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 Modern Drama-Instructor : Dr. Ibrahim Elshinnawy 

 Text- A Doll’s House-11th  Lecture-Modern Drama 

Act One- A Doll’s House 

 A Doll's House by Henrik Ibsen  

 ٓث١ذ اٌذ١ِخ ثٛاعطخ ٕ٘ش٠ه ئثغ 

 DRAMATIS PERSONAE 

  دسا١ِخ  اٌؾخص١خ 

 Torvald Helmer. Nora, his wife. 

 .ٔٛسا ٚصٚجزٗ رٛسفبٌذ ١ٍّ٘ش 

 Doctor Rank. Mrs. Linde. 

 ٌحاٌغ١ذح ١ٌٕذٚذوزٛس سأه . ا. 

 Nils Krogstad. Helmer's three young children. 

 ١ٌٍّٙش . صلاصخ أغفبي صغبسوشٚلغزبد ١ٍٔض 

 Anne, their nurse. A Housemaid. 

 خبدِخ.اٌُٙ. زآْ، ِّشظ 

 A Porter. (The action takes place in Helmer's house.) 

 ؼًّ فٟ ِٕضي ١ٍّ٘ش(٠. )اٌذبسط 

 (The action takes place in Helmer's house.)  

 ( ٞ٠جش) اٌؼًّ فٟ ِٕضي ١ٍّ٘ش  

 (SCENE.--_A room furnished comfortably and tastefully, but not 

extravagantly. 

 (ف.زشغشفخ ِإصضخ ثؾىً ِش٠خ ٚأ١ٔك، ٌٚىٓ ث -. اٌّؾٙذ 

 A bell rings in the hall; shortly afterwards the door is heard to 

open. Enter_ NORA, _humming a tune and in high spirits.  

  ٟرذخً ٔٛسا رشدد فزخ. ، ٠مبػخ؛ ٚثؼذ رٌه ثٛلذ لص١ش عّغ اٌجبة ا٠ٌذق اٌجشط ف

 .ٌذٓ ٚثشٚح ػب١ٌخ
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 She is in out-door dress and carries a number of parcels; these she 

lays on the table to the right. 

  ػٍٝ اٌطبٌٚخ ئٌٝ  ٗعؼأٔٙب ر رٍهذًّ ػذد ِٓ اٌطشٚد، رٌٍٚخشٚط أٙب فٟ ٌجبط

 ا١ّ١ٌٓ.

  She leaves the outer door open after her, and through it is seen 

a_ PORTER _who is carrying a Christmas Tree and a basket, 

which he gives to the_ MAID _who has opened the door_.) 

 ٙ٠ذًّ ؽجشح  اٌذبسط  بأٙب رزشن اٌجبة اٌخبسجٟ ِفزٛدب ثؼذ٘ب، ٠ٕٚظش ئ١ٌ

 .(اٌجبة فزذذ  ٍخبدِخ اٌزٟ ٌ ٙب٠ؼط١ ٚعٍخ اٌىش٠غّبط  

 Porter_. Sixpence. Porterالحارس. ستة بنسات. الحارس  

 Nora_. There is a shilling. No, keep the change.  

 ٘بن ؽٍٓ. لا، ادزفع ثبٌجبلٟ.ٔٛسا ._ 

 (_The_ PORTER thanks her, and goes out_. NORA _shuts the 

door.  

 (  اٌجبة. رغٍك_ ٔٛسا. ٠خشط ، ٚاٌذبسط ٠ؾىش٘ب 

 She is laughing to herself, as she takes off her hat and coat. 

  ،مجؼخ ِٚؼطفٙب.اٌرمٍغ ٚرعذه فٟ ٔفغٙب 

  She takes a packet of macaroons from her pocket and eats one or 

two; then goes cautiously to her husband's door and listens_.)  

  ئٌٝ اٌجبة ثذزس ز٘ت رأوً ٚادذح أٚ اصٕز١ٓ؛ صُ رِٓ ج١جٙب ّٚؼىشْٚ اٌرأخز ػٍجخ

 رغزّغ.ضٚجٙب ٌٚ

 Yes, he is in. (_Still humming, she goes to the table on the 

right_.) 

 _( ٟاٌرز٘ت ئٌٝ ،  لا ٠ضاي ٠شددٔؼُ، ٘ٛ ف).ٓطبٌٚخ ػٍٝ ا١ّ١ٌ  

 Helmer_ (_calls out from his room_). Is that my little lark 

twittering out there? 

  ٕ٘بن؟رضلضق رٟ لجش ٘زًٖٙ ف(.  ٠ٕبدٞ ِٓ غشفزٗ_ )_١ٍّ٘ش 

 Nora_ (_busy opening some of the parcels_). Yes, it is! 

 (. ٔؼُ، ٘ٛ!فزخ ثؼط اٌطشٚد ٌِؾغٛي _ ) ٔٛسا 
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 Helmer_. Is it my little squirrel bustling about? 

  عٕجبثٟ اٌصبخجخ ؟ثؾأْ _. ً٘ ٘ٛ ١ٍّ٘ش 

 Nora_. Yes! 

 ٔؼُ! ٔٛسا ._ 

 Helmer_. When did my squirrel come home? 

