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BOLETTE: (looking irresolutely at him). Perhaps it isn't so utterly  
impossible, after all— 

ARNHOLM: What, Bolette? 
BOLETTE: It might do, then—to try what—what you suggested. 
ARNHOLM: You mean that perhaps you'd be willing to—? That at  

least you'd give me the satisfaction of being able to help you as a 
friend? 

BOLETTE: No, no! That's absolutely impossible! No— Mr.  
Arnholm—if, instead, you'll take me— 

ARNHOLM: Bolette! Then you will? 
BOLETTE: Yes—I think—I want that. 
ARNHOLM: Then you will be my wife? 
BOLETTE: Yes. If you still think that—that you want me. 
ARNHOLM: If I still—! (Seizes her hand.) Oh, thank you— thank  

you, Bolette! All this that you've said—these doubts you've had—
they don't frighten me. If I don't have you wholeheartedly now, I'll 
find the ways to win you. Oh, Bolette, how I'll treasure you! 

BOLETTE: Now I can live in the world, in the midst of life. You  
promised me that. 

ARNHOLM: And I'll keep my word. 
BOLETTE: And I can study anything I want. 
ARNHOLM: I'll teach you, just as I used to. Remember that last school  
year—? 

BOLETTE: (musing quietly). Imagine—to be free—and to come out  
into the unknown. And not to worry about the future, or scrimping to 
get along— 

ARNHOLM: No, you won't have to waste your thoughts like that  
anymore. Which ought to be quite a relief in itself, don't you think? 

BOLETTE: Yes, definitely. 
ARNHOLM: (putting his arms around her waist). Ah, wait till you see  

how easy and comfortable we'll be with each other. And how 
competently we'll manage things together, Bolette! 
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BOLETTE: Yes, I'm beginning to think—I really believe— this is  
going to work. (Looks off to the right and hurriedly frees herself) Ah! 
Don't say anything yet! 

ARNHOLM: Dear, what is it? 
BOLETTE: Oh, it's that poor— (Pointing.) See, there. 
ARNHOLM: Is it your father---? 
BOLETTE: No, it's that young sculptor. He's over there walking with  
Hilda. 

ARNHOLM: Oh, Lyngstrand. What's the matter with him? 
BOLETTE: Well, you know how frail and sickly he is. 
ARNHOLM: Yes, if it isn't all in his mind. 
BOLETTE: No, it's serious enough. He can't live much longer. But  

maybe it's the best thing for him. 
ARNHOLM: How could that be the best thing? 
BOLETTE: Well, because—because nothing could ever come of his  

art, anyway. Let's go before they get here. 
ARNHOLM: With the greatest pleasure, dearest. Let's. (HILDA and  
LYNGSTRAND appear by the pond.) 

HILDA: Hey—hey! Won't your majesties wait for us? 
ARNHOLM: We'd rather stay in the lead. 
(He and BOLETTE go out to the left) 

LYNGSTRAND: (laughs quietly). It's really delightful here around this  
hour. Humanity comes in couples. Everyone's two by two. 

HILDA: (looking after them). I could almost swear that he's been  
courting her. 

LYNGSTRAND: Really? Have you noticed something? 
HILDA: Oh, yes. It's not too difficult—if you've got eyes in your head.  
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LYNGSTRAND: Bolette wouldn't have him. I'm positive of that. 
HILDA: No. She thinks he's beginning to look horribly old. And also  

that he's going to be bald soon. 
LYNGSTRAND: Those aren't the only reasons. She wouldn't have  

him, anyhow. 
HILDA: How do you know that? 
LYNGSTRAND: Because there's someone else she's promised to give  

her thoughts to. 
HILDA: Just her thoughts? 
LYNGSTRAND: While he's away, yes. 
HILDA: Oh, in other words, it's you that she's going to go thinking  
about! 

LYNGSTRAND: Well, it might just be. 
HILDA: Did she promise you that? 
LYNGSTRAND: Yes, just think—she promised me that! But you  

mustn't ever tell her you know. 
HILDA: Oh, so help me God, I'll be quiet as the grave. 
LYNGSTRAND: I think it's awfully kind of her. 
HILDA: And when you come back here again—will you get engaged  

to her? And marry her? 
LYNGSTRAND: No, that wouldn't be too good a match. I don't dare  

think about marrying for the first few years. And when I finally do 
arrive, then I expect she'll probably be too old for me. 

