvig. Oh, no! I mean always to stay at home and help father and
mother.

Gregers. To retouch photographs?

Hedvig. No, not only that. I should love above everything to learn to
engrave pictures

like those in the English books. Gregers.

H'm. What does your father say to that?

Hedvig. I don't think father likes it; father is strange about such things.
Only think,

he talks of my learning basket-making, and straw-plaiting! But I don't
think

that would be much good.

Gregers. Oh, no, I don't think so either.

Hedvig. But father was right in saying that if I had learnt basket-making I
could have

made the new basket for the wild duck. Gregers.

So you could; and it was you that ought to have done it, wasn't it?
Hedvig. Yes, for it's my wild duck.

Gregers. Of course it is.

Hedvig. Yes, it belongs to me. But I lend it to father and grandfather as
often as they

please.

Gregers. Indeed? What do they do with it?

Hedvig. Oh, they look after it, and build places for it, and so on.



Gregers. I see; for no doubt the wild duck is by far the most distinguished
inhabitant of the garret?

Hedvig. Yes, indeed she is; for she is a real wild fowl, you know. And
then she is so

much to be pitied; she has no one to care for, poor thing.

Gregers. She has no family, as the rabbits have —

Hedvig. No. The hens too, many of them, were chickens together; but she
has been taken right away from all her friends. And then there is so much
that is strange about

the wild duck. Nobody knows her, and nobody knows where she came
from either.

Gregers. And she has been down in the depths of the sea.

Hedvig (with a quick glance at him, represses a smile and asks):

Why do you say "depths of the sea"?

Gregers. What else should I say?

Hedvig. You could say "the bottom of the sea."*

Gregers. Oh, mayn't I just as well say the depths of the sea?

Hedvig. Yes; but it sounds so strange to me when other people speak of
the depths of the sea. Gregers.

Why so? Tell me why?

Hedvig. No, I won't; it's so stupid.

Gregers. Oh, no, [ am sure it's not. Do tell me why you smiled.

Hedvig. Well, this is the reason: whenever I come to realise suddenly —
in a flash —

what i1s in there, it always seems to me that the whole room and
everything in it

should be called "the depths of the sea." But that is so stupid.

Gregers. You mustn't say that.

Hedvig. Oh, yes, for you know it is only a garret.

Gregers (looks fixedly at her).Are you so sure of that?

Hedvig (astonished).That it's a garret?

Gregers. Are you quite certain of it?

HEDVIG is silent, and looks at him open-mouthed. GINA comes in from
the kitchen

with the table things.

Gregers (rising).] have come in upon you too early. * Gregers here uses
the old fashioned expression "havsens bund," while Hedvig would have
him use the more commonplace "havets bund" or "havbunden." Gina.
Oh, you must be somewhere; and we're nearly ready now, any way. Clear
the table, Hedvig.

HEDVIG clears away ker things; she and GINA lay the cloth during what
follows.

GREGERS seats himself in the arm-chair, and turns over an album.



Gregers. I hear you can retouch, Mrs. Ekdal.

Gina (with a side glance).Yes, I can

. Gregers. That was exceedingly lucky.

Gina. How — lucky?

Gregers. Since Ekdal took to photography, I mean.

Hedvig. Mother can take photographs, too.

Gina. Oh, yes; [ was bound to learn that.

Gregers. So it is really you that carry on the business, I suppose?

Gina. Yes, when Ekdal hasn't time himself —

Gregers. He is a great deal taken up with his old father, I daresay.

Gina. Yes; and then you can't expect a man like Ekdal to do nothing but
take

car-de-visits of Dick, Tom and Harry.

Gregers. I quite agree with you; but having once gone in for the thing —
Gina. You can surely understand, Mr. Werle, that Ekdal's not like one of
your common photographers.

Gregers. Of course not; but still — A shot is fired within the garret.
Gregers (starting up).What's that?

Gina. Ugh! now they're firing again!

Gregers. Have they firearms in there?

Hedvig. They are out shooting.

Gregers. What! (At the door of the garret.) Are you shooting, Hialmar?
Hialmar (inside the net).Are you there? I didn't know; I was so taken up
— (To HEDVIG.) Why did you not let us know? Comes into the studio.
Gregers. Do you go shooting in the garret?

Hialmar (showing a double-barrelled pistol).

Oh, only with this thing.

Gina.

Yes, you and grandfather will do yourselves a mischief some day with
that there

pigstol.

Hialmar (with irritation).I believe I have told you that this kind of firearm
1s called a pistol.

Gina. Oh, that doesn't make it much better, that I can see.

Gregers. So you have become a sportsman, too, Hialmar?

Hialmar. Only a little rabbit-shooting now and then. Mostly to please
father, you

understand.

Gina. Men are strange beings; they must always have something to
pervert theirselves with.

Hialmar (snappishly).Just so; we must always have something to divert
ourselves with.

Gina. Yes, that's just what I say.



Hialmar. H'm. (To GREGERS). You see the garret is fortunately so
situated that no one can hear us shooting. (Lays the pistol on the top shelf
of the bookcase.) Don't

touch the pistol, Hedvig! One of the barrels is loaded; remember that.
Gregers (looking through the net).You have a fowling-piece too, I see.
Hialmar. That is father's old gun. It's of no use now; something has gone
wrong with the lock. But it's fun to have it all the same; for we can take it
to pieces now and

then, and clean and grease it, and screw it together again. — Of course,
it's

mostly father that fiddle-faddles with all that sort of thing.

Hedvig (beside GREGERS).Now you can see the wild duck properly.
Gregers. | was just looking at her. One of her wings seems to me to droop
a bit.

Hedvig. Well, no wonder; her wing was broken, you know.

Gregers. And she trails one foot a little. Isn't that so?

Hialmar. Perhaps a very little bit.

Hedvig. Yes, it was by that foot the dog took hold of her.

Hialmar. But otherwise she hasn't the least thing the matter with her; and
that 1s simply marvellous for a creature that has a charge of shot in her
body, and has been

between a dog's teeth —

Gregers (with a glance at HEDVIG) — and that has lain in the depths of
the sea — so long.

Hedvig (smiling).Yes.

Gina (laying the table).That blessed wild duck! What a lot of fuss you do
make over her.

Hialmar. H'm; — will lunch soon be ready?

Gina. Yes, directly. Hedvig, you must come and help me now. GINA and
HEDVIG go out into the kitchen.

Hialmar (in a low voice).I think you had better not stand there looking in
at father; he doesn't like it.

(GREGERS moves away from the garret door.) Besides, I may as well
shut up before

the others come. (Claps his hands to drive the fowls back.) Shh — shh, in
with

you! (Draws up the curtain and pulls the doors together.) All the
contrivances

are my own invention. It's really quite amusing to have things of this sort
to

potter with, and to put to rights when they get out of order. And it's
absolutely necessary, too; for Gina objects to having rabbits and fowls in
the studio.



Gregers. To be sure; and I suppose the studio is your wife's special
department?

Hialmar. As a rule, I leave the everyday details of busihess to her; for
then I can take

refuge in the parlour and give my mind to more important things.
Gregers. What things may they be, Hialmar?

Hialmar. I wonder you have not asked that question sooner. But perhaps
you haven't heard of the invention?

Gregers. The invention? No.

Hialmar. Really? Have you not? Oh, no, out there in the wilds —
Gregers. So you have invented something, have you?

Hialmar. It is not quite completed yet; but I am working at it. You can
easily imagine

that when I resolved to devote myself to photography, it wasn't simply
with the

idea of taking likenesses of all sorts of commonplace people.

Gregers. No; your wife was saying the same thing just now.

Hialmar. I swore that if I consecrated my powers to this handicraft, |
would so exalt it

that it should become both an art and a science. And to that end I
determined to

make this great invention. Gregers.

And what is the nature of the invention? What purpose does it serve?
Hialmar. Oh, my dear fellow, you mustn't ask for details yet. It takes
time, you see. And you must not think that my motive is vanity. It is not
for my own sake that I am

working. Oh, no; it is my life's mission that stands before me night and
day.

Gregers. What is your life's mission?

Hialmar. Do you forget the old man with the silver hair?

Gregers. Your poor father? Well, but what can you do for him?

Hialmar. I can raise up his self-respect from the dead, by restoring the
name of Ekdal to honour and dignity.

Gregers. Then that is your life's mission?

Hialmar. Yes. I will rescue the shipwrecked man. For shipwrecked he
was, by the very first blast of the storm. Even while those terrible
investigations were going

on, he was no longer himself. That pistol there — the one we use to shoot
rabbits with — has played its part in the tragedy of the house of Ekdal.
Gregers. The pistol? Indeed?

Hialmar. When the sentence of imprisonment was passed — he had the
pistol in his hand —

Gregers. Had he — ?



Hialmar. Yes; but he dared not use it. His courage failed him. So broken,
so demoralised was he even then! Oh, can you understand it? He, a
soldier; he, who had shot nine bears, and who was descended from two
lieutenant-colonels — one after the

other, of course. Can you understand it, Gregers?

Gregers. Yes, | understand it well enough.

Hialmar. I cannot. And once more the pistol played a part in the history of
our house.

When he had put on the grey clothes and was under lock and key — oh,
that was a

terrible time for me, I can tell you. I kept the blinds drawn down over
both my

windows. When I peeped out, I saw the sun shining as if nothing had
happened. I

could not understand it. I saw people going along the street, laughing and
talking about indifferent things. I could not understand it. It seemed to me
that the whole of existence must be at a standstill — as if under an
eclipse.

Gregers. I felt that, too, when my mother died. Hialmar.

It was in such an hour that Hialmar Ekdal pointed the pistol at his own
breast. Gregers. You, too, thought of — !

Hialmar. Yes.

Gregers. But you did not fire?

Hialmar. No. At the decisive moment I won the victory over myself. I
remained in life. But I can assure you it takes some courage to choose life
under circumstances

like those.

Gregers. Well, that depends on how you look at it.

Hialmar. Yes, indeed, it takes courage. But I am glad I was firm: for now
I shall soon

perfect my invention; and Dr. Relling thinks, as I do myself, that father
may be

allowed to wear his uniform again. I will demand that as my sole reward.
Gregers. So that is what he meant about his uniform — ?

Hialmar. Yes, that is what he most yearns for. You can't think how my
heart bleeds for him. Every time we celebrate any little family festival —
Gina's and my

wedding-day, or whatever it may be — in comes the old man in the
lieutenant's

uniform of happier days. But if he only hears a knock at the door — for
he

daren't show himself to strangers, you know — he hurries back to his
room again



as fast as his old legs can carry him. Oh, it's heart-rending for a son to see
such things!

Gregers. How long do you think it will take you to finish your invention?

Hialmar. Come now, you mustn't expect me to enter into particulars like
that. An

invention is not a thing completely under one's own control. It depends
largely

on inspiration — on intuition — and it is almost impossible to predict
when the

inspiration may come.

Gregers. But it's advancing?

Hialmar. Yes, certainly, it is advancing. I turn it over in my mind every
day; I am full

of it. Every afternoon, when I have had my dinner, I shut myself up in the
parlour, where I can ponder undisturbed. But I can't be goaded to it; it's
not a

bit of good; Relling says so, too.

Gregers. And you don't think that all that business in the garret draws you
off and

distracts you too much?

Hialmar. No, no, no; quite the contrary. You mustn't say that. I cannot be
everlastingly absorbed in the same laborious train of thought. I must have
something alongside of it to fill up the time of waiting. The inspiration,
the intuition, you see —

when it comes, it comes, and there's an end of it.

