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ARNHOLM: That's right It must be in that direction. 
ELLIDA: Out there, the sea, 
BOLETTE: (to ARNHOLM). Don't you think it's pretty up here? 
ARNHOLM: I think it's magnificent. The view's superb. 
WANGEL: Yes, I expect you've never been up here before 
ARNHOLM: No, never. I think in my time it was nearly inaccessible.  

Not even a footpath then. 
WANGEL: And no park, either. This has all come about in the last few  
years. 

BOLETTE: The view is even more marvelous over there from  
Lodskoll. 

WANGEL: Perhaps we should go there, Ellida? 
ELLIDA: (sitting down on a stone to the right). Thanks, but not for me.  

You others can go. I don't mind sitting here for a while. 
WANGEL: Well, then I'll stay with you. The girls can show Arnholm  
around. 

BOLETTE: Would you like to go with us, Mr. Arnholm? 
ARNHOLM: Yes, very much. Is there a path over there too? 
BOLETTE: Oh, yes. A fine, wide path. 
HILDA: The path's so wide, two people can easily go arm in arm. 
ARNHOLM: (lightly). Can I believe that, my little Hilda? (To  
BOLETTE) Shall the two of us see if she's right? 

BOLETTE: (suppressing a smile). All right. Let's. (They go out, left,  
arm in arm.) 

HILDA: (to LYNGSTRAND) Shall we go too—? 
LYNGSTRAND: Arm in arm—? 
HILDA: Well, why not? Suits me. 
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LYNGSTRAND: (takes her arm and laughs delightedly).This really is  
droll! 

HILDA: Droll—? 
LYNGSTRAND: I mean, it looks exactly as if we were engaged. 
HILDA: You've never gone strolling before with a girl on your arm, Mr.  

Lyngstrand? (They go out to the left.) 
WANGEL: (standing by the cairn). So, Ellida dear, now we have time  

to ourselves— 
ELLIDA: Yes, come and sit here by me. 
WANGEL: (sitting). How free and calm it is. Now we can talk a little. 
ELLIDA: What about? 
WANGEL: About you. And about our life together. I see all too well  

that it can't go on like this. 
ELLIDA: What would you have instead? 
WANGEL: Full confidence between us. A closeness of man and  
wife—like the old days. 

ELLIDA: Oh, I wish it could be! But it's impossible. 
WANGEL: I think I understand. From certain remarks you've dropped  

now and then, I think I know. 
ELLIDA: (passionately). But you don't! Don't say you understand—! 
WANGEL: And yet, I do. Ellida, you're such an honest person. So  
loyal. 

ELLIDA: Yes—loyal. 
WANGEL: Any relationship in which you could feel secure and happy  

would have to be complete and unreserved. 
ELLIDA: (looking tensely at him). And so? 
WANGEL: You were never made to be a man's second wife. 
ELLIDA: Why do you say that—now? 
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WANGEL: I've often had my misgivings. Today made it clear. The  
children celebrating the birthday anniversary—you saw me as a kind 
of accomplice. And—well, a man's memories can't be erased. Not 
mine, anyway. I'm not like that 

ELLIDA: I know that. Oh, I know it so well. 
WANGEL: But you're mistaken, all the same. For you it's almost as if  

the children's mother were still alive. As if she were there, invisible, 
among us. You think my feelings are divided equally between you 
and her. It's that thought that unsettles you. You find something 
almost immoral in our relationship. And that's why you no longer 
can—or no longer want to live with me as a wife. 

ELLIDA: (rising). Is this how you see it, Wangel? Like this? 
WANGEL: Yes, today I finally saw the whole thing, down to the  
bottom. 

ELLIDA: Down to the bottom, you say. Oh, don't be too sure. 
WANGEL:  (rising). I know quite well there's still more to it. 
ELLIDA: (anxiously). More? 
WANGEL: Yes. The fact is, you can't bear these surroundings. The  

mountains oppress and weigh down your spirit. There's not enough 
light for you here. Not enough space. Not enough strength and sweep 
to the wind. 

ELLIDA: You're right. Night and day, winter and summer, I feel it—this 
overpowering homesickness for the sea. 

WANGEL: Ellida dear, I know that. (Putting his hand on her head.) It's  
why the poor sick child will be going back home again. 

ELLIDA: What do you mean? 
WANGEL: Just what I said. We're moving away. 
ELLIDA: Away! 
WANGEL: Yes. Away somewhere by the open sea. Someplace where  

you can find a true home after your own heart. 
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ELLIDA: Oh, don't even think of it! It's impossible. You'd never be  
happy anywhere on earth but here. 

WANGEL: Let that take care of itself. Besides—do you think I could  
live here happily—-without you? 

ELLIDA: But I'm here. And I'll stay here. I'm yours. 
WANGEL: Are you mine, Ellida? 
ELLIDA: Oh, don't talk about this other. Here's where you have  

everything you live for. Your whole lifework is right here. 
WANGEL: I said, let that take care of itself. We're moving. Going  

somewhere out there. It's all settled now, Ellida. 
ELLIDA: But what do you think well gain by that? 
WANGEL: You'll regain your health and your peace of mind. 
ELLIDA: By some remote chance. But what of you? Think of yourself.  

What would you gain? 
WANGEL: You, back again. 
ELLIDA: But you can't! No, no, you can't do that, Wangel! That's just  

what's so terrible—and so desolating to think about. 
WANGEL: It's worth the risk. If you're going around thinking like this,  

then there's really no other solution for you than—a move. And the 
sooner, the better. It's all settled, you hear. 