HILDA: But all the same, you want to have her going around thinking  
about you? 

LYNGSTRAND: Well, it's very necessary for me. You know, as an  
artist. And it's easy enough for her to do, when she hasn't any real 
vocation in life, anyhow. But it's kind of her, all the same. 

HILDA: Do you believe you can work better on your art if you know  
Bolette's up here thinking about you? 
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LYNGSTRAND: Yes, I'm convinced of it. To know that someplace on  

this earth there's a young woman of rare breeding, living quietly in 
her dreams—of me—why, I think that must be so—so—Well, I 
really don't know what to call it. 

HILDA: You mean—thrilling? 
LYNGSTRAND: Thrilling? Yes, it's thrilling; you could call it that. Or  

something like it. (Looks at her a moment) You're so perceptive, 
Hilda. Amazingly perceptive. When I come home again, you'll be 
about the same age your sister is now. Maybe then you'll look like her 
as well. And maybe you'll have gotten her temperament, too. Almost 
as if you and she had grown together—in one form, so to speak. 

HILDA: Would that please you? 
LYNGSTRAND: I really don't know. Yes, I guess it would. But now— 

for this summer—I’d prefer you to be just yourself alone. Exactly 
what you are. 

HILDA: You like me best that way? 
LYNGSTRAND: Yes, I like you very well that way. 
HILDA:  Hm—tell me—as an artist, do you think it's right for me  

always to wear these light summer dresses? 
LYNGSTRAND: Yes, I think they're just the thing for you. 
HILDA: Do you find the bright colors becoming on me? 
LYNGSTRAND: Very becoming on you, at least to my taste. 
HILDA: But tell me—as an artist—how do you think I'd look in black? 
LYNGSTRAND: In black, Hilda? 
HILDA: Yes, all in black. Do you think it would set me off well? 
LYNGSTRAND: Black really isn't quite the thing for summer.  

Although you certainly would look striking in black. Especially with 
your complexion. 

HILDA: (gazing into the distance). In black right up to the neck. Black  
ruffles. Black gloves. And a long black veil hanging down behind. 
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LYNGSTRAND: If you were to dress up like that, Hilda—I'd wish  
myself into a painter—and I'd paint you as a young, beautiful, 
grieving widow. 

HILDA: Or a young, grieving bride. 
LYNGSTRAND: Yes, that would be even better. But you can't really  

want to dress like that? 
HILDA: It's hard to say. But I think it's thrilling. 
LYNGSTRAND: Thrilling? 
HILDA: Thrilling to think of, yes. (Points suddenly out to the left) Oh,  

look there! 
LYNGSTRAND: (following her store). The English steamer! And she's  

already docked. 
(WANGEL and ELLIDA appear by the pond.) 

WANGEL: No, Ellida, I tell you—you're wrong! (Notices the others.)  
Well, are you two here? What's the word, Mr. Lyngstrand—she's not 
in sight yet, is she? 

LYNGSTRAND: The English ship? 
WANGEL: What else! 
LYNGSTRAND: (pointing). She's right there, Doctor. 
ELLIDA: Ah—! I knew it. 
WANGEL: Already come! 
LYNGSTRAND: Like a thief in the night, you could say. Gliding  

soundlessly in— 
WANGEL: You better take Hilda down to the pier. Hurry up! She'll  

want to hear the music. 
LYNGSTRAND: Yes, we were just now leaving, Doctor. 
WANGEL: We may come along later. In a little while. 
HILDA: (whispering to LYNGSTRAND). See, still another couple. 

(She and LYNGSTRAND go out through the garden to the left. 
During what follows, the music of a brass band is heard far off out on 
the fjord.) 
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ELLIDA: He's come! He's here! Yes, yes—I can feel that. 
WANGEL: You'd best go inside, Ellida. Let me talk to him alone. 
ELLIDA: Oh—it's impossible! Impossible, I tell you! (Crying out)  
Oh—there he is, Wangel! 
(The STRANGER appears from the left and stops on the footpath 
outside the fence.) 

STRANGER: (bowing). Good evening. So you see I'm back, Ellida. 
ELLIDA: Yes. The hour has come. 
STRANGER: Are you ready to leave, or not? 
WANGEL: You can see yourself that she's not. 
STRANGER: I'm not talking about traveling clothes and that sort of  
thing—or whether her trunks are packed. Everything she needs on 
the trip I have with me on board. I've also reserved her a cabin. (to 
ELLIDA) I'm asking, then, if you're ready to come with me—of your 
own free will? 