Gregers. My dear Hialmar, I almost think you have something of the wild
duck in you.

Hialmar. Something of the wild duck? How do you mean?

Gregers. You have dived down and bitten yourself fast in the
undergrowth.

Hialmar. Are you alluding to the well-nigh fatal shot that has broken my
father's wing — and mine, too?

Gregers. Not exactly to that. I don't say that your wing has been broken;
but you have

strayed into a poisonous marsh, Hialmar; an insidious disease has taken
hold of

you, and you have sunk down to die in the dark.

Hialmar. 1? To die in the dark? Look here, Gregers, you must really leave
off talking

such nonsense.

Gregers. Don't be afraid; I shall find a way to help you up again. I, too,
have a mission

in life now; I found it yesterday.



Hialmar. That's all very well; but you will please leave me out of it. I can
assure you

that — apart from my very natural melancholy, of course — I am as
contented as

any one can wish to be.

Gregers. Your contentment is an effect of the marsh poison.

Hialmar. Now, my dear Gregers, pray do not go on about disease and
poison; I am not used to that sort of talk. In my house nobody ever speaks
to me about unpleasant

things.

Gregers. Ah, that I can easily believe.

Hialmar. It's not good for me, you see. And there are no marsh poisons
here, as you

express it. The poor photographer's roof is lowly, I know — and my
circumstances

are narrow. But I am an inventor, and I am the bread-winner of a family.
That

exalts me above my mean surroundings. — Ah, here comes lunch!

GINA and HEDVIG bring bottles of ale, a decanter of brandy, glasses,
etc. At the

same time, RELLING and MOLVIK enter from the passage; they are
both without hat

or overcoat. MOLVIK is dressed in black.

Gina (placing the things upon the table).Ah, you two have come in the
nick of time.

Relling. Molvik got it into his head that he could smell herring-salad, and
then there

was no holding him. — Good morning again, Ekdal.

Hialmar. Gregers, let me introduce you to Mr. Molvik. Doctor — Oh, you
know Relling, don't you?

Gregers. Yes, slightly.

Relling. Oh, Mr. Werle, junior! Yes, we two have had one or two little
skirmishes up at the Hoidal works. You've just moved in?

Gregers. I moved in this morning.

Relling. Molvik and I live right under you; so you haven't far to go for the
doctor and

the clergyman, if you should need anything in that line.

Gregers. Thanks, it's not quite unlikely; for yesterday we were thirteen at
table.

Hialmar. Oh, come now, don't let us get upon unpleasant subjects again!
Relling. You may make your mind easy, Ekdal; I'll be hanged if the
finger of fate points to you.



Hialmar. I should hope not, for the sake of my family. But let us sit down
now, and eat and drink and be merry.

Gregers. Shall we not wait for your father?

Hialmar. No, his lunch will be taken in to him later. Come along!

The men seat themselves at table, and eat and drink. GINA and HEDVIG
go in and

out and wait upon them. Relling.

Molvik was frightfully screwed yesterday, Mrs. Ekdal. Gina.

Really? Yesterday again?

Relling. Didn't you hear him when I brought him home last night?

Gina. No, I can't say I did.

Relling. That was a good thing, for Molvik was disgusting last night.
Gina. Is that true, Molvik?

Molvik. Let us draw a veil over last night's proceedings. That sort of
thing is totally

foreign to my better self. Relling (to GREGERS).

It comes over him like a sort of possession, and then I have to go out on
the

loose with him. Mr. Molvik is daemonic, you see. Gregers.

Daemonic?

Relling. Molvik is daemonic, yes.

Gregers. H'm.

Relling. And daemonic natures are not made to walk straight through the
world; they must meander a little now and then. — Well, so you still stick
up there at those

horrible grimy works?

Gregers. I have stuck there until now.

Relling. And did you ever manage to collect that claim you went about
presenting?

Gregers. Claim? (Understands him.) Ah, I see.

Hialmar. Have you been presenting claims, Gregers?

Gregers. Oh, nonsense.

Relling. Faith, but he has, though! He went round to all the cotters' cabins
presenting

something he called "the claim of the ideal." Gregers.

I was young then.

Relling. You're right; you were very young. And as for the claim of the
ideal — you never got it honoured while I was up there.

Gregers. Nor since either.

Relling. Ah, then you've learnt to knock a little discount off, I expect.
Gregers. Never, when I have a true man to deal with.

Hialmar. No, I should think not, indeed. A little butter, Gina.

Relling. And a slice of bacon for Molvik.



Molvik. Ugh; not bacon! A knock at the garret door.

Hialmar. Open the door, Hedvig; father wants to come out.

HEDVIG goes over and opens the door a little way; EKDAL enters with
a fresh

rabbit-skin; she closes the door after him.

Ekdal. Good morning, gentlemen! Good sport to-day. Shot a big one.
Hialmar. And you've gone and skinned it without waiting for me — !
Ekdal. Salted it, too. It's good tender meat, is rabbit; it's sweet; it tastes
like

sugar. Good appetite to you, gentlemen! Goes into his room.Molvik
(rising).

Excuse me — ; [ can't — ; I must get downstairs immediately —

Relling. Drink some soda water, man!

Molvik (hurrying away).Ugh — ugh! Goes out by the passage door.
Relling (to HTALMAR).Let us drain a glass to the old hunter.

Hialmar (clinks glasses with him).To the undaunted sportsman who has
looked death in the face!

Relling. To the grey-haired — (Drinks.) By-the-bye, is his hair grey or
white?

Hialmar. Something between the two, I fancy; for that matter, he has very
few hairs left of any colour.

Relling. Well, well, one can get through the world with a wig. After all,
you are a happy man, Ekdal; you have your noble mission to labour for
Hialmar. And I do labour, I can tell you.

Relling. And then you have your excellent wife, shuffling quietly in and
out in her felt

slippers, with that see-saw walk of hers, and making everything cosy and
comfortable about you —

Hialmar. Yes, Gina — (nods to her) — you were a good helpmate on the
path of life.

Gina. Oh, don't sit there cricketising me.

Relling. And your Hedvig, too, Ekdal!

Hialmar (affected).The child, yes! The child before everything! Hedvig,
come here to me. (Strokes her hair.) What day is it to-morrow, eh?
Hedvig (shaking him).Oh, no, you're not to say anything, father.

Hialmar. It cuts me to the heart when I think what a poor affair it will be;
only a

little festivity in the garret — Hedvig. Oh, but that's just what I like!
Relling. Just you wait till the wonderful invention sees the light, Hedvig!
Hialmar. Yes, indeed — then you shall see — ! Hedvig, I have resolved
to make your future secure. You shall live in comfort all your days. I will
demand — something or



other — on your behalf. That shall be the poor inventor's sole reward.
Hedvig (whispering, with her arms round his neck).Oh, you dear, kind
father!

Relling (to GREGERS).Come now, don't you find it pleasant, for once in
a way, to sit at a well-spread table in a happy family circle?

Hialmar. Ah, yes, I really prize these social hours.

Gregers. For my part, [ don't thrive in marsh vapours.

Relling. Marsh vapours?

Hialmar. Oh, don't begin with that stuff again!

Gina. Goodness knows there's no vapours in this house, Mr. Werle; I give
the place a

good airing every blessed day.

Gregers (leaves the table).No airing you can give will drive out the taint |
mean.

Hialmar. Taint!

Gina. Yes, what do you say to that, Ekdal!

Relling. Excuse me — may it not be you yourself that have brought the
taint from those mines up there?

Gregers. It 1s like you to call what I bring into this house a taint.

Relling (goes up to him).Look here, Mr. Werle, junior: I have a strong
suspicion that you are still carrying about that "claim of the ideal" large
as life, in your coat-tail

pocket.

Gregers. I carry it in my breast.

Relling. Well, wherever you carry it, [ advise you not to come dunning us
with it here,

so long as [ am on the premises.

Gregers. And if I do so none the less?

Relling. Then you'll go head-foremost down the stairs; now I've warned
you.

Hialmar (rising).Oh, but Relling — !

Gregers. Yes, you may turn me out —

Gina (interposing between them).We can't have that,

Relling. But I must say, Mr. Werle, it ill becomes you to talk about
vapours and taints,

after all the mess you made with your stove. A knock at the passage door.
Hedvig. Mother, there's somebody knocking.

Hialmar. There now, we're going to have a whole lot of people!

Gina. I'll go (Goes over and opens the door, starts, and draws back.) Oh
— oh, dear!

WERLE, in a fur coat, advances one step into the room.

Werle. Excuse me; but I think my son is staying here.

Gina (with a gulp).Yes.



Hialmar (approaching him).Won't you do us the honour to — ?

Werle. Thank you, I merely wish to speak to my son.

Gregers. What is it? Here I am.

Werle. I want a few words with you, in your room.

Gregers. In my room? Very well — About to go.

Gina. No, no, your room's not in a fit state —

Werle. Well then, out in the passage here; I want to have a few words
with you alone.

Hialmar. You can have them here, sir. Come into the parlour, Relling.
HIALMAR and RELLING go off to the right. GINA takes HEDVIG with
her into the

kitchen. Gregers (after a short pause).Well, now we are alone.

Werle. From something you let fall last evening, and from your coming to
lodge with the Ekdals, I can't help inferring that you intend to make
yourself unpleasant to

me, in one way or another.

Gregers. I intend to open Hialmar Ekdal's eyes. He shall see his position
as it really is

— that 1s all.

Werle. Is that the mission in life you spoke of yesterday?

Gregers. Yes. You have left me no other.

Werle. Is it I, then, that have crippled your mind, Gregers?

Gregers. You have crippled my whole life. I am not thinking of all that
about mother — But it's thanks to you that I am continually haunted and
harassed by a guilty

conscience.

Werle. Indeed! It is your conscience that troubles you, is it?

Gregers. I ought to have taken a stand against you when the trap was set
for Lieutenant Ekdal. I ought to have cautioned him; for I had a misgiving
as to what was in the wind.

Werle. Yes, that was the time to have spoken.

Gregers. I did not dare to, I was so cowed and spiritless. I was mortally
afraid of you — not only then, but long afterwards.

Werle. You have got over that fear now, it appears.

Gregers. Yes, fortunately. The wrong done to old Ekdal, both by me and
by — others, can never be undone; but Hialmar I can rescue from all the
falsehood and deception

that are bringing him to ruin.

Werle. Do you think that will be doing him a kindness?

Gregers. I have not the least doubt of it.

Werle. You think our worthy photographer is the sort of man to
appreciate such friendly offices?

Gregers. Yes, I do.



Werle. H'm — we shall see.

Gregers. Besides, if [ am to go on living, [ must try to find some cure for
my sick

conscience.

Werle. It will never be sound. Your conscience has been sickly from
childhood. That is a legacy from your mother, Gregers — the only one
she left you.

Gregers (with a scornful half-smile).Have you not yet forgiven her for the
mistake you made in supposing she would bring you a fortune?

Werle. Don't let us wander from the point. — Then you hold to your
purpose of setting young Ekdal upon what you imagine to be the right
scent?

Gregers. Yes, that is my fixed resolve.

Werle. Well, in that case I might have spared myself this visit; for, of
course, it is

useless to ask whether you will return home with me?

Gregers. Quite useless.

Werle. And I suppose you won't enter the firm either?