ELLIDA: No! In heaven's name then, I'd better tell you everything  
straight out—just as it is. 

WANGEL: Yes, if you only would! 
ELLIDA: I don't want you unhappy for my sake. Especially when it  

won't get us anywhere. 
WANGEL: You gave me your word now that you'll tell me  
everything—just as it is. 

ELLIDA: I will, as best I can. And as much as I understand it. Come  
here and sit by me. 
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 (They sit on the stones.) 
WANGEL: Well, Ellida? So—? 
ELLIDA: That day when you came out to the lighthouse and asked if  
I’d be yours—you spoke to me so openly and so honestly about your 
first marriage. It had been so very happy, you said. 

WANGEL: And it was. 
ELLIDA: Yes, dear, I believe you. That's not why I bring it up now. I  

only want to remind you that, on my side also, I was straightforward 
with you. I told you quite frankly that once in my life I had loved 
someone else. That it had developed into—into a kind of 
engagement between us. 

WANGEL: A kind of—? 
ELLIDA: Yes, something of the sort. Well, it lasted no time at all,  

hardly. He went away. And so I took it as over and done with. I told 
you all that. 

WANGEL: But, Ellida dear, why drag this up? Really, it has nothing to  
do with me. And I've never so much as asked you once who he was. 

ELLIDA: No, you haven't. You're always so considerate of me. 
WANGEL: (smiling). Oh, in any case—I think I could more or less  

guess the name. 
ELLIDA: The name! 
WANGEL: Up there around Skjoldvik there weren't so many to choose  

from. As a matter of fact, there was actually only one choice— 
ELLIDA: You're thinking it was—Arnholm. 
WANGEL: Well, wasn't it? 
ELLIDA: No. 
WANGEL: It wasn't? Well, then I'm really at a loss. 
ELLIDA: Do you remember once in late autumn a large American ship  

that put in to Skjoldvik for repairs? 
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WANGEL: Yes, I remember very well. They found the captain in his  
cabin one morning, murdered. I went out myself and did the 
postmortem. 

ELLIDA: That's right, you did. 
WANGEL: It was the mate, supposedly, who killed him. 
ELLIDA: Who can tell! It was never proved. 
WANGEL: There's not much doubt about it, all the same. Why else  

should he go off and drown himself? 
ELLIDA: He didn't drown himself. He shipped out, to the north. 
WANGEL: (surprised). How do you know? 
ELLIDA:  (with an effort). You see—it. was the mate that I was— 

engaged to. 
WANGEL: (springing up). What are you saying! Impossible! 
ELLIDA: Yes—but true. He was the one. 
WANGEL: But, Ellida, how on earth—! How could you do such a  

thing! Get engaged to someone like him! A total stranger—! What 
was his name? 

ELLIDA: At that time he called himself Freeman. Later, in his letters,  
he signed himself Alfred Johnston. 

WANGEL: And where was he from? 
ELLIDA: From Finmark, he said. But actually he was born in Finland  

and came to Norway as a child—with his father, I think. 
WANGEL: A Quain, then. 
ELLIDA: Yes, I guess that's what they're called. 
WANGEL: What else do you know about him? 
ELLIDA: Only that he went to sea quite young. And that he'd made  

some long voyages. 
WANGEL: Nothing else? 
ELLIDA: No. We never talked of his past. 
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WANGEL: What did you talk of? 
ELLIDA: Mainly about the sea. 
WANGEL: Ah—! About the sea. 
ELLIDA: About the storms and the calms. The dark nights at sea. And  

the sea in the sparkling sunlight, that too. But mostly we talked of 
whales and dolphins, and of the seals that would lie out on the 
skerries in the warm noon sun. And then we spoke of the gulls and 
the eagles and every kind of seabird you can imagine. You know—
it’s strange, but when we talked in such a way, then it seemed to me 
that all these creatures belonged to him. 

WANGEL: And you yourself—? 
ELLIDA: Yes, I almost felt that I belonged among them, too. 
WANGEL: I see. So that s how you got engaged. 
ELLIDA: Yes. He said I must. 
WANGEL: Must? Had you no will of your own? 
ELLIDA: Not when he was near. Oh—afterward I thought it was  

utterly incomprehensible. 
WANGEL: Were you often together with him? 
ELLIDA: No, not very often. One day he came out for a look around  

the lighthouse. That’s how we met. And later we saw each other 
occasionally. But then came this thing with the captain, and he had to 
leave. 

WANGEL: Yes, tell me a bit more about that. 
ELLIDA: It was early one morning, just getting light— when I had a  

message from him. In it he said that I should meet him out at 
Bratthammer—you know, that headland between the lighthouse and 
Skjoldvik. 

WANGEL: Of course—I remember it well. 
ELLIDA: I was to go there right away, he wrote, because he had to  

speak to me. 
WANGEL: And you went? 
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ELLIDA: Yes, I had to. Well, he told me then that he'd stabbed the  
captain that night. 

WANGEL: He said it himself! Confessed! 
ELLIDA: Yes. But he'd only done what was necessary and right, he  
said. 

WANGEL: Necessary and right? Then why did he kill him? 
ELLIDA: He wouldn't discuss it. Only that it was nothing for me to  
hear. 

WANGEL: And you believed him, on his word alone? 
ELLIDA: I never thought to doubt him. Well, anyway he had to get  

away. But just before he was to say good-bye— you'll never guess 
what he did. 