ELLIDA: Oh, don't ask me! You mustn't! 
(A ship's bell sounds in the distance.) 

STRANGER: They're ringing the first warning. Now you've got to say  
yes or no. 

ELLIDA: (wringing her hands).To decide! Decide for the rest of my  
life! And never the chance to go back! 

STRANGER: Never! In half an hour it'll be too late. 
ELLIDA: (with a shy, inquiring look).Why are you so determined not  

to let me go? 
STRANGER: Don't you feel, as I do, that we belong together? 
ELLIDA: You mean, because of the promise? 
STRANGER: Promises bind no one. Neither man nor woman. I don't  

let you go—because I can't. 
ELLIDA: (in a low, tremulous voice). Why didn't you come before? 
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WANGEL: Ellida! 
ELLIDA: (in an outburst). Oh—this power that charms and tempts and  

allures me—into the unknown! All the force of the sea is in this man! 
(The stranger climbs over the fence) 

ELLIDA: (retreating behind WANGEL). What is it? What do you  
want? 

STRANGER: I can see it and I can hear it in you, Ellida—it will be me  
that you choose in the end. 

WANGEL: (steps toward him). My wife has no choice in this.  We’ll 
both decide—and defend—where she's concerned. Yes, defend! If 
you don't clear out of here—out of this country—and never come 
back—then you better know what you're in for! 

ELLIDA: No, no, Wangel! Don't! 
STRANGER: What will you do to me? 
WANGEL: I'll have you arrested—as a criminal! Right now, before  

you board ship! I know all about the murder up at Skjoldvik. 
ELLIDA: Oh, Wangel—how can you—? 
STRANGER: I was prepared for that. And so— (Draws a revolver  

from his breast pocket) so I provided myself with this. 
ELLIDA: (flinging herself in front of WANGEL). No—don't kill him!  

Kill me instead! 
STRANGER: I'm not killing either of you, so don't get excited. This is  

for my own use. I want to live and die a free man. 
ELLIDA: (in a rising tumult of feeling). I have to say this— and say it  

so he can hear! Yes, you can lock me in here! You've got the power 
and the means! And that's what you want to do! But my mind—my 
thoughts—all my longing dreams and desires—those you can never 
constrain! They'll go raging and hunting out—into the unknown that 
I was made for—and that you've shut out for me! 

	    

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 10:47 PM
Comment [18]: Missed	  

Melissa Turner� 4/4/2016 10:48 PM
Comment [19]: Inverted	  



	   	   Pg.	  99	  (303)	  

 
WANGEL: (in quiet pain). I see it so well, Ellida. Inch by inch you're  

slipping away from me. This hunger for the boundless, the infinite—
the unattainable—will finally drive your mind out completely into 
darkness. 

ELLIDA: Oh, yes, yes—I feel it—like black, soundless wings hanging  
over me! 

WANGEL: It's not going to come to that. There's no other way to save  
you. At least, not that I can see. And so—so I agree that—our 
contract's dissolved. Right now, this moment. Now you can choose 
your own path—in full freedom. 

ELLIDA: (stares at him briefly as if struck dumb). Is that true—true— 
what you're saying? You mean it—with all your heart? 

WANGEL: Yes, I mean it—with all my miserable heart. 
ELLIDA: Then you can—You can let this be? 
WANGEL: Yes, I can. Because I love you so much. 
ELLIDA: (her voice soft and tremulous). Have I grown so close—and  

so dear to you? 
WANGEL: With the years and the living together, yes. 
ELLIDA: (striking her hands together). And I—who've been so blind! 
WANGEL: Your thoughts have gone other ways. But now—now  

you're entirely free from me—my life—my world. Now you can 
pick up the thread of your own true existence again. Because now 
you can choose in freedom— on your own responsibility. 

ELLIDA: (hands to her head, staring blankly at WANGEL). In  
freedom—responsible to myself! Responsible? How this— 
transforms everything! 
(The ship's bell rings again.) 