Gregers. No.

Werle. Very good. But as I am thinking of marrying again, your share in
the property

will fall to you at once.*

Gregers (quickly).No, I do not want that.

Werle. You don't want it?

Gregers. No, I dare not take it, for conscience' sake.

Werle (after a pause).Are you going up to the works again?

Gregers. No; I consider myself released from your service.

Werle. But what are you going to do?

Gregers. Only to fulfil my mission; nothing more. * By Norwegian law,
before a widower can marry again, a certain proportion of his property
must be settled on his

children by his former marriage.

Werle. Well but afterwards? What are you going to live upon?

Gregers. I have laid by a little out of my salary.

Werle. How long will that last?

Gregers. I think 1t will last my time.

Werle. What do you mean?

Gregers. I shall answer no more questions.

Werle. Good-bye then, Gregers.

Gregers. Good-bye. WERLE goes.

Hialmar (peeping in).He's gone, isn't he?

Gregers. Yes.



HIALMAR and RELLING enter; also GINA and HEDVIG from the
kitchen.

Relling. That luncheon-party was a failure.

Gregers. Put on your coat, Hialmar; I want you to come for a long walk
with me.

Hialmar. With pleasure. What was it your father wanted? Had it anything
to do with me?

Gregers. Come along. We must have a talk. I'll go and put on my
overcoat. Goes out by the passage door.

Gina. You shouldn't go out with him, Ekdal.

Relling. No, don't you do it. Stay where you are.

Hialmar (gets his hat and overcoat).Oh, nonsense! When a friend of my
youth feels impelled to open his mind to me in private —

Relling. But devil take it — don't you see that the fellow's mad, cracked,
demented!

Gina. There, what did I tell you! His mother before him had crazy fits like
that

sometimes.

Hialmar. The more need for a friend's watchful eye. (To GINA.) Be sure
you have dinnerready in good time. Good-bye for the present. Goes out
by the passage door.

Relling. It's a thousand pities the fellow didn't go to hell through one of
the Hoidal

mines.

Gina. Good Lord! what makes you say that?

Relling (muttering).Oh, I have my own reasons.

Gina. Do you think young Werle is really mad?

Relling. No, worse luck; he's no madder than most other people. But one
disease he has certainly got in his system.

Gina. What is it that's the matter with him?

Relling. Well, I'll tell you, Mrs. Ekdal. He is suffering from an acute
attack of

integrity.

Gina. Integrity?

Hedvig. Is that a kind of disease?

Relling. Yes, it's a national disease; but it only appears sporadically.
(Nods to GINA.)

Thanks for your hospitality. He goes out by the passage door.

Gina (moving restlessly to and fro).Ugh, that Gregers Werle — he was
always a wretched creature.

Hedvig (standing by the table, and looking searchingly at her).I think all
this is very strange.



ACT FOURTH.

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio. A photograph has just been taken; a
camera with the

cloth over it, a pedestal, two chairs, a folding table, etc., are standing out
in the room. Afternoon light; the sun is going down; a little later it begins
to

grow dusk. GINA stands in the passage doorway, with a little box and a
wet glass

plate in her hand, and is speaking to somebody outside.

Gina. Yes, certainly. When I make a promise I keep it. The first dozen
shall be ready

on Monday. Good afternoon. Someone is heard going downstairs. GINA
shuts the door, slips the plate into the box, and puts it into the covered
camera.

Hedvig (comes in from the kitchen).Are they gone?

Gina (tidying up).Yes, thank goodness, I've got rid of them at last.
Hedvig. But can you imagine why father hasn't come home yet?

Gina. Are you sure he's not down in Relling's room?

Hedvig. No, he's not; I ran down the kitchen stair just now and asked.
Gina. And his dinner standing and getting cold, too.

Hedvig. Yes, I can't understand it. Father's always so careful to be home
to dinner!

Gina. Oh, he'll be here directly, you'll see.

Hedvig. I wish he would come; everything seems so queer to-day.

Gina (calls out).Here he is! HTALMAR EKDAL comes in at the passage
door.

Hedvig (going to him).Father! Oh, what a time we've been waiting for
you!

Gina (glancing sidelong at him).You've been out a long time, Ekdal.
Hialmar (without looking at her).Rather long, yes. He takes off his
overcoat; GINA and HEDVIG go to help him; he motions them away.
Gina. Perhaps you've had dinner with Werle?

Hialmar (hanging up his coat).No.

Gina (going towards the kitchen door).Then I'll bring some in for you.
Hialmar. No; let the dinner alone. I want nothing to eat.

Hedvig (going nearer to him).Are you not well, father?

Hialmar. Well? Oh, yes, well enough. We have had a tiring walk, Gregers
and [.

Gina. You didn't ought to have gone so far, Ekdal; you're not used to it.
Hialmar. H'm; there's many a thing a man must get used to in this world.
(Wanders about the room.) Has any one been here whilst I was out?

Gina. Nobody but the two sweethearts.

Hialmar. No new orders?



Gina. No, not to-day.

Hedvig. There will be some to-morrow, father, you'll see.

Hialmar. I hope there will; for to-morrow I am going to set to work in real
earnest.

Hedvig. To-morrow! Don't you remember what day it is to-morrow?
Hialmar. Oh, yes, by-the-bye — . Well, the day after, then. Henceforth I
mean to do

everything myself; I shall take all the work into my own hands.

Gina. Why, what can be the good of that, Ekdal? It'll only make your life
a burden to

you. I can manage the photography all right; and you can go on working
at your

invention.

Hedvig. And think of the wild duck, father, — and all the hens and
rabbits and — !

Hialmar. Don't talk to me of all that trash! From to-morrow I will never
set foot in the

garret again.

Hedvig. Oh, but father, you promised that we should have a little party —
Hialmar. H'm, true. Well, then, from the day after to-morrow. I should
almost like to

wring that cursed wild duck's neck! Hedvig (shrieks).The wild duck!
Gina. Well I never!

Hedvig (shaking him).Oh, no, father; you know it's my wild duck!
Hialmar. That is why I don't do it. I haven't the heart to — for your sake,
Hedvig. But

in my inmost soul I feel that I ought to do it. I ought not to tolerate under
my

roof a creature that has been through those hands.

Gina. Why, good gracious, even if grandfather did get it from that poor
creature,

Pettersen —

Hialmar (wandering about).There are certain claims — what shall 1 call
them? — let me say claims of the ideal — certain obligations, which a
man cannot disregard without injury to his soul.

Hedvig (going after him).But think of the wild duck, — the poor wild
duck!

Hialmar (stops).I tell you I will spare it — for your sake. Not a hair of its
head shall be — I mean, it shall be spared. There are greater problems
than that to be dealt with.

But you should go out a little now, Hedvig, as usual; it is getting dusk
enough

for you now.



Hedvig. No, I don't care about going out now.

Hialmar. Yes, do; it seems to me your eyes are blinking a great deal; all
these vapours

in here are bad for you. The air is heavy under this roof.

Hedvig. Very well, then, I'll run down the kitchen stair and go for a little
walk. My

cloak and hat? — oh, they're in my own room. Father — be sure you
don't do the

wild duck any harm whilst I'm out.

Hialmar. Not a feather of its head shall be touched. (Draws her to him.)
Youand I,

Hedvig — we two — ! Well, go along.

HEDVIG nods to her parents and goes out through the kitchen.

Hialmar (walks about without looking up).

Gina.

Gina. Yes?

Hialmar. From to-morrow — or, say, from the day after to-morrow — I
should like to keep the household account-book myself.

Gina. Do you want to keep the accounts too, now?

Hialmar. Yes; or to check the receipts at any rate.

Gina. Lord help us! that's soon done.

Hialmar. One would hardly think so; at any rate you seem to make the
money go a very long way. (Stops and looks at her.) How do you manage
it?

Gina. It's because me and Hedvig, we need so little.

Hialmar. Is it the case that father is very liberally paid for the copying he
does for

Mr. Werle?

Gina. I don't know as he gets anything out of the way. I don't know the
rates for that

sort of work.

Hialmar. Well, what does he get, about? Let me hear!

Gina. Oh, it varies; I daresay it'll come to about as much as he costs us,
with a

little pocket-money over.

Hialmar. As much as he costs us! And you have never told me this
before!

Gina. No, how could I tell you? It pleased you so much to think he got
everything from you.

Hialmar. And he gets it from Mr. Werle.

Gina. Oh, well, he has plenty and to spare, he has.

Hialmar. Light the lamp for me, please!



Gina (lighting the lamp).And, of course, we don't know as it's Mr. Werle
himself; it may be Graberg —

Hialmar. Why attempt such an evasion?

Gina. [ don't know; I only thought —

Hialmar. H'm!

Gina. It wasn't me that got grandfather that copying. It was Bertha, when
she used to

come about us.

Hialmar. It seems to me your voice is trembling.

Gina (putting the lamp-shade on).Is it?

Hialmar. And your hands are shaking, are they not?

Gina (firmly).Come right out with it, Ekdal. What has he been saying
about me?

Hialmar. Is it true — can it be true that — that there was an — an
understanding between you and Mr. Werle, while you were in service
there?

Gina. That's not true. Not at that time. Mr. Werle did come after me, that's
a fact.

And his wife thought there was something in it, and then she made such a
hocus-pocus and hurly-burly, and she hustled me and bustled me about so
that [

left her service.

Hialmar. But afterwards, then?

Gina. Well, then I went home. And mother — well, she wasn't the woman
you took her for, Ekdal; she kept on worrying and worrying at me about
one thing and another

— for Mr. Werle was a widower by that time.

Hialmar. Well, and then?

Gina. I suppose you've got to know it. He gave me no peace until he'd had
his way.

Hialmar (striking his hands together).And this is the mother of my child!
How could you hide this from me?

Gina. Yes, it was wrong of me; I ought certainly to have told you long
ago.

Hialmar. You should have told me at the very first; — then I should have
known the sort of woman you were.

Gina. But would you have married me all the same?

Hialmar. How can you dream that I would?

Gina. That's just why I didn't dare tell you anything, then. For I'd come to
care for

you so much, you see; and I couldn't go and make myself utterly
miserable —



Hialmar (walks about).And this is my Hedvig's mother. And to know that
all I see before me — (kicks at a chair) — all that I call my home — I
owe to a favoured predecessor! Oh, that scoundrel Werle!

Gina. Do you repent of the fourteen — the fifteen years we've lived
together?

Hialmar (placing himself in front of her).Have you not every day, every
hour, repented of the spider's-web of deceit you have spun around me?
Answer me that! How could you help writhing with penitence and
remorse? Gina Oh, my dear Ekdal, I've had all I could do to look after the
house and get through the day's work —

Hialmar. Then you never think of reviewing your past?

Gina. No; Heaven knows I'd almost forgotten those old stories.

Hialmar. Oh, this dull, callous contentment! To me there is something
revolting about it. Think of it — never so much as a twinge of remorse!
Gina. But tell me, Ekdal — what would have become of you if you hadn't
had a wife like me?

Hialmar. Like you — !

Gina. Yes; for you know I've always been a bit more practical and wide-
awake than you. Of course I'm a year or two older.

Hialmar. What would have become of me!

Gina. You'd got into all sorts of bad ways when first you met me; that
you can't deny.

Hialmar. "Bad ways" do you call them? Little do you know what a man
goes through when he is in grief and despair — especially a man of my
fiery temperament.