WANGEL: Well, tell me. 
ELLIDA: He took a key-ring out of his pocket, and then pulled a ring  

that he'd always worn from his finger. I also had a little ring, and he 
took that too. He slipped both of them together onto the key-ring—
and then he said that we two would marry ourselves to the sea. 

WANGEL: Marry—? 
ELLIDA: Yes, that's what he said. And then he threw the rings together,  

with all his strength, as far as he could out in the ocean. 
WANGEL: And you, Ellida? You accepted all this? 
ELLIDA: Yes, can you imagine—I felt then as if it were fated to be. But  

then, thank God—he went away! 
WANGEL: And when he'd gone—? 
ELLIDA: Oh, I came to my senses soon enough—and saw how mad  

and meaningless it had all been. 
WANGEL: But you mentioned some letters before. So you have heard  

from him since. 
ELLIDA: Yes, I've heard from him. First I got a few short lines from  

Archangel. He wrote only that he was going on to America. And he 
enclosed an address where I could write him. 
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WANGEL: And did you? 

ELLIDA: At once. I wrote, of course, that everything had to be ended  
between us. That he was no longer to think of me, just as I would 
never again think of him. 

WANGEL: And he wrote back, even so? 

ELLIDA: Yes, he wrote back. 
WANGEL: And what did he say to your terms? 

ELLIDA: Not a word. It was as if I'd never broken with him at all. His  
answer was cool and calm, that I should wait for him. When he could 
provide for me, he would let me know, and then I should come to 
him at once. 

WANGEL: So he wouldn't let you go? 

ELLIDA: No. I wrote him again. Almost word for word the same as  
before—but in even stronger terms. 

WANGEL: Did he give up then? 

ELLIDA: Oh, no, nothing like that. He wrote as calmly as ever. Not a  
word that I'd broken it off. Then I realized it was useless, so I never 
wrote him again. 

WANGEL: Or heard from him, either? 

ELLIDA: Yes, I had three more letters from him. He wrote  
me once from California, and another time from China. The last letter 
I had was from Australia. He said then that he was going to the gold 
mines. I haven't heard from him since. 

WANGEL: That man has had an unearthly power over you, Ellida. 
ELLIDA: Yes. Yes, he's horrible! 

WANGEL: But you mustn't think of him anymore. Never! My dearest  
Ellida, promise me that! Now we have to try a better cure for you. 
Fresher air than here in the fjords. The sting of the salt sea breeze. 
What do you say? 

ELLIDA: Oh, don't talk about it! Or think of it even! There's no help for  
me there. I can feel it in my bones—I won't get rid of this out there 
either. 

	    

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 8:49 PM
Comment [14]: missed	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 8:51 PM
Comment [15]: Inverted	  Ellida	  to	  
beginning	  of	  line	  



	   	   Pg.	  40	  (243)	  

WANGEL: Of what? Just what do you mean? 
ELLIDA: I mean the horror. The fantastic hold on my mind— 
WANGEL: But you have gotten rid of it. Long ago. When you broke  

with him. It's over and done with now. 
ELLIDA: (springing to her feet). No, that's just the thing, it isn't. 
WANGEL: Not over! 
ELLIDA: No, Wangel—it's not over. And I'm afraid it never will be. 
WANGEL: (in a strangled voice). Are you saying, then, that in your  

heart of hearts, you’ll never be able to forget this man? 
ELLIDA: I had forgotten him. But suddenly one day it was as if he  
returned. 

WANGEL: When was that? 
ELLIDA: About three years ago now—or a little more. It was while I  

was carrying the child. 
WANGEL: Ah—then! Yes, now I begin to understand. 
ELLIDA: No, dear, you're wrong! This thing that's happened to me— 

oh, I don't think it can ever be understood. 
WANGEL: (looking sorrowfully at her). To think—that here you've  

gone for three whole years loving another man. Another man. Not 
me—but somebody else! 

ELLIDA: Oh, you're so absolutely wrong. I love no one else but you. 
WANGEL: (quietly). Why, then, in all this time, have you not wanted to  

live with me as my wife? 
ELLIDA: Because of the terror I feel of him, of the stranger. 
WANGEL: Terror—? 
ELLIDA: Yes, terror. A terror so huge that only the sea could hold it. All  

right, I'll tell you, Wangel— 
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(The young people of the town come back from the left, nod 
as they pass and go out to the right. Along with them come 
ARNHOLM, BOLETTE, HILDA, and LYNGSTRAND.) 

BOLETTE: (as they go by). Well, are you still enjoying the  
view? 

ELLIDA: Yes, it's so cool and nice up here. 
ARNHOLM: We've decided to go dancing. 
WANGEL: Very good. We'll be down right away. 
HILDA: See you soon then. 
ELLIDA: Mr. Lyngstrand—oh, just a moment. 

(LYNGSTRAND stops. ARNHOLM, BOLETTE, and HILDA go out 
to the right) 

ELLIDA: (to LYNGSTRAND). Are you going dancing, too? 

LYNGSTRAND: No, Mrs. Wangel, I don't think I should. 
ELLIDA: Yes, you'd better be careful. That chest trouble— you're not  

fully over it, you know. 
LYNGSTRAND: Not entirely, no. 
ELLIDA: (somewhat hesitantly). How long can it be now since you  

made that trip—? 
LYNGSTRAND: When I got this condition? 