STRANGER: Ellida, listen! It's ringing for the last time now. Come! 
ELLIDA: (turns, looks fixedly at him, and speaks in a firm voice). I  

could never go with you after this. 
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STRANGER: Never! 
ELLIDA: (holding tight to WANGEL). No—I’ll never leave you now! 
WANGEL: Ellida—Ellida! 
STRANGER: Then it's over? 
ELLIDA: Yes. Over forever. 
STRANGER: I see. There's something stronger here than my will. 
ELLIDA: Your will hasn't a shred of power over me now. To me you've  

become a dead man who came up out of the sea—and who's drifting 
back down again. There's no terror in you now. And no attraction. 

STRANGER: Good-bye, then. (He vaults over the fence.) From now  
on, you're nothing more than—a shipwreck I barely remember. 
(Goes out to the left.) 

WANGEL: (looks at her a moment). Ellida, your mind is like the sea— 
it ebbs and flows. What brought the change? 

ELLIDA: Oh, don't you understand that the change came—that it had  
to come—when I could choose in freedom? 

WANGEL: And the unknown—it doesn't attract you anymore? 
ELLIDA: It neither terrifies nor attracts. I've been able to see deep into  
it—and I could have plunged in, if I'd wanted to. I could have chosen 
it now. And that's why, also, I could reject it. 

WANGEL: I begin to understand you—little by little. You think and  
feel in images—and in visions. Your longing and craving for the 
sea—your attraction toward him, toward this stranger—these were 
the signs of an awakened, growing rage for freedom in you. Nothing 
else. 

ELLIDA: Oh, I don't know what to say. Except that you've been a good  
doctor for me. You found, and you dared to use the right treatment—
the only one that could help me. 
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WANGEL: Yes—when it comes to extreme cases, we doctors have to  

risk desperate remedies. But now—will you be coming back to me, 
Ellida? 

ELLIDA: Yes, my dear, faithful Wangel—I'm coming back to you  
now. I can now, because I come to you freely—and on my own. 

WANGEL: (regarding her warmly). Ellida! Ellida! Ah—to think that  
now we can live wholly for one another— 

ELLIDA: And with the shared memories of our lives. Yours—and  
mine. 

WANGEL: Yes, darling, we will. 
ELLIDA: And with our two children, Wangel. 
WANGEL: You call them ours! 
ELLIDA: They're not mine—but I’ll win them to me. 
WANGEL: Ours—! (Joyfully and quickly kissing her hands) Oh— 

how can I thank you for that one word! 
(HILDA, BALLESTED, LYNGSTRAND, ARNHOLM, and 
BOLETTE come from the left into the garden. At the same time a 
number of the young people of the town, along with summer visitors 
come along the footpath outside.) 

HILDA: (in a whisper to LYNGSTRAND). Why, she and Father—they  
look as if they're just engaged! 

BALLESTED: (having overheard). But it's summertime, little one. 
ARNHOLM: (glancing at WANGEL and ELLIDA). There, she's  

casting off now—for England. 
BOLETTE: (going to the fence). Here's the place to see her best. 
LYNGSTRAND: The last sailing of the year. 
BALLESTED: The sea lanes will soon be locked in ice, as the poet  
Says. It's sad, Mrs. Wangel. And now we'll lose you, too, for a while. 
Tomorrow, I hear, you're off for Skjoldvik. 

WANGEL: No, not anymore. We changed our minds this evening. 
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ARNHOLM: (looking from one to the other). No—really! 
HILDA: (goes to ELLIDA). You'll stay with us, after all? 
ELLIDA: Yes, Hilda dear—if you'll have me. 
HILDA: (struggling between joy and tears). Oh—if I'll have—what an 
idea! 

ARNHOLM: (to ELLIDA). Well, this is quite a surprise—! 
ELLIDA: (smiling gravely). You see, Mr. Arnholm—you remember,  

we talked about it yesterday. Once you've really become a land 
animal, then there's no going back again— into the sea. Or the life 
that belongs to the sea, either. 

BALLESTED: But that's just how it is with my mermaid. 
ELLIDA: Yes, much the same. 
BALLESTED: Except for the difference—that the mermaid dies of it.  

But people, human beings—they can acclam—acclimatize 
themselves. Yes, yes—that's the thing, Mrs. Wangel. They can ac-cli-
matize themselves. 

ELLIDA: Yes, they can, Mr. Ballested—once they're free. 
WANGEL: And responsible, Ellida. 
ELLIDA: (quickly takes his hand). How very true! 

(The great steamer glides silently out over the fiord. The music can be 
heard closer in toward shore). 
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