Gina. Well, well, that may be so. And I've no reason to crow over you,
neither; for

you turned a moral of a husband, that you did, as soon as ever you had a
house

and home of your own. — And now we'd got everything so nice and cosy
about us;

and me and Hedvig was just thinking we'd soon be able to let ourselves
go a bit,

in the way of both food and clothes.

Hialmar. In the swamp of deceit, yes.

Gina. I wish to goodness that detestable thing had never set his foot
inside our

doors!

Hialmar. And I, too, thought my home such a pleasant one. That was a
delusion. Where shall I now find the elasticity of spirit to bring my
invention into the world

of reality? Perhaps it will die with me; and then it will be your past, Gina,
that will have killed it.



Gina (nearly crying).You mustn't say such things, Ekdal. Me, that has
only wanted to do the best I could for you, all my days!

Hialmar. I ask you, what becomes of the breadwinner's dream? When I
used to lie in there on the sofa and brood over my invention, I had a clear
enough presentiment that

it would sap my vitality to the last drop. I felt even then that the day when
I

held the patent in my hand — that day — would bring my — release.
And then it

was my dream that you should live on after me, the dead inventor's well-
to-do

widow.

Gina (drying her tears).No, you mustn't talk like that, Ekdal. May the
Lord never let me see the day I am left a widow!

Hialmar. Oh, the whole dream has vanished. It is all over now. All over!
GREGERS WERLE opens the passage door cautiously and looks in.
Gregers. May I come in?

Hialmar. Yes, come in.

Gregers (comes forward, his face beaming with satisfaction,

-- and holds out both his hands to them).Well, dear friends — ! (Looks
from one to the other, and whispers to HTALMAR.) Have you not done it
yet?

Hialmar (aloud).It is done.

Gregers. It is?

Hialmar. I have passed through the bitterest moments of my life.

Gregers. But also, I trust, the most ennobling.

Hialmar. Well, at any rate, we have got through it for the present.

Gina. God forgive you, Mr. Werle.

Gregers (in great surprise).But I don't understand this.

Hialmar. What don't you understand?

Gregers. After so great a crisis — a crisis that is to be the starting-point of
an

entirely new life — of a communion founded on truth, and free from all
taint of

deception — Hialmar. Yes, yes, | know; I know that quite well.

Gregers. 1 confidently expected, when I entered the room, to find the
light of

transfiguration shining upon me from both husband and wife. And now I
see

nothing but dulness, oppression, gloom —

Gina. Oh, is that it? Takes off the lamp-shade.



Gregers. You will not understand me, Mrs. Ekdal. Ah, well, you, I
suppose, need time to — . But you, Hialmar? Surely you feel a new
consecration after the great crisis.

Hialmar. Yes, of course I do. That is — in a sort of way.

Gregers. For surely nothing in the world can compare with the joy of
forgiving one who has erred, and raising her up to oneself in love.
Hialmar. Do you think a man can so easily throw off the bitter cup I have
drained?

Gregers. No, not a common man, perhaps. But a man like you — !
Hialmar. Good God! I know that well enough. But you must keep me up
to it, Gregers. It takes time, you know.

Gregers. You have much of the wild duck in you, Hialmar. RELLING
has come in at the passage door.

Relling. Oho! is the wild duck to the fore again?

Hialmar. Yes; Mr. Werle's wing-broken victim.

Relling. Mr. Werle's — ? So it's him you are talking about?

Hialmar. Him and — ourselves.

Relling (in an undertone to GREGERS).

May the devil fly away with you!

Hialmar. What is that you are saying?

Relling. Only uttering a heartfelt wish that this quacksalver would take
himself off. If

he stays here, he is quite equal to making an utter mess of life, for both of
you. Gregers. These two will not make a mess of life, Mr. Relling. Of
course I won't speak of Hialmar — him we know. But she, too, in her
innermost heart, has certainly

something loyal and sincere — Gina (almost crying).You might have let
me alone for what I was, then.

Relling (to GREGERS).Is it rude to ask what you really want in this
house?

Gregers. To lay the foundations of a true marriage.

Relling. So you don't think Ekdal's marriage is good enough as it is?
Gregers. No doubt it is as good a marriage as most others, worse luck.
But a true

marriage it has yet to become.

Hialmar. You have never had eyes for the claims of the ideal, Relling.
Relling. Rubbish, my boy! — but excuse me, Mr. Werle: how many — in
round numbers — how many true marriages have you seen in the course
of your life?

Gregers. Scarcely a single one.

Relling. Nor I either.



Gregers. But I have seen innumerable marriages of the opposite kind.
And it has been my fate to see at close quarters what ruin such a marriage
can work in two human

souls.

Hialmar. A man's whole moral basis may give away beneath his feet; that
is the terrible part of it.

Relling. Well, I can't say I've ever been exactly married, so I don't pretend
to speak

with authority. But this I know, that the child enters into the marriage
problem. And you must leave the child in peace.

Hialmar. Oh — Hedvig! my poor Hedvig!

Relling. Yes, you must be good enough to keep Hedvig outside of all this.
You two are grown-up people; you are free, in God's name, to make what
mess and muddle you please of your life. But you must deal cautiously
with Hedvig, I tell you; else

you may do her a great injury.

Hialmar. An injury!

Relling. Yes, or she may do herself an injury — and perhaps others, too.
Gina. How can you know that, Relling?

Hialmar. Her sight is in no immediate danger, 1s it?

Relling. I am not talking about her sight. Hedvig is at a critical age. She
may be

getting all sorts of mischief into her head.

Gina. That's true — I've noticed it already! She's taken to carrying on
with the fire,

out in the kitchen. She calls it playing at house-on-fire. I'm often scared
for

fear she really sets fire to the house.

Relling. You see; I thought as much.

Gregers (to RELLING).But how do you account for that?

Relling (sullenly).Her constitution's changing, sir.

Hialmar. So long as the child has me — ! So long as I am above ground
— ! A knock at the door.

Gina. Hush, Ekdal; there's some one in the passage. (Calls out.) Come in!
MRS. SORBY, in walking dress, comes in.

Mrs. Sorby. Good evening.

Gina (going towards her).Is it really you, Bertha?

Mrs. Sorby. Yes, of course it is. But I'm disturbing you, I'm afraid?
Hialmar. No, not at all; an emissary from that house —

Mrs. Sorby (to GINA).To tell the truth, I hoped your men-folk would be
out at this time. I just ran up to have a little chat with you, and to say
good-bye.

Gina. Good-bye? Are you going away, then?



Mrs. Sorby. Yes, to-morrow morning, — up to Hoidal. Mr. Werle started
this afternoon. (Lightly to GREGERS.) He asked me to say good-bye for
him.

Gina. Only fancy — !

Hialmar. So Mr. Werle has gone? And now you are going after him?
Mrs. Sorby. Yes, what do you say to that, Ekdal?

Hialmar. I say: beware!

Gregers. [ must explain the situation. My father and Mrs. Sorby are going
to be married.

Hialmar. Going to be married!

Gina. Oh, Bertha! So it's come to that at last!

Relling (his voice quivering a little).This is surely not true?

Mrs. Sorby. Yes, my dear Relling, it's true enough.

Relling. You are going to marry again?

Mrs. Sorby. Yes, it looks like it. Werle has got a special licence, and we
are going to be married quite quietly, up at the works.

Gregers. Then I must wish you all happiness, like a dutiful stepson.

Mrs. Sorby. Thank you very much — if you mean what you say. I
certainly hope it will lead to happiness, both for Werle and for me.
Relling. You have every reason to hope that. Mr. Werle never gets drunk
— so far as [ know; and I don't suppose he's in the habit of thrashing his
wives, like the

late lamented horse-doctor.

Mrs. Sorby. Come now, let Sorby rest in peace. He had his good points,
too.

Relling. Mr. Werle has better ones, I have no doubt. Mrs. Sorby. He
hasn't frittered away all that was good in him, at any rate. The man who
does that must take the

consequences.

Relling. I shall go out with Molvik this evening.

Mrs. Sorby. You mustn't do that, Relling. Don't do it — for my sake.
Relling. There's nothing else for it. (To HIALMAR.) If you're going with
us, come along.

Gina. No, thank you. Ekdal doesn't go in for that sort of dissertation.
Hialmar (half aloud, in vexation).Oh, do hold your tongue!

Relling. Good-bye, Mrs. — Werle. Goes out through the passage door.
Gregers (to MRS. SORBY). You seem to know Dr. Relling pretty
intimately.

Mrs. Sorby. Yes, we have known each other for many years. At one time
it seemed as if things might have gone further between us.

Gregers. It was surely lucky for you that they did not.



Mrs. Sorby. You may well say that. But I have always been wary of
acting on impulse. A woman can't afford absolutely to throw herself
away.

Gregers. Are you not in the least afraid that I may let my father know
about this old

friendship?

Mrs. Sorby. Why, of course, I have told him all about it myself.

Gregers. Indeed?

Mrs. Sorby. Your father knows every single thing that can, with any truth,
be said about me. I have told him all; it was the first thing I did when |
saw what was in his

mind.

Gregers. Then you have been franker than most people, I think.

Mrs. Sorby. 1 have always been frank. We women find that the best
policy.

Hialmar. What do you say to that, Gina?

Gina. Oh, we're not all alike, us women aren't. Some are made one way,
some another.

Mrs. Sorby. Well, for my part, Gina, I believe it's wisest to do as I've
done. And Werle has no secrets either, on his side. That's really the great
bond between us, you

see. Now he can talk to me as openly as a child. He has never had the
chance to

do that before. Fancy a man like him, full of health and vigour, passing
his

whole youth and the best years of his life in listening to nothing but
penitential sermons! And very often the sermons had for their text the
most

imaginary offences — at least so I understand.

Gina. That's true enough.

Gregers. If you ladies are going to follow up this topic, I had better
withdraw.

Mrs. Sorby. You can stay as far as that's concerned. I shan't say a word
more. But [ wanted you to know that I had done nothing secretly or in an
underhand way. [ may seem to have come in for a great piece of luck; and
so | have, in a sense. But after

all, I don't think I am getting any more than I am giving. I shall stand by
him

always, and I can tend and care for him as no one else can, now that he is
getting helpless.

Hialmar. Getting helpless?

Gregers (to MRS. SORBY).Hush, don't speak of that here.



Mrs. Sorby. There is no disguising it any longer, however much he
would like to. He is going blind.

Hialmar (starts).Going blind? That's strange. He, too, going blind!

Gina. Lots of people do.

Mrs. Sorby. And you can imagine what that means to a business man.
Well, I shall try as well as I can to make my eyes take the place of his.
But I mustn't stay any longer; I have heaps of things to do. — Oh, by-the-
bye, Ekdal, I was to tell you that if

there 1s anything Werle can do for you, you must just apply to Graberg.
Gregers. That offer I am sure Hialmar Ekdal will decline with thanks.
Mrs. Sorby. Indeed? I don't think he used to be so —

Gina. No, Bertha, Ekdal doesn't need anything from Mr. Werle now.
Hialmar (slowly, and with emphasis).Will you present my compliments
to your future husband, and say that I intend very shortly to call upon Mr.
Graberg —

Gregers. What! You don't really mean that?

Hialmar. To call upon Mr. Graberg, I say, and obtain an account of the
sum I owe his

principal. I will pay that debt of honour — ha ha ha! a debt of honour, let
us

call it! In any case, I will pay the whole with five per cent. interest.