ELLIDA: Yes, the voyage you told about this morning. 
LYNGSTRAND: Oh, I guess that was around—let me see—  

yes, it's a good three years ago now. 
ELLIDA: Three years. 
LYNGSTRAND: Or a shade more. We left America in February, and  

we went down in March. It was the equinoctial gales that finished us 
off. 

ELLIDA: (looking at WANGEL). So it was at that time— 

WANGEL: But, Ellida dear—? 

ELLIDA: Well, don't let us keep you, Mr. Lyngstrand. Go on now. But  
don't dance. 
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LYNGSTRAND: No, I’ll just look on. (He goes out, right) 
WANGEL: Ellida, why did you question him about the voyage? 
ELLIDA: Johnston was with him on board, I’m positive of that. 
WANGEL: Why do you think so? 
ELLIDA: (without answering). It was then that he learned I’d married  

someone else while he was away. And then—at that same moment, 
this thing came over me. 

WANGEL: This terror? 
ELLIDA: Yes. Sometimes, suddenly, I can see him standing large as life  

in front of me. Or actually-—a little to one side. He never looks at 
me. He's simply there. 

WANGEL: How does he seem to look? 
ELLIDA: Exactly as I saw him last. 
WANGEL: Ten years ago? 
ELLIDA: Yes, out at Bratthammer. And clearest of all I can see the 

stickpin he wore, with a great blue-white pearl in it. That pearl is like 
the eye of a dead fish. And it seems to be staring at me. 

WANGEL: In God's name—! Ellida, you're ill—much more than I 
thought. Or than you can possibly know. 

ELLIDA: Yes! Yes, help me! I feel it's tightening—tightening around 
me. More and more. 

WANGEL: And you've been going about in this state for three whole 
years, bearing your suffering in secret, without confiding in me. 

ELLIDA: But I couldn't tell you! Not till now, not till I had to—for your 
sake. If I'd confessed all this to you, I’d also have had to tell you—
what's unspeakable. 

WANGEL: Unspeakable—? 
ELLIDA: (averting her face). No, no, no! Don't talk! Just one other  

thing, then I'm through. Wangel—how can we ever fathom this—
this—mystery about the child's eyes—? 
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WANGEL: My dearest Ellida, I promise you, that was nothing but your  

own imagination. The child had exactly the same eyes as all other 
normal children. 

ELLIDA: He did not! And you can't see it! His eyes changed color with  
the sea. When the fjord lay still in the sunlight, his eyes were like that. 
And in the storms, too— oh, I saw it well enough, even if you didn't. 

WANGEL: (indulgently). Well—so be it. But even so—what then? 
ELLIDA: (quietly, coming closer). I've seen eyes like that before. 
WANGEL: When? And where? 
ELLIDA: Out on Bratthammer—ten years ago. 
WANGEL: (stepping back). What do you—? 
ELLIDA: (whispers, with a shudder). The child had the stranger's eyes. 
WANGEL: (with an involuntary cry). Ellida—! 
ELLIDA: (clasping her hands in misery about her head). Now you can  

understand why I never again want—why I never again dare to live 
with you as your wife! (She turns quickly and runs off down the hill 
to the right.) 

WANGEL: (hurrying after her and calling). Ellida—Ellida! My poor,  
miserable Ellida! 
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ACT THREE 
A remote corner of DR. WANGEL’s garden. It is a damp, marshy 
place, overshadowed by large old trees. To the right the edge of a 
stagnant pond is visible. A low picket fence separates die garden 
from the footpath and the fjord in the background. Beyond the 
fjord on the horizon, high peaks and mountain ranges. It is late 
afternoon, near evening, BOLETTE sits, sewing on a stone bench 
to the left. On the bench lie a couple of books and a sewing 
basket. HILDA and LYNGSTRAND both with fishing rods, walk 
along the edge of the pond. 

HILDA: (making a sign to LYNDSTRAND). Don't move! There, I can  
see a big one.  

LYNDSTRAND: (looking). Where? 
HILDA: (pointing). Can't you see—down there. And there! Holy God,  

look at that one! (Peering off through the trees.) Ahh! Here he comes 
to scare them away. 

BOLETTE: (glancing up). Who's coming? 
HILDA: Your tutor, ma'am.  
BOLETTE:  My—? 
HILDA: Well, I'll bet you he's never been mine. 
(ARNHOLM comes through the trees from the right) 

ARNHOLM: Are there fish in the pond now? 
HILDA: Yes, some enormously old carp. 
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ARNHOLM: Really? So the old carp are still alive? 
HILDA: Yes, they're tough, all right. But we're going to pull in a few of  
them. 

ARNHOLM: You'd probably do better out by the fjord. 
LYNGSTRAND: No, the pond is—I think it's more mysterious. 
HILDA: Yes, it's more thrilling here. Have you been in the water? 
ARNHOLM: Moments ago. I'm just now coming from the bathhouse. 
HILDA: You stick close to the shore, I guess. 
ARNHOLM: Yes, I'm not very much of a swimmer. 
HILDA: Can you swim on your back? 
ARNHOLM: No. 
HILDA: I can. (To LYNGSTRAND.) Let's try over there on the other  
side. 
(They go around the pond off to the right) 

ARNHOLM: (going closer to BOLETTE). Sitting all by yourself,  
Bolette? 