Gina. But, my dear Ekdal, God knows we haven't got the money to do it.
Hialmar. Be good enough to tell your future husband that I am working
assiduously at my invention. Please tell him that what sustains me in this
laborious task is the

wish to free myself from a torturing burden of debt. That is my reason for
proceeding with the invention. The entire profits shall be devoted to
releasing

me from my pecuniary obligations to your future husband.

Mrs. Sorby. Something has happened here.

Hialmar. Yes, you are right.

Mrs. Sorby. Well, good-bye. I had something else to speak to you about,
Gina; but it must keep till another time. Good-bye.

HIALMAR and GREGERS bow silently. GINA follows MRS. SORBY
to the door.

Hialmar. Not beyond the threshold, Gina! MRS. SORBY goes; GINA
shuts the door after her.

Hialmar. There now, Gregers; | have got that burden of debt off my mind.
Gregers. You soon will, at all events.

Hialmar. I think my attitude may be called correct.

Gregers. You are the man I have always taken you for.

Hialmar. In certain cases, it is impossible to disregard the claim of the
1deal. Yet, as



the breadwinner of a family, I cannot but writhe and groan under it. I can
tell

you it is no joke for a man without capital to attempt the repayment of a
long-standing obligation, over which, so to speak, the dust of oblivion
had

gathered. But it cannot be helped: the Man in me demands his rights.
Gregers (laying his hand on HIALMAR'S shoulder).My dear Hialmar —
was it not a good thing I came?

Hialmar. Yes.

Gregers. Are you not glad to have had your true position made clear to
you?

Hialmar (somewhat impatiently).Yes, of course I am. But there is one
thing that is revolting to my sense of justice.

Gregers. And what is that?

Hialmar. It is that — but I don't know, whether I ought to express myself
so unreservedly about your father.

Gregers. Say what you please, so far as | am concerned.

Hialmar. Well, then, is it not exasperating to think that it is not I, but he,
who will

realise the true marriage?

Gregers. How can you say such a thing?

Hialmar. Because it is clearly the case. Isn't the marriage between your
father and Mrs. Sorby founded upon complete confidence, upon entire
and unreserved candour on both sides? They hide nothing from each
other, they keep no secrets in the

background; their relation is based, if I may put it so, on mutual
confession

and absolution.

Gregers. Well, what then?

Hialmar. Well, is not that the whole thing? Did you not yourself say that
this was

precisely the difficulty that had to be overcome in order to found a true

marriage?
Gregers. But this is a totally different matter, Hialmar. You surely don't
compare either yourself or your wife with those two — ? Oh, you

understand me well enough.

Hialmar. Say what you like, there is something in all this that hurts and
offends my

sense of justice. It really looks as if there were no just providence to rule
the world.

Gina. Oh, no, Ekdal; for God's sake don't say such things.

Gregers. H'm; don't let us get upon those questions.



Hialmar. And yet, after all, I cannot but recognise the guiding finger of
fate. He is

going blind.

Gina. Oh, you can't be sure of that.

Hialmar. There is no doubt about it. At all events there ought not to be;
for in that

very fact lies the righteous retribution. He has hoodwinked a confiding
fellow

creature in days gone by —

Gregers. I fear he has hoodwinked many.

Hialmar. And now comes inexorable, mysterious Fate, and demands
Werle's own eyes.

Gina. Oh, how dare you say such dreadful things! You make me quite
scared.

Hialmar. It is profitable, now and then, to plunge deep into the night side
of existence.

HEDVIG, in her hat and cloak, comes in by the passage door. She is
pleasurably

excited and out of breath.

Gina. Are you back already?

Hedvig. Yes, I didn't care to go any farther. It was a good thing, too; for
I've just

met some one at the door.

Hialmar. It must have been that Mrs. Sorby.

Hedvig. Yes.

Hialmar (walks up and down).I hope you have seen her for the last time.
Silence. HEDVIG, discouraged, looks first at one and then at the other,
trying

to divine their frame of mind.

Hedvig (approaching, coaxingly).Father.

Hialmar. Well — what is it, Hedvig?

Hedvig. Mrs. Sorby had something with her for me,

Hialmar (stops).For you?

Hedvig. Yes. Something for to-morrow.

Gina. Bertha has always given you some little thing on your birthday.
Hialmar. What is it?

Hedvig. Oh, you mustn't see it now. Mother is to give it to me to-morrow
morning before I'm up.

Hialmar. What is all this hocus-pocus that I am to be in the dark about!
Hedvig (quickly). Oh, no, you may see it if you like. It's a big letter.
Takes the letter out of her cloak pocket.

Hialmar. A letter, too?



Hedvig. Yes, it is only a letter. The rest will come afterwards, I suppose.
But fancy — a letter! I've never had a letter before. And there's "Miss"
written upon it.

(Reads.) "Miss Hedvig Ekdal." Only fancy — that's me!

Hialmar. Let me see that letter.

Hedvig (hands it to him).There it is.

Hialmar. That is Mr. Werle's hand.

Gina. Are you sure of that, Ekdal?

Hialmar. Look for yourself.

Gina. Oh, what do I know about such-like things?

Hialmar. Hedvig, may I open the letter — and read it?

Hedvig. Yes, of course you may, if you want to.

Gina. No, not to-night, Ekdal; it's to be kept till to-morrow.

Hedvig (softly).Oh, can't you let him read it! It's sure to be something
good; and then father will be glad, and everything will be nice again.
Hialmar. I may open it then?

Hedvig. Yes, do, father. I'm so anxious to know what it is.

Hialmar. Well and good. (Opens the letter, takes out - a paper, reads it
through, and appears bewildered.) What is this — !

Gina. What does it say?

Hedvig. Oh, yes, father — tell us!

Hialmar. Be quiet. (Reads it through again; he has turned pale, but says
with

self-control:) It is a deed of gift, Hedvig.

Hedvig. Is it? What sort of gift am I to have?

Hialmar. Read for yourself.

HEDVIG goes over and reads for a time by the lamp.

Hialmar (half-aloud, clenching his hands).The eyes! The eyes — and then
that letter!

Hedvig (leaves off reading).Yes, but it seems to me that it's grandfather
that's to have it.

Hialmar (takes letter from her).Gina — can you understand this?

Gina. I know nothing whatever about it; tell me what's the matter.
Hialmar. Mr. Werle writes to Hedvig that her old grandfather need not
trouble himself any longer with the copying, but that he can henceforth
draw on the office for a hundred crowns a month

Gregers. Aha!

Hedvig. A hundred crowns, mother! I read that.

Gina. What a good thing for grandfather!

Hialmar. — a hundred crowns a month so long as he needs it — that
means, of course, so long as he lives.

Gina. Well, so he's provided for, poor dear.



Hialmar. But there is more to come. You didn't read that, Hedvig.
Afterwards this gift is to pass on to you.

Hedvig. To me! The whole of it?

Hialmar. He says that the same amount is assured to you for the whole of
your life. Do you hear that, Gina?

Gina. Yes, I hear.

Hedvig. Fancy — all that money for me! (Shakes him.) Father, father,
aren't you glad — ? Hialmar (eluding her).Glad! (Walks about.) Oh what
vistas — what perspectives open up before me! It is Hedvig, Hedvig that
he showers these benefactions upon!

Gina. Yes, because it's Hedvig's birthday —

Hedvig. And you'll get it all the same, father! You know quite well I
shall give all the

money to you and mother.

Hialmar. To mother, yes! There we have it.

Gregers. Hialmar, this is a trap he is setting for you.

Hialmar. Do you think it's another trap?

Gregers. When he was here this morning he said: Hialmar Ekdal is not
the man you imagine him to be.

Hialmar. Not the man — !

Gregers. That you shall see, he said.

Hialmar. He meant you should see that I would let myself be bought off
1

Hedvig. Oh mother, what does all this mean?

Gina. Go and take off your things. HEDVIG goes out by the kitchen door,
half-crying.

Gregers. Yes, Hialmar — now is the time to show who was right, he or I.
Hialmar (slowly tears the paper across, lays both pieces on the table, and
says):Here is my answer.

Gregers. Just what I expected.

Hialmar (goes over to GINA, who stands by the stove, and says in a low
voice):

Now please make a clean breast of it. If the connection between you and
him was

quite over when you — came to care for me, as you call it — why did he
place us

in a position to marry?

Gina. I suppose he thought as he could come and go in our house.
Hialmar. Only that? Was not he afraid of a possible contingency?

Gina. I don't know what you mean.

Hialmar. I want to know whether — your child has the right to live under
my roof.

Gina (draws herself up; her eyes flash).You ask that!



Hialmar. You shall answer me this one question: Does Hedvig belong to
me — or — ? Well! Gina (looking at him with cold defiance).

I don't know. Hialmar (quivering a little).

You don't know! Gina.

How should I know. A creature like me — Hialmar (quietly turning away
from her).

Then I have nothing more to do in this house.

Gregers. Take care, Hialmar! Think what you are doing!

Hialmar (puts on his overcoat).In this case, there is nothing for a man like
me to think twice about.

Gregers. Yes indeed, there are endless things to be considered. You three
must be

together if you are to attain the true frame of mind for self-sacrifice and
forgiveness.

Hialmar. I don't want to attain it. Never, never! My hat! (Takes his hat.)
My home has

fallen in ruins about me. (Bursts into tears.) Gregers, [ have no child!
Hedvig (who has opened the kitchen door).

What is that you're saying? (Coming to him.) Father, father!

Gina. There, you see!

Hialmar. Don't come near me, Hedvig! Keep far away. I cannot bear to
see you. Oh! those eyes — ! Good-bye. Makes for the door.

Hedvig (clinging close to him and screaming loudly).

No! no! Don't leave me! Gina (cries out).

Look at the child, Ekdal! Look at the child!

Hialmar. I will not! I cannot! I must get out — away from all this!

He tears himself away from HEDVIG, and goes out by the passage door.
Hedvig (with despairing eyes).He is going away from us, mother! He is
going away from us! He will never come back again!

Gina . Don't cry, Hedvig. Father's sure to come back again.

Hedvig (throws herself sobbing on the sofa).No, no, he'll never come
home to us any more.

Gregers. Do you believe I meant all for the best, Mrs. Ekdal?

Gina. Yes, I daresay you did; but God forgive you, all the same.

Hedvig (lying on the sofa).Oh, this will kill me! What have I done to
him? Mother, you must fetch him home again!

Gina. Yes yes yes; only be quiet, and I'll go out and look for him. (Puts
on her

outdoor things.) Perhaps he's gone in to Relling's. But you mustn't lie
there

and cry. Promise me!

Hedvig (weeping convulsively).Yes, I'll stop, I'll stop; if only father
comes back!



Gregers (to GINA, who 1s going).After all, had you not better leave him
to fight out his bitter fight to the end?

Gina. Oh, he can do that afterwards. First of all, we must get the child
quieted.

(Goes out by the passage door.

Hedvig (sits up and dries her tears).Now you must tell me what all this
means. Why doesn't father want me any more?

Gregers. You mustn't ask that till you are a big girl — quite grown-up.
Hedvig (sobs).But I can't go on being as miserable as this till I'm grown-
up. — [ think I know what it is. — Perhaps I'm not really father's child.
Gregers (uneasily).How could that be?

Hedvig. Mother might have found me. And perhaps father has just got to
know it; I've read of such things.

Gregers. Well, but if it were so —

Hedvig. I think he might be just as fond of me for all that. Yes, fonder
almost. We got the wild duck in a present, you know, and I love it so
dearly all the same.

Gregers (turning the conversation).Ah, the wild duck, by-tbe-bye! Let us
talk about the wild duck a little, Hedvig.

Hedvig. The poor wild duck! He doesn't want to see it any more either.
Only think, he wanted to wring its neck!

Gregers. Oh, he won't do that.

Hedvig. No; but he said he would like to. And I think it was horrid of
father to say it;

for I pray for the wild duck every night, and ask that it may be preserved
from

death and all that is evil.

Gregers (looking at her).Do you say your prayers every night?

Hedvig. Yes.

Gregers. Who taught you to do that?

Hedvig. I myself; one time when father was very ill, and had leeches on
his neck, and

said that death was staring him in the face.

Gregers. Well?

Hedvig. Then I prayed for him as I lay in bed; and since then I have
always kept it up.

Gregers. And now you pray for the wild duck too?

Hedvig. I thought it was best to bring in the wild duck; for she was so
weakly at first.

Gregers. Do you pray in the morning, too?

Hedvig. No, of course not.

Gregers. Why not in the morning as well?



Hedvig. In the morning it's light, you know, and there's nothing in
particular to be

afraid of.

Gregers. And your father was going to wring the neck of the wild duck
that you love so dearly?

Hedvig. No; he said he ought to wring its neck, but he would spare it for
my sake; and that was kind of father.

Gregers (coming a little nearer).But suppose you were to sacrifice the
wild duck of your own free will for his sake.

Hedvig (rising).The wild duck!

Gregers. Suppose you were to make a free-will offering, for his sake, of
the dearest

treasure you have in the world!

Hedvig. Do you think that would do any good?

Gregers. Try it, Hedvig.

Hedvig (softly, with flashing eyes).Yes, [ will try it.

Gregers. Have you really the courage for it, do you think?

Hedvig. I'll ask grandfather to shoot the wild duck for me.

Gregers. Yes, do. — But not a word to your mother about it.

Hedvig. Why not?

Gregers. She doesn't understand us.

Hedvig. The wild duck! I'll try it to-morrow morning. GINA comes in by
the passage door.Hedvig (going towards her).Did you find him, mother?
Gina. No, but I heard as he had called and taken Relling with him.
Gregers. Are you sure of that?

Gina. Yes, the porter's wife said so. Molvik went with them,too, she said.
Gregers. This evening, when his mind so sorely needs to wrestle in
solitude — !

Gina (takes off her things).Yes, men are strange creatures, so they are.
The Lord only knows where Relling has dragged him to! I ran over to
Madam Eriksen's, but they weren't there.

Hedvig (struggling to keep back her tears).Oh, if he should never come
home any more!

Gregers. He will come home again. I shall have news to give him to-
morrow; and then you shall see how he comes home. You may rely upon
that, Hedvig, and sleep in peace. Good-night. He goes out by the passage
door.

Hedvig (throws herself sobbing on GINA'S neck).

Mother, mother!

Gina (pats her shoulder and sighs).Ah yes; Relling was right, he was.
That's what comes of it when crazy creatures go about presenting the
claims of the — what-you-may-call-it.



ACT FIFTH

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio. Cold, grey morning light. Wet snow lies
upon the large

panes of the sloping roof-window. GINA comes from the kitchen with an
apron and

bib on, and carrying a dusting-brush and a duster; she goes towards the
sitting-room door. At the same moment HEDVIG comes hurriedly in
from the

passage.

Gina (stops).Well?

Hedvig. Oh, mother, I almost think he's down at Relling's —

Gina. There, you see!

Hedvig. — because the porter's wife says she could hear that Relling had
two people with him when he came home last night.

Gina. That's just what I thought.

Hedvig. But it's no use his being there, if he won't come up to us.

Gina. TI'll go down and speak to him at all events. OLD EKDAL, in
dressing-gown and slippers, and with a lighted pipe, appears at the door
of his room.

Ekdal. Hialmar — Isn't Hialmar at home?

Gina. No, he's gone out.

Ekdal. So early? And in such a tearing snowstorm? Well well; just as he
pleases; I can

take my morning walk alone. He slides the garret door aside; HEDVIG
helps him; he goes in; she closes it after him. Hedvig (in an
undertone).Only think, mother, when poor grandfather hears that father is
going to leave us.

Gina. Oh, nonsense; grandfather mustn't hear anything about it. It was a
heaven's

mercy he wasn't at home yesterday in all that hurly-burly.

Hedvig. Yes, but — GREGERS comes in by the passage door.

Gregers. Well, have you any news of him?

Gina. They say he's down at Relling's.

Gregers. At Relling's! Has he really been out with those creatures?

Gina. Yes, like enough.

Gregers. When he ought to have been yearning for solitude, to collect
and clear his

thoughts — Gina.

Yes, you may well say so. RELLING enters from the passage.

Hedvig (going to him).Is father in your room?

Gina (at the same time).Is he there?

Relling. Yes, to be sure he is.

Hedvig. And you never let us know!



Relling. Yes; I'm a brute. But in the first place I had to look after the
other brute; I
mean our daemonic friend, of course; and then I fell so dead asleep that

Gina. What does Ekdal say to-day?

Relling. He says nothing whatever.

Hedvig. Doesn't he speak?

Relling. Not a blessed word.

Gregers. No no,; I can understand that very well.

Gina. But what's he doing then?

Relling. He's lying on the sofa, snoring.

Gina. Oh is he? Yes, Ekdal's a rare one to snore.

Hedvig. Asleep? Can he sleep?

Relling. Well, it certainly looks like it.

Gregers. No wonder, after the spiritual conflict that has rent him —

Gina. And then he's never been used to gadding about out of doors at
night.

Hedvig. Perhaps it's a good thing that he's getting sleep, mother.

Gina. Of course it is; and we must take care we don't wake him up too
early. Thank

you, Relling. I must get the house cleaned up a bit now, and then —
Come and

help me, Hedvig. GINA and HEDVIG go into the sitting-room.

Gregers (turning to RELLING).What is your explanation of the spiritual
tumult that is now going on in Hialmar Ekdal?

Relling. Devil a bit of a spiritual tumult have I noticed in him.

Gregers. What! Not at such a crisis, when his whole life has been placed
on a new

foundation — ? How can you think that such an individuality as
Hialmar's — ?

Relling. Oh, individuality — he! If he ever had any tendency to the
abnormal developments you call individuality, I can assure you it was
rooted out of him while he was still in his teens.

Gregers. That would be strange indeed, — considering the loving care
with which he was brought up.

Relling. By those two high-flown, hysterical maiden aunts, you mean?
Gregers. Let me tell you that they were women who never forgot the
claim of the ideal — but of course you will only jeer at me again.

Relling. No, I'm in no humour for that. I know all about those ladies; for
he has ladled out no end of rhetoric on the subject of his "two soul-
mothers." But I don't

think he has much to thank them for. Ekdal's misfortune is that in his own
circle he has always been looked upon as a shining light —



Gregers. Not without reason, surely. Look at the depth of his mind!
Relling. I have never discovered it. That his father believed in it I don't
so much

wonder; the old lieutenant has been an ass all his days.

Gregers. He has had a child-like mind all his days; that is what you
cannot understand.

Relling. Well, so be it. But then, when our dear, sweet Hialmar went to
college, he at

once passed for the great light of the future amongst his comrades too. He
was

handsome, the rascal — red and white — a shop-girl's dream of manly
beauty; and

with his superficially emotional temperament, and his sympathetic voice,
and his

talent for declaiming other people's verses and other people's thoughts —
Gregers (indignantly).Is it Hialmar Ekdal you are talking about in this
strain?

Relling. Yes, with your permission; I am simply giving you an inside
view of the idol you are grovelling before.

Gregers. I should hardly have thought I was quite stone blind.

Relling. Yes you are — or not far from it. You are a sick man, too, you
see.

Gregers. You are right there.

Relling. Yes. Yours is a complicated case. First of all, there is that plaguy
integrity-fever; and then — what's worse — you are always in a delirium
of

hero-worship; you must always have something to adore, outside
yourself.

Gregers. Yes, I must certainly seek it outside myself.

Relling. But you make such shocking mistakes about every new phoenix
you think you have discovered. Here again you have come to a cotter's
cabin with your claim of the ideal; and the people of the house are
insolvent.

Gregers. If you don't think better than that of Hialmar Ekdal, what
pleasure can you find in being everlastingly with him?

Relling. Well, you see, I'm supposed to be a sort of a doctor — save the
mark! [ can't

but give a hand to the poor sick folk who live under the same roof with
me.

Gregers. Oh, indeed! Hialmar Ekdal is sick too, is he!

Relling. Most people are, worse luck.

Gregers. And what remedy are you applying in Hialmar's case?

Relling. My usual one. I am cultivating the life-illusion* in him.



Gregers . Life-illusion? I didn't catch what you said.

Relling. Yes, I said illusion. For illusion, you know, is the stimulating
principle.

Gregers. May I ask with what illusion Hialmar is inoculated?

Relling. No, thank you; I don't betray professional secrets to
quacksalvers. You would

probably go and muddle his case still more than you have already. But
my method

1s infallible. I have applied it to Molvik as well. I have made him
"daemonic."

That's the blister I have to put on his neck.

Gregers. Is he not really daemonic then?

Relling. What the devil do you mean by daemonic! It's only a piece of
gibberish I've

invented to keep up a spark of life in him. But for that, the poor harmless
creature would have succumbed to self-contempt and despair many a long
year ago.

And then the old lieutenant! But he has hit upon his own cure, you see.
Gregers. Lieutenant Ekdal? What of him?

Relling. Just think of the old bear-hunter shutting himself up in that dark
garret to

shoot rabbits! I tell you there is not a happier sportsman in the world than
that old man pottering about in there among all that rubbish. The four or
five

withered Christmas-trees he has saved up are the same to him as the
whole great

fresh Hoidal forest; the cock and the hens are big game-birds in the fir-
tops;

and the rabbits that flop about the garret floor are the bears
*"Livslognen,"

literally "the life-lie." he has to battle with — the mighty hunter of the
mountains!

Gregers. Poor unfortunate old man! Yes; he has indeed had to narrow the
ideals of his

youth. Relling. While I think of it, Mr. Werle, junior — don't use that
foreign word: ideals. We have the excellent native word: lies.

Gregers. Do you think the two things are related?

Relling. Yes, just about as closely as typhus and putrid fever.

Gregers. Dr. Relling, I shall not give up the struggle until I have rescued
Hialmar from your clutches!

Relling. So much the worse for him. Rob the average man of his life-
illusion, and you rob him of his happiness at the same stroke. (To



HEDVIG, who comes in from the sitting-room.) Well, little wild-duck-
mother, I'm just going down to see whether

papa is still lying meditating upon that wonderful invention of his. Goes
out by

passage door.

Gregers (approaches HEDVIG).I can see by your face that you have not
yet done it.

Hedvig. What? Oh, that about the wild duck! No.

Gregers. I suppose your courage failed when the time came.

Hedvig. No, that wasn't it. But when I awoke this morning and
remembered what we had been talking about, it seemed so strange.
Gregers. Strange?

Hedvig. Yes, I don't know — Yesterday evening, at the moment, I
thought there was

something so delightful about it; but since I have slept and thought of it
again, it somehow doesn't seem worth while.

Gregers. Ah, I thought you could not have grown up quite unharmed in
this house.