BOLETTE: Oh, yes, I do that quite often. 
ARNHOLM: Isn't your mother here in the garden? 
BOLETTE: No, she's gone for a walk with Father. 
ARNHOLM: How is she this afternoon? 
BOLETTE: I'm not quite sure. I forgot to ask. 
ARNHOLM: What are the books you have there? 
BOLETTE: Oh, one of them's something on plant life. And the other's  

a geography book. 
ARNHOLM: Do you like reading that sort of thing? 
BOLETTE: Yes, when I can find time for it. But I have to put the  

housework first. 
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ARNHOLM: But doesn't your mother—your stepmother— help you  
with that? 

BOLETTE: No, that's up to me. I had to look after it the two years that  
Father was alone. And it's gone on that way since. 

ARNHOLM: But you're as fond of reading as ever. 
BOLETTE: Yes, I read every book I can get hold of and that I think I  

can learn from. One wants so much to know something about the 
world. Because here we live so completely cut off from 
everything that's going on. Well, almost completely. 

ARNHOLM: Now, Bolette, you mustn't say that. 
BOLETTE: It's true I don't think we live very differently from the carp  

down there in the pond. They have the fjord so close to them, and 
there the shoals of great, wild fish go streaking in and out But these 
poor, tame pet fish know nothing of that, and they'll never be part of 
that life. 

ARNHOLM: I hardly think they'd do very well out there. 
BOLETTE: As well as here, I expect. 
ARNHOLM: Besides, you really can't say you're so very removed  

from life here. Not in the summer, at least. Nowadays it seems like 
this place is a rendezvous for the whole live world. Almost the social 
capital for tourists. 

BOLETTE: (smiling). Oh, yes, since you're here only as one  
of the tourists, it's easy enough for you to make fun of us. 

ARNHOLM: I make fun—-? What gives you that idea? 

BOTELLE: Oh, because all that rendezvous and tourist capital talk  
is something you've heard in town. They always say things 
like that. 

ARNHOLM: Well, as a matter of fact—so I've noticed. 
BOLETTE: But actually there's not a word of truth in it Not for us year- 

round people. What good is it to us if the great, strange world goes by 
on its way up to see the midnight sun? We never go along. We never 
see the midnight sun. Oh, no, we live our snug little lives out here, in 
our fish pond. 

	    

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:03 PM
Comment [26]: Paraphrased	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:04 PM
Comment [27]: Missed	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:04 PM
Comment [28]: Jumbled	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:05 PM
Comment [29]: Paraphrased	  



	   	  Lady	  From	  The	  Sea	  	   ACT	  THREE	  

	   	   Pg.	  47	  (250)	  

 
ARNHOLM: (sitting down beside her). Tell me, Bolette—I'm  

wondering, as you go about your life here, isn't there something—I 
mean some definite thing—that you long for? 

BOLETTE: Yes—perhaps. 
ARNHOLM: And what's that? Tell me. 
BOLETTE: Mostly to get away. 
ARNHOLM: That most of all? 
BOLETTE: Yes. And afterward, a chance to learn. To get to know  

something about—just everything. 
ARNHOLM: In those days when I was tutoring you, your father often  

said you'd be going on to the university. 
BOLETTE: Oh, poor Father—he says so many things. But when it  

comes right down to it—there's no real willpower in him. 
ARNHOLM: Yes. I'm afraid you're right; there isn't. But have you ever  

spoken to him about it? I mean, quite seriously and unequivocally? 
BOLETTE: No, I haven't exactly. 
ARNHOLM: But you know, you absolutely should. Before it's too late,  

Bolette. Why haven't you? 
BOLETTE: Oh, I suppose it's because there's no real willpower in me,  

either. That's one trait I've picked up from him. 
ARNHOLM: Hm—don't you think you're being unfair to yourself? 
BOLETTE: I wish I were, but—no. Besides, Father has so little time to  

think of me and my future. And not much interest, either. That kind of 
thing he'd rather avoid, if he possibly can. Because he's so involved 
with Ellida— 

ARNHOLM: Involved—? How—? 
BOLETTE: I mean, he and my stepmother— (Breaking off.) Father  

and Mother have their own world, you can see that. 
	    

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:05 PM
Comment [30]: Missed	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:05 PM
Comment [31]: Missed	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:05 PM
Comment [32]: Paraphrased	  



	   	  Lady	  From	  The	  Sea	  	   ACT	  THREE	  

	   	   Pg.	  48	  (251)	  

ARNHOLM:  Well, so much the better, then, if you get away from  
here. 

BOLETTE: Yes, but I don't think I have any right to go—to leave  
Father. 

ARNHOLM:  But, Bolette dear, you're going to have to someday,  
anyway. So I'd say, the sooner the better. 

BOLETTE: Oh, I guess it's the only thing. I ought to think of myself,  
too. Try to get some kind of work. When Father goes, I'll have no one 
to turn to. But poor Father—I dread leaving him. 

ARNHOLM: Dread—? 
BOLETTE: Yes, for his sake. 
ARNHOLM: But, good Lord, your stepmother! She'll be with him. 
BOLETTE: That's true. But she simply hasn't any grasp of all those  
things that Mother took on so well. There's so much this one just 
doesn't see. Or maybe doesn't want to see—or bother with. I don't 
know which it is. 

ARNHOLM: Hm. I think I know what you mean. 
BOLETTE: Poor Father—he's weak in certain respects. Perhaps  

you've noticed it yourself.  Then too, he hasn't enough work to fill up 
his time. And she's so incapable of giving him any support. But that's 
partly his own fault 

ARNHOLM: How so? 
BOLETTE: Oh, Father only wants to see happy faces around him.  

There has to be sunshine and joy in the house, he says. So I'm afraid 
that many times he's given her medicine that in the long run does her 
no good. 

ARNHOLM:  Do you really think so? 
BOLETTE: I can't think anything else. She acts so strange at times.  
(Heatedly,) But it does seem so unfair that I should have to stay on 
here at home! It's really no earthly use to Father. And I have 
obligations to myself, too. 

ARNHOLM: You know, Bolette—we have to talk all this over more  
fully. 
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BOLETTE: Oh, that's not going to help any. I'm just fated to stay in my  
fish pond, that's all. 

ARNHOLM: Nonsense! It depends completely on you. 
BOLETTE: (suddenly buoyant). You really think so? 

ARNHOLM: Yes, I know so. The whole thing is there, right in  
your own hands. 

BOLETTE: Oh, if that could be true—! Would you maybe put in a  
good word for me with Father?  

ARNHOLM: Of course. But first of all I want to speak frankly and  
freely with you, Bolette. (Glancing off to the left) Shh! Don't give it 
away. We'll come back to this later. 
(ELLIDA appears from the left, hatless, with a large scarf thrown 
over her head and shoulders.) 

ELLIDA: (nervously animated). It's lovely here! Simply beautiful! 
ARNHOLM: (getting up). Have you been out walking? 

ELLIDA: Yes, a long, long glorious walk through the hills with Wangel.  
And now we're going out for a sail. 

BOLETTE: Won't you sit down? 

ELLIDA: No, thanks I won't sit. 
BOLETTE: (moving along the bench). There's plenty of room. 
ELLIDA: No, no, no—I won't sit.Won't sit. 
ARNHOLM: That walk certainly did you good. You look so elated. 
ELLIDA: Oh, I feel so marvelously well! So indescribably  

happy! And safe! So safe— (Looking off to the left) What's that big 
steamer coming in there? 

BOLETTE: (rises and looks out). It must be the large English one. 
ARNHOLM: It's putting in by the buoy. Does it usually stop here? 

	    

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:09 PM
Comment [39]: Paraphrased	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 9:10 PM
Comment [40]: Jumped	  



	   	  Lady	  From	  The	  Sea	  	   ACT	  THREE	  

	   	   Pg.	  50	  (253)	  

 
BOLETTE: Just half an hour. It goes farther on up the fjord. 
ELLIDA: And then tomorrow---out again. Out on the great open sea.  

Straight over the sea. Imagine—just to be on board! If one could! If 
only one could! 

ARNHOLM: Have you never taken a long sea voyage, Mrs. Wangel? 
ELLIDA: Never at all. Only these short trips here in the fjord. 
BOLETTE: (with a sigh).  Ah, yes, we have to make do with dry land. 
ARNHOLM: Well, after all, it's our natural home. 
ELLIDA: I don't believe that in the slightest. 
ARNHOLM: But—we belong to the land, no? 
ELLIDA: No. I don't believe it. I believe that, if only mankind had  

adapted itself from the start to a life on the sea—or perhaps in the 
sea—then we would have become something much different and 
more advanced than we are now. Both better—and happier. 

ARNHOLM: You really believe that? ' 
ELLIDA: I don't see why not. I've often discussed it with Wangel. 
ARNHOLM: Yes, and he—? 
ELLIDA: He thinks it's entirely possible. 
ARNHOLM: (playfully). Well—maybe. But what's done is done. So  

once and for all we took the wrong turn and became land animals, 
instead of sea creatures. Considering the circumstances, it's a little late 
now to amend the error. 

ELLIDA: Yes, there's the unhappy truth. And I think people have some  
sense of it, too. They bear it about inside them like a secret sorrow. 
And I can tell you—there, in that feeling, is the deepest source of all 
the melancholy in man. Yes—I'm sure of it. 
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ARNHOLM: But, my dear Mrs. Wangel—I never got the impression  
humanity was so very melancholy. Quite the contrary, I think the 
majority take life for the best, as it comes—and with a great, quiet, 
instinctive joy. 

ELLIDA: Oh no, that isn't true. The joy—it's much like our joy in these  
long, light summer days and nights. It has the hint in it of dark times 
to come. And that hint is what throws a shadow over our human 
joy—like the drifting clouds with their shadows over the fjord. 
Everything lies there so bright and blue—and then all of a sudden— 

ARNHOLM: You shouldn't give way to these sad thoughts  
now. A moment ago you were so gay, so elated—" 

ELLIDA: Yes. Yes, so I was. Oh, this—I'm so stupid. (Looking  
around uneasily.) If Wangel would only come. He promised 
me he would, definitely. But he still hasn't come. He must have 
forgotten. Oh, my dear Arnholm, please, try to find him for me, won't 
you? 

ARNHOLM: Yes, gladly. 
ELLIDA: Tell him he has to come right away. Because now I  
can't see him— 

ARNHOLM: Can't see him—? 
ELLIDA: Oh, you wouldn't understand. When he's not near me, then  

often I can't remember how he looks. And then it's as if I'd lost him 
for good. It's a horrible feeling. Please, go! (She walks aimlessly about 
by the pond.) 

BOLETTE: (to ARNHOLM). I'll go with you. You won't  
know where— 

ARNHOLM: Don't bother. I'll manage— 

BOLETTE: (in an undertone). No, no, I'm worried. I'm afraid he's gone  
on the ship. 