Hedvig. 1 don't care about that, if only father would come up —

Gregers. Oh, if only your eyes had been opened to that which gives life
its value — if

you possessed the true, joyous, fearless spirit of sacrifice, you would soon
see

how he would come up to you. — But I believe in you still, Hedvig.

He goes out by the passage door. HEDVIG wanders about the room for a
time; she

is on the point of going into the kitchen when a knock is heard at the
garret

door. HEDVIG goes over and opens it a little; old EKDAL comes out;
she pushes

the door to again.

Ekdal. H'm, it's not much fun to take one's morning walk alone.

Hedvig. Wouldn't you like to go shooting, grandfather?

Ekdal. It's not the weather for it to-day. It's so dark there, you can
scarcely see

where you're going.

Hedvig. Do you never want to shoot anything besides the rabbits?

Ekdal. Do you think the rabbits aren't good enough?

Hedvig. Yes, but what about the wild duck?

Ekdal. Ho-ho! are you afraid I shall shoot your wild duck? Never in the
world. Never.

Hedvig. No, I suppose you couldn't; they say it's very difficult to shoot
wild ducks.



Ekdal. Couldn't! Should rather think I could.

Hedvig. How would you set about it, grandfather? — I don't mean with
my wild duck, but with others?

Ekdal. I should take care to shoot them in the breast, you know; that's the
surest

place. And then you must shoot against the feathers, you see — not the
way of

the feathers.

Hedvig. Do they die then, grandfather?

Ekdal. Yes, they die right enough — when you shoot properly. — Well, |
must go and

brush up a bit. H'm — understand — h'm. Goes into his room.

HEDVIG waits a little, glances towards the sitting-room door, goes over
to the

book-case, stands on tip-toe, takes the double-barrelled pistol down

-105- from the shelf, and looks at it. GINA, with brush and duster, comes
from

the sitting-room. HEDVIG hastily lays down the pistol, unobserved.

Gina. Don't stand raking amongst father's things, Hedvig.

Hedvig (goes away from the bookcase).l was only going to tidy up a
little.

Gina. You'd better go into the kitchen, and see if the coffee's keeping
hot; I'll take

his breakfast on a tray, when I go down to him.

HEDVIG goes out. GINA begins to sweep and clean up the studio.
Presently the

passage door is opened with hesitation, and HIALMAR EKDAL looks in.
He has on

his overcoat, but not his hat; he is unwashed, and his hair is dishevelled
and

unkempt. His eyes are dull and heavy. Gina (standing with the brush in
her hand, and looking at him).Oh, there now, Ekdal — so you've come
after all?

Hialmar (comes in and answers in a toneless voice).l come only to depart
again immediately.

Gina. Yes, yes, I suppose so. But, Lord help us! what a sight you are!
Hialmar. A sight?

Gina. And your nice winter coat too! Well, that's done for.

Hedvig (at the kitchen door).Mother, hadn't 1 better — ? (Sees
HIALMAR, gives a loud scream of joy, and runs to him.) Oh, father,
father!

Hialmar (turns away and makes a gesture of repulsion). Away, away,
away! (To GINA.) Keep her away from me, I say!



Gina (in a low tone).Go into the sitting-room, Hedvig. HEDVIG does so
without a word.

Hialmar (fussily pulls out the table-drawer).I must have my books with
me. Where are my books?

Gina. Which books?

Hialmar. My scientific books, of course; the technical magazines I
require for my

invention.

Gina (searches in the bookcase).Is it these here paper-covered ones?
Hialmar. Yes, of course.

Gina (lays a heap of magazines on the table).Shan't I get Hedvig to cut
them for you?

Hialmar. I don't require to have them cut for me. Short silence.

Gina. Then you're still set on leaving us, Ekdal?

Hialmar (rummaging amongst the books).Yes, that is a matter of course, I
should think.

Gina. Well, well.

Hialmar (vehemently).How can I live here, to be stabbed to the heart
every hour of the day?

Gina. God forgive you for thinking such vile things of me.

Hialmar. Prove —!

Gina. I think it's you as has got to prove.

Hialmar. After a past like yours? There are certain claims — I may
almost call them

claims of the ideal —

Gina. But what about grandfather? What's to become of him, poor dear?
Hialmar. I know my duty; my helpless father will come with me. I am
going out into the town to make arrangements — H'm — (hesitatingly)
— has any one found my hat on the stairs?

Gina. No. Have you lost your hat?

Hialmar. Of course I had it on when I came in last night; there's no doubt
about that;

but I couldn't find it this morning.

Gina. Lord help us! where have you been to with those two ne'er-do-
weels?

Hialmar. Oh, don't bother me about trifles. Do you suppose I am in the
mood to remember details?

Gina. If only you haven't caught cold, Ekdal — — Goes out into the
kitchen.

Hialmar (talks to himself in a low tone of irritation, whilst he empties the
table-drawer).You're a scoundrel, Relling! — You're a low fellow! — Ah,
you shameless tempter! — I wish I could get some one to stick a knife
into you!



He lays some old letters on one side, finds the torn document of
yesterday,

takes it up and looks at the pieces; puts it down hurriedly as GINA enters.
Gina (sets a tray with coffee, etc., on the table).Here's a drop of
something hot, if you'd fancy it. And there's some bread and butter and a
snack of salt meat.

Hialmar (glancing at the tray).Salt meat? Never under this roof! It's true I
have not had a mouthful of solid food for nearly twenty-four hours; but
no matter. — My memoranda! The commencement of my autobiography!
What has become of my diary, and all my important papers? (Opens the
sitting-room door but draws back.) She is there too!

Gina. Good Lord! the child must be somewhere!

Hialmar. Come out.

He makes room, HEDVIG comes, scared, into the studio.

Hialmar (With his hand upon the door-handle, says to GINA):In these,
the last moments I spend in my former home, I wish to be spared from
interlopers — — Goes into the room.Hedvig (with a bound towards her
mother, asks softly, trembling).

Does that mean me?

Gina. Stay out in the kitchen, Hedvig; or, no — you'd best go into your
own room.

(Speaks to HIALMAR as she goes in to him.) Wait a bit, Ekdal; don't
rummage so

in the drawers; I know where everything is.

Hedvig (stands a moment immovable, in terror and perplexity, biting her
lips to

keep back the tears; then she clenches her hands convulsively, and says
softly):

The wild duck. She steals over and takes the pistol from the shelf, opens
the garret door a little way, creeps in, and draws the door to after her.
HIALMAR and GINA can be heard disputing in the sitting-room.
Hialmar (comes in with some manuscript books and old loose papers,
which he lays

upon the table).That portmanteau is of no use! There are a thousand and
one things I must drag with me.

Gina (following with the portmanteau). Why not leave all the rest for the
present, and only take a shirt and a pair of woollen drawers with you?
Hialmar. Whew! — all these exhausting preparations — ! Pulls off his
overcoat and throws it upon the sofa.

Gina. And there's the coffee getting cold.

Hialmar. H'm. Drinks a mouthful without thinking of it, and then another.
Gina (dusting the backs of the chairs).A nice job you'll have to find such
another big garret for the rabbits.



Hialmar. What! Am I to drag all those rabbits with me too?

Gina. You don't suppose grandfather can get on without his rabbits.
Hialmar. He must just get used to doing without them. Have not I to
sacrifice very much greater things than rabbits!

Gina (dusting the bookcase).Shall T put the flute in the portmanteau for
you?

Hialmar. No. No flute for me. But give me the pistol!

Gina. Do you want to take the pigstol with you?

Hialmar. Yes. My loaded pistol.

Gina (searching for it).It's gone. He must have taken it in with him.
Hialmar. Is he in the garret?

Gina. Yes, of course he's in the garret.

Hialmar. H'm — poor lonely old man.

He takes a piece of bread and butter, eats it, and finishes his cup of
coffee.

Gina. If we hadn't have let that room, you could have moved in there.
Hialmar. And continued to live under the same roof with — ! Never, —
never!

Gina. But couldn't you put up with the sitting-room for a day or two? You
could have

it all to yourself.

Hialmar. Never within these walls!

Gina. Well then, down with Relling and Molvik.

Hialmar. Don't mention those wretches' names to me! The very thought
of them almost takes away my appetite. — Oh no, I must go out into the
storm and the snow-drift, — go from house to house and seek shelter for
my father and myself.

Gina. But you've got no hat, Ekdal! You've been and lost your hat, you
know.

Hialmar. Oh those two brutes, those slaves of all the vices! A hat must be
procured.

(Takes another piece of bread and butter.) Some arrangements must be
made. For |

have no mind to throw away my life, either. Looks for something on the
tray.

Gina. What are you looking for?

Hialmar. Butter.

Gina. I'll get some at once. Goes out into the kitchen.

Hialmar (calls after her).Oh it doesn't matter; dry bread is good enough
for me.

Gina (brings a dish of butter).Look here; this is fresh churned.

She pours out another cup of coffee for him; he seats himself on the sofa,



spreads more butter on the already buttered bread, and eats and drinks
awhile in

silence. Hialmar. Could I, without being subject to intrusion — intrusion
of any sort — could I live in the sitting-room there for a day or two?
Gina. Yes, to be sure you could, if you only would.

Hialmar. For I see no possibility of getting all father's things out in such a
hurry.

Gina. And, besides, you've surely got to tell him first as you don't mean
to live with

us others no more.

Hialmar (pushes away his coffee cup).Yes, there is that too; I shall have
to lay bare the whole tangled story to him — I must turn matters over; I
must have breathing-time; [ cannot take all these burdens on my
shoulders in a single day.

Gina. No, especially in such horrible weather as it is outside.

Hialmar (touching WERLE'S letter).I see that paper is still lying about
here.

Gina. Yes, [ haven't touched it.

Hialmar. So far as I am concerned it is mere waste paper —

Gina. Well, I have certainly no notion of making any use of it.

Hialmar. — but we had better not let it get lost all the same; — in all the
upset when [

move, it might easily —

Gina. I'll take good care of it, Ekdal.

Hialmar. The donation is in the first instance made to father, and it rests
with him to

accept or decline it.

Gina (sighs).Yes, poor old father —

Hialmar. To make quite safe — Where shall I find some gum?

Gina (goes to the bookcase).Here's the gum-pot.

Hialmar. And a brush?

Gina. The brush is here too. Brings him the things.

Hialmar (takes a pair of scissors).

Just a strip of paper at the back — (Clips and gums.) Far be it from me to
lay

hands upon what it not my own — and least of all upon what belongs to a
destitute old man — and to — the other as well. — There now. Let it lie
there

for a time; and when it is dry, take it away. I wish never to see that
document

again. Never! GREGERS WERLE enters from the passage.

Gregers (somewhat surprised). What, — are you sitting here, Hialmar?
Hialmar (rises hurriedly).l had sunk down from fatigue.



Gregers. You have been having breakfast, I see.

Hialmar. The body sometimes makes its claims felt too.

Gregers. What have you decided to do?

Hialmar. For a man like me, there is only one course possible. I am just
putting my most important things together. But it takes time, you know.
Gina (with a touch of impatience).Am I to get the room ready for you, or
am [ to pack your portmanteau?

Hialmar (after a glance of annoyance at GREGERS).Pack — and get the
room ready!

Gina (takes the portmanteau).Very well; then I'll put in the shirt and the
other things.

Goes into the sitting-room and draws the door to after her.