ARNHOLM: Afraid? 
BOLETTE: Yes, he likes to see if there are people he knows.  

And then there's the bar on board— 

ARNHOLM: Oh, yes. Well, come on then. 
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(He and BOLETTE go off, left ELLIDA stands a moment, 
staring down into the pond. Intermittently she speaks in broken 
whispers to herself. Outside, on the path behind the fence, a 
STRANGER, dressed for traveling, comes from the left.  The 
STRANGER walks slowly along the fence, scanning the 
garden. When his eyes fall on ELLIDA, he stops and stares 
at her with an intense, probing gaze.) 

STRANGER: (in a low voice). Good evening, Ellida! 

ELLIDA: (turning with a cry). Oh, my love—you've come at last! 
STRANGER: Yes, at last. 
ELLIDA: (looks with astonishment and terror him). Who are  

you? What do you want here? 

STRANGER: You know well enough. 
ELLIDA: (starting). What's that! Why are you speaking to me? Who  

are you looking for? 

STRANGER: I’ve been looking for you. 
ELLIDA: (with a shudder). Ah—! (Stares at him, falters back  

and breaks out in a half-stifled cry.) The eyes! The eyes! 

STRANGER: Well—you're finally beginning to know me again? I  
knew you at once, Ellida. 

ELLIDA: The eyes! Don't look at me like that! I’ll cry for help! 
STRANGER: Shh, shh! Don't be afraid. I won't hurt you. 
ELLIDA: (her hands over her eyes). I said, don't look at me  
that way! 

STRANGER: (leaning his arms on the fence). I came on the  
English ship. 

ELLIDA: (glancing fearfully at him). What do you want of  
me? 

STRANGER: I promised you I'd return as soon as I could— 
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ELLIDA: Go! Go away! Don't ever come back—ever! I wrote you that  

everything was over between us! Completely! You know that! 
STRANGER: (unperturbed, not answering her), I wanted to come  

before this. But I couldn't. Now, at last I'm, able. And so you have me, 
Ellida. 

ELLIDA: What is it you want of me? What are you thinking of? What  
have you come here for? 

STRANGER: You must know that I've come to take you. 
ELLIDA: (wincing in fright). To take me! Is that your idea! 
STRANGER: Why, of course. 
ELLIDA: But—you must know that I'm married. 
STRANGER:  Yes, I know. 
ELLIDA: And yet—even so, you've come here to—to take me! 
STRANGER: That's what I'm doing. 
ELLIDA: (pressing her fists to her head). Oh, it's monstrous! It's  
horrible—horrible!  

STRANGER: Do you think you won't come? 
ELLIDA: (in confusion). Don't look at me that way! 
STRANGER: I'm asking if you don't want to come. 
ELLIDA: No, no, no! I don't! Never! I don't want to, I tell you! I neither  

can nor will! (More quietly.) Nor dare to. 
STRANGER: (climbing over the fence and entering the garden). All  

right, Ellida—then let me just say one thing to you before I move on. 
ELLIDA: (tries to run, but cannot, and stands as if paralyzed by fright,  

supporting herself against a tree by the pond). Don't touch me! Stay 
away from me! Not—nearer! Don't touch me, you hear! 

STRANGER: (cautiously coming a few steps closer). You needn't be  
afraid of me, Ellida. 
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ELLIDA:	  (covering	  her	  eyes	  with	  her	  hands).	  Don't look at me like that!	  
STRANGER:	  	  Don't be afraid. Don't be afraid. 
(DR. WANGEL comes through the garden from the left.) 

WANGEL: (still half hidden by the trees). Well, you've been  
waiting a mighty long while for me. 

ELLIDA: (rushes to him and clings tightly to his arm, crying  
out). Oh, Wangel—save me. Save me—if you can! 

WANGEL: Ellida—what in God's name—! 
ELLIDA:  Save me, Wangel! Can't you see him? He's standing right  

over there! 
WANGEL: That man? (Approaching him.) If I may—who are you?  

And why are you here in the garden? 

STRANGER: (indicating ELLIDA with a nod). I want to talk to her. 
WANGEL: I see. So it was you— (To ELLIDA.) I heard some  

stranger had been up at the house, asking for you. 
STRANGER: Yes, it was me. 
WANGEL: And what do you want with my wife? (Turning.) Do you  

know him, Ellida? 

ELLIDA: (quietly, wringing her hands). Do I know him? Yes, yes! 
WANGEL: (brusquely). Well? 
ELLIDA:  It's him, Wangel! He's the man! The one I told you about—! 
WANGEL: What? What did you say? (Turning.) Are you the Johnston  

who once— 

STRANGER: You can call me Johnston—it's all right with me. But  
that's not my name. 

WANGEL: It's not? 

STRANGER: Not any longer, no. 
WANGEL:	  And what is it you want with my wife? Because you know, of 

course, that the lighthouse keeper's daughter has been married for some time 
now. And I guess you must also know who she's married to.	  
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STRANGER: I've known for more than three years. 
ELLIDA: (in suspense). How did you find out? 
STRANGER: I was on my way home to you, when I came on an old  
newspaper—one from these parts—and it told there about the 
wedding. 

ELLIDA: (staring into space). The wedding—so that was it— 
STRANGER:  I found it so strange. Because those rings in the sea— 

they were a wedding, too, Ellida. 
ELLIDA: (hiding her face in her hands). Ah—! 
WANGEL: How dare you! 
STRANGER:  Had you forgotten? 
ELLIDA: (feeling his eyes on her). Stop looking at me like that! 
WANGEL: (moving up to him). Better deal with me, not her. All right,  

to the point—since you know the situation, what business do you 
have around here? Why have you sought out my wife? 

STRANGER:  I promised Ellida I'd come to her as soon as I could. 
WANGEL: Ellida—again! 
STRANGER:  And Ellida promised faithfully to wait till I came. 
WANGEL: I hear you calling my wife by her first name. That kind of  

familiarity isn't appreciated around here. 
STRANGER: I understand. But, after all, she belongs to me first— . 
WANGEL: To you! Still—! 
ELLIDA: (retreating behind WANGEL). Oh—! He'll never let go! 
WANGEL: To you! You say she belongs to you! 
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STRANGER:  Did she tell you anything about the two rings? Mine  
and Ellida's? 

WANGEL: She did. But what of it? She put an end to that long ago.  
You've had her letters. You should know. 

STRANGER: Ellida and I both agreed that joining our rings would  
have all the binding force of an actual marriage. 

ELLIDA: But I don't want it, you hear me! I never want to see you  
again! Keep your eyes off me! I don't want this! 

WANGEL: You must be crazy if you think you can come here and base  
your rights on such adolescent games. 

STRANGER: It's true, I have no rights—in your sense. 
WANGEL: Then what do you intend to do? You certainly can't imagine  

you could take her away from me forcibly— against her will? 
STRANGER: No. What good would that be? If Ellida goes off with  

me, she'll have to come of her own free will. 
ELLIDA: (with a start, crying out). My own free will—! 
WANGEL: How can you think—! 
ELLIDA: (to herself). My own free will—! 
WANGEL: You must be out of your head! Get on your way. We've  

nothing more to do with you. 
STRANGER: (looking at his watch). It's almost time for me to be on  

board again. (Approaching a step.) Well, Ellida— I've kept my 
promise. (Closer still) I've kept the word I gave you. 

ELLIDA: (shrinking aside). Oh, don't—don't touch me! 
STRANGER: And now you've got till tomorrow night to think it over. 
WANGEL: There's nothing here to think over. Let's see you clear out! 
STRANGER: (still to ELLIDA). I'll be going up the fjord now with the  

ship. Tomorrow night I’ll come by here again—and I'll look for you. 
You must wait for me here in the garden. Because I'd rather settle this 
matter with you alone, you understand? 

 
 
 
 



ELLIDA: (in a low, tremulous voice). Oh, you hear that, Wangel? 
WANGEL: Don't worry. I think we can forestall that visit 
STRANGER Good-bye until then, Ellida. Till tomorrow night. 
ELLIDA: (imploringly). No, no—not tomorrow night! Not ever again! 
STRANGER: And if, by that time, you've made up your mind to  

follow me over the sea— 
ELLIDA: Don't look at me that way! 
STRANGER: Then be ready to leave right away. 
WANGEL: Go up to the house, Ellida! 
ELLIDA: I can't. Oh, help me! Save me, Wangel! 
STRANGER: Because you have to remember one thing: if you don't 

go with me tomorrow, it's all over. 
ELLIDA: (trembling as she looks at him). All over? Forever? 
STRANGER: (nods). It can never be altered then, Ellida. I'll never be  

back in these parts again. You won't see me anymore. Or hear from 
me, either. Never. Then I'll be dead and gone from you forever. 

ELLIDA: (her breathing labored). Oh—! 
STRANGER: So think over carefully what you'll do. Goodbye. (Goes  

to the fence, climbs over, stops and says) Yes, Ellida—be ready to 
travel tomorrow night. I'm coming to take you away. (He goes slowly 
and calmly off down the path to the right) 

ELLIDA: (looking after him a moment). He said, of my own free will!  
Imagine—he said I should go with him of my own free will. 

WANGEL: Don't get upset. He's gone now—and you won't see him  
anymore. 
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ELLIDA:  How can you say that? He's coming back tomorrow night. 
WANGEL: Let him come. He's not seeing you, at any rate. 
ELLIDA: (shaking her head). Ah, Wangel, don't think you can stop  
him. 

WANGEL: Oh  yes, dear, I can—just leave it to me. 
ELLIDA: (deep in thought, not hearing him). After he's been here  

tomorrow night—and after he's sailed off to sea with the ship— 
WANGEL: Yes? 
ELLIDA:  I wonder if he'll never—never come back? 
WANGEL:  Ellida dear, that you can be quite sure of. What would he  

be doing here afterward? Now that he's heard from your own lips that 
you've no more interest in him at all. That closes the case. 

ELLIDA: (to herself). Tomorrow, then. Or never. 
WANGEL: And even if he did come back— 
ELLIDA: Then what? 
WANGEL: Then it's within our power to render him harmless. 
ELLIDA: Don't you believe it. 
WANGEL: I'm telling you, we have that power! If you can't have peace  

from him any other way, he's going to pay for the murder of the 
captain. 

ELLIDA: (passionately). No! No, not that! We know nothing about the  
captain's murder! Nothing at all! 

WANGEL: We don't know? He confessed to you himself! 
ELLIDA: No, nothing of that! If you say anything, I'll deny it. Don't  
cage him in! He belongs to the open sea. He belongs out there. 

WANGEL: (gazes at her and says slowly). Ah, Ellida—-Ellida! 
ELLIDA: (clinging to him passionately). Oh, my dearest own—save  

me from that man! 
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