Gregers (after a short silence).l never dreamed that this would be the end
of it. Do you really feel it a necessity to leave house and home?

Hialmar (wanders about restlessly). What would you have me do? — I am
not fitted to bear unhappiness, Gregers. I must feel secure and at peace in
my surroundings.

Gregers. But can you not feel that here? Just try it. I should have thought
you had firm ground to build upon now — if only you start afresh. And,
remember, you have

your invention to live for.

Hialmar. Oh don't talk about my invention. It's perhaps still in the dim
distance.

Gregers. Indeed!

Hialmar. Why, great heavens, what would you have me invent? Other
people have invented almost everything already. It becomes more and
more dffficult every day —

Gregers. And you have devoted so much labour to it.

Hialmar. It was that blackguard Relling that urged me to it.

Gregers. Relling?

Hialmar. Yes, it was he that first made me realise my aptitude for making
some notable discovery in photography.

Gregers. Aha — it was Relling!

Hialmar. Oh, I have been so truly happy over it! Not so much for the sake
of the

invention itself, as because Hedvig believed in it — believed in it with a
child's whole eagerness of faith. — At least, I have been fool enough to
go and

imagine that she believed in it.

Gregers. Can you really think Hedvig has been false towards you?
Hialmar. I can think anything now. It is Hedvig that stands in my way.
She will blot out the sunlight from my whole life.



Gregers. Hedvig! Is it Hedvig you are talking of? How should she blot
out your sunlight?

Hialmar (without answering).How unutterably I have loved that child!
How unutterably happy I have felt every time I came home to my humble
room, and she flew to meet me, with her sweet little blinking eyes. Oh,
confiding fool that I have been! I loved her unutterably; — and I yielded
myself up to the dream, the delusion, that she loved me unutterably in
return.

Gregers. Do you call that a delusion?

Hialmar. How should I know? I can get nothing out of Gina; and besides,
she is totally blind to the ideal side of these complications. But to you |
feel impelled to

open my mind, Gregers. | cannot shake off this frightful doubt — perhaps
Hedvig

has never really and honestly loved me.

Gregers. What would you say if she were to give you a proof of her love?
(Listens.)

What's that? I thought I heard the wild duck — ?

Hialmar. It's the wild duck quacking. Father's in the garret.

Gregers. Is he? (His face lights up with joy.) I say you may yet have
proof that your

poor misunderstood Hedvig loves you!

Hialmar. Oh, what proof can she give me? I dare not believe in any
assurance from that quarter.

Gregers. Hedvig does not know what deceit means.

Hialmar. Oh Gregers, that is just what I cannot be sure of. Who knows
what Gina and that Mrs. Sorby may many a time have sat here whispering
and tattling about? And

Hedvig usually has her ears open, I can tell you. Perhaps the deed of gift
was

not such a surprise to her, after all. In fact, I'm not sure but that I noticed
something of the sort.

Gregers. What spirit is this that has taken possession of you?

Hialmar. I have had my eyes opened. Just you notice; — you'll see, the
deed of gift is

only a beginning. Mrs. Sorby has always been a good deal taken up with
Hedvig;

and now she has the power to do whatever she likes for the child. They
can take

her from me whenever they please.

Gregers. Hedvig will never, never leave you.

Hialmar. Don't be so sure of that. If only they beckon to her and throw
out a golden bait — ! And oh! I have loved her so unspeakably! I would



have counted it my highest happiness to take her tenderly by the hand and
lead her, as one leads a timid

child through a great dark empty room! — I am cruelly certain now that
the poor

photographer in his humble attic has never really and truly been anything
to

her. She has only cunningly contrived to keep on a good footing with him
until

the time came.

Gregers. You don't believe that yourself, Hialmar.

Hialmar. That is just the terrible part of it — I don't know what to believe,
— I never

can know it. But can you really doubt that it must be as I say? Ho-ho, you
have

far too much faith in the claim of the ideal, my good Gregers! If those
others

came, with the glamour of wealth about them, and called to the child: —
"Leave

him: come to us: here life awaits you — !
Gregers (quickly).Well, what then?
Hialmar. If I then asked her: Hedvig, are you willing to renounce that life
for me?

(Laughs scornfully.) No thank you! You would soon hear what answer [
should get.

A pistol shot is heard from within the garret.

Gregers (loudly and joyfully).Hialmar!

Hialmar. There now; he must needs go shooting too.

Gina (comes in).Oh Ekdal, I can hear grandfather blazing away in the
garret by himself. Hialmar. I'll look in —

Gregers (eagerly, with emotion). Wait a moment! Do you know what that
was?

Hialmar. Yes, of course I know.

Gregers. No you don't know. But I do. That was the proof!

Hialmar. What proof?

Gregers. It was a child's free-will offering. She has got your father to
shoot the wild

duck.

Hialmar. To shoot the wild duck!

Gina. Oh, think of that — !

Hialmar. What was that for?

Gregers. She wanted to sacrifice to you her most cherished possession;
for then she

thought you would surely come to love her again.

n



Hialmar (tenderly, with emotion).

Oh, poor child!

Gina. What things she does think of!

Gregers. She only wanted your love again, Hialmar. She could not live
without it.

Gina (struggling with her tears). There, you can see for yourself, Ekdal.
Hialmar. Gina, where is she?

Gina (sniffs).Poor dear, she's sitting out in the kitchen, I dare say.
Hialmar (goes over, tears open the kitchen door, and says):

Hedvig, come, come in to me! (Looks around.) No, she's not here.

Gina. Then she must be in her own little room.

Hialmar (without).No, she's not here either. (Comes in.) She must have
gone out.

Gina. Yes, you wouldn't have her anywheres in the house.

Hialmar. Oh, if she would only come home quickly, so that I can tell her
— Everything will come right now, Gregers; now I believe we can begin
life afresh.

Gregers (quietly).I knew it; [ knew the child would make amends.

OLD EKDAL appears at the door of his room; he is in full uniform, and
1s busy

buckling on his sword.

Hialmar (astonished).Father! Are you there?

Gina. Have you been firing in your room?

Ekdal (resentfully, approaching).So you go shooting alone, do you,
Hialmar?

Hialmar (excited and confused).Then it wasn't you that fired that shot in
the garret?

Ekdal. Me that fired? H'm.

Gregers (calls out to HTALMAR).She has shot the wild duck herself!
Hialmar. What can it mean? (Hastens to the garret door, tears it aside,
looks in and

calls loudly): Hedvig!

Gina (runs to the door).Good God, what's that!

Hialmar (goes in).She's lying on the floor!

Gregers. Hedvig! lying on the floor! Goes in to HTALMAR

Gina (at the same time).Hedvig! (Inside the garret, No, no, no!

Ekdal. Ho-ho! does she go shooting, too, now?

HIALMAR, GINA and GREGERS carry HEDVIG into the studio; in her
dangling right hand she holds the pistol fast clasped in her fingers.
Hialmar (distracted).The pistol has gone off. She has wounded herself.
Call for help! Help! Gina (runs into the passage and calls down).

Relling! Relling! Doctor Relling; come up as quick as you can!
HIALMAR and GREGERS lay HEDVIG down on the sofa.



Ekdal (quietly).The woods avenge themselves.
Hialmar (on his knees beside HEDVIG).She'll soon come to now. She's

coming to — ; yes, yes, yes.
Gina (who has come in again).Where has she hurt herself? I can't see
anything —

RELLING comes hurriedly, and immediately after him MOLVIK; the
latter without

his waistcoat and necktie, and with his coat open.

Relling. What's the matter here?

Gina. They say Hedvig has shot herself.

Hialmar. Come and help us!

Relling. Shot herself!

He pushes the table aside and begins to examine her.

Hialmar (kneeling and looking anxiously up at him).It can't be
dangerous? Speak, Relling! She is scarcely bleeding at all. It can't be
dangerous?

Relling. How did it happen?

Hialmar. Oh, we don't know —

Gina. She wanted to shoot the wild duck.

Relling. The wild duck ?

Hialmar. The pistol must have gone off.

Relling. H'm. Indeed.

Ekdal. The woods avenge themselves. But I'm not afraid, all the same.
Goes into the garret and closes the door after him. Hialmar .

Well, Relling, — why don't you say something?

Relling. The ball has entered the breast.

Hialmar. Yes, but she's coming to!

Relling. Surely you can see that Hedvig is dead.

Gina (bursts into tears).Oh my child, my child —

Gregers (huskily).In the depths of the sea —

Hialmar (jumps up).No, no, she must live! Oh, for God's sake, Relling —
only a moment — only just till I can tell her how unspeakably I loved her
all the time!

Relling. The bullet has gone through her heart. Internal hemorrhage.
Death must have been instantaneous.

Hialmar. And I! I hunted her from me like an animal! And she crept
terrified into the

garret and died for love of me! (Sobbing.) I can never atone to her! I can
never

tell her — ! (Clenches his hands and cries, upwards.) O thou above — ! If
thou

be indeed! Why hast thou done this thing to me?



Gina. Hush, hush, you mustn't go on that awful way. We had no right to
keep her, I

suppose. Molvik. The child is not dead, but sleepeth.

Relling. Bosh.

Hialmar (becomes calm, goes over to the sofa, folds his arms, and looks
at

HEDVIG.).There she lies so stiff and still. Relling (tries to loosen the
pistol).

She's holding it so tight, so tight.

Gina. No, no, Relling, don't break her fingers; let the pigstol be.

Hialmar. She shall take it with her.

Gina. Yes, let her. But the child mustn't lie here for a show. She shall go
to her own

room, so she shall. Help me, Ekdal. HTALMAR and GINA take HEDVIG
between them.

Hialmar (as they are carrying her).Oh, Gina, Gina, can you survive this!
Gina. We must help each other to bear it. For now at least she belongs to
both of us.

Molvik (stretches out his arms and mumbles).Blessed be the Lord; to
earth thou shalt return; to earth thou shalt return — Relling (whispers).
Hold your tongue, you fool; you're drunk.

HIALMAR and GINA carry the body out through the kitchen door.
RELLING shuts it after them. MOLVIK slinks out into the passage.
Relling (goes over to GREGERS and says):No one shall ever convince
me that the pistol went off by accident. Gregers (who has stood terrified,
with convulsive twitchings).Who can say how the dreadful thing
happened?

Relling. The powder has burnt the body of her dress. She must have
pressed the pistol

right against her breast and fired.

Gregers. Hedvig has not died in vain. Did you not see how sorrow set
free what is noble in him?

Relling. Most people are ennobled by the actual presence of death. But
how long do you suppose this nobility will last in him?

Gregers. Why should it not endure and increase throughout his life?
Relling. Before a year is over, little Hedvig will be nothing to him but a
pretty theme

for declamation.

Gregers. How dare you say that of Hialmar Ekdal?

Relling. We will talk of this again, when the grass has first withered on
her grave. Then you'll hear him spouting about "the child too early torn
from her father's

heart;" then you'll see him steep himself in a syrup of sentiment and



self-admiration and self-pity. Just you wait!

Gregers. If you are right and [ am wrong, then life is not worth living.
Relling. Oh, life would be quite tolerable, after all, if only we could be
rid of the

confounded duns that keep on pestering us, in our poverty, with the claim
of the

ideal.

Gregers (looking straight before him).In that case, I am glad that my
destiny is what is.

Relling. May I inquire, — what is your destiny?

Gregers (going).To be the thirteenth at table.

Relling. The devil it is.

THE END