  ؼٛد؟٠_. ِزٝ عٕجبثٟ ١ٍّ٘ش 

 Nora_. Just now. (_Puts the bag of macaroons into her pocket and 

wipes her mouth_.) Come in here, Torvald, and see what I have 

bought. 

 ( رؼبي ٕ٘ب،  ّغخ فّٙبرعغ و١غب ِٓ اٌذ٠ٍٛبد فٟ ج١جٙب ٚر)  ا٢ْفمػ _.  ٔٛسا

 .٠ذٚسؤ٠خ ِب لذ اؽزشرٛسفبٌذ، 

 _Helmer_. Don't disturb me. (_A little later, he opens the door 

and looks into the room, pen in hand_.) Bought, did you say?  

  ٚاٌمٍُ فٟ  فٟ ٚلذ لادك، ٠فزخ اٌجبة ٠ٕٚظش ئٌٝ اٌغشفخ ٕٟ.  )١_. لا رضػج١ٍّ٘ش

 ؟٠ذاؽزش - لٍذ (ا١ٌذ

 All these things? Has my little spendthrift been wasting money 

again? 

  ٖاٌّبي ِشح أخشٜ؟زٟ ظبػٗ ِغشفً٘ أ؟ الأؽ١بء وً ٘ز 

 _Nora_. Yes, yes, it will. But come here and let me show 

you what I have bought.  

 _ ٠ذِب لذ اؽزشس٠ه أٚدػٕٟ ٕ٘ب ؼبي _ٔؼُ، ٔؼُ، عٛف. ٌٚىٓ ر ٔٛسا. 

 And ah so cheap! Look, here is a new suit for Ivar, and a 

sword; and a horse and a trumpet for Bob; and a doll and 

dolly's bedstead for Emmy.--they are very plain, but 

anyway she will soon break them in pieces.  

  ٖٚدصبْ ٚثٛق  ٛاسد٠فبس، ٚع١لإثذٌخ جذ٠ذح ، ٕ٘ب أٔظش سخ١صخ جذا! دزٝ آ

أٔٙب ٚاظذخ جذا، ٌٚىٓ ػٍٝ أٞ دبي  -ٌجٛة؛ ٚد١ِخ ِٚفبسػ دٌٟٚ لا٠ّٝ 

 .زىغش٘ب ٌمطغ صغ١شحأٙب ع
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 And here are dress-lengths and handkerchiefs for the 

maids; old Anne ought really to have something better. 

  ،ٌٙب أْ ٠ىْٛ اٌؼجٛص ْ ٠٢جت دمب ٕٚ٘ب ٌجبط أغٛاي ِٕٚبد٠ً ٌٍخبدِبد

 ؽٟء أفعً.
Act One- A Doll’s House- الفصل الأول- - بيث الدمية   

 Helmer_. Very well. But now tell me, you extravagant little person, what 

would you like for yourself? 

  ِبرا رش٠ذ ٌٕفغه؟، الإعشاف ا٢ْ ، وٕذ ؽخص ل١ًٍ ٌٟ _. ثؾىً ج١ذ . ٌٚىٓ لً ١ٍّ٘ش 

 Nora_. For myself? Oh, I am sure I don't want anything. 

 ٌٕفغٟ؟ أٖٚ، أٔب ِزأوذ ِٓ إٟٔٔ لا أس٠ذ أٞ ؽٟء. ٔٛسا ._  

 Maid_ (_in the doorway_). A lady to see you, ma'am,--a stranger. 

  غش٠ت -_(. ع١ذح ٌشؤ٠زه، ع١ذرٟ، فٟ اٌّذخً _ )_اٌخبدِخ. 

 Mrs Linde_ (_in a dejected and timid voice_). How do you do, Nora? 

  ٔٛسا؟و١ف دبٌه (. ِىزئت ٚثصٛد خجٛي _ )_١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح ، 

 Nora_ (_doubtfully_). How do you do— 

 ؟و١ف دبٌه _(. ثبسر١بة _ )_ ٔٛسا، 

 Mrs. Linde_. You don't recognize me, I suppose. 

  رؼشفٕٟ، ٌُ أفزشض._.  ٚأٔب  ١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح 

 Nora_ No, I don't know--yes, to be sure, I seem to--(_Suddenly_.) 

Yes! Christine! Is it really you? 
 ( ٔؼُ! وش٠غز١ٓ! ً٘ ٘ٛ دمب فجأح)_ -ٔؼُ، ثىً رأو١ذ، ٠جذٚ ٌٟ أْ  -_ لا، أٔب لا أػشف  ٔٛسا.

 وزٌه؟

 Mrs. Linde_. Yes, it is I. 

  ٔؼُ، ٘ٛ  ١ٌٕذح اٌغ١ذح ._I. 

 Nora_. Christine! To think of my not recognizing you! And yet how could 

I--(_In a gentle voice_.) How you have altered, Christine! 

 ( و١ف ٚثصٛد خبفذ  ). _ - بؼشف ثه! ٚثؼذ و١ف ٠ّىٕز_. وش٠غز١ٓ! اٌزفى١ش فٟ ػذَ اٌ ٔٛسا_

 ، وش٠غز١ٓ! رٟغ١١شر
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 Mrs. Linde_. Yes, I have indeed. In nine, ten long years— 

  زغؼخ، ػؾشح عٕٛاد غ٠ٍٛخٌ. فٟ اٌٛالغ _. ٔؼُ،  ١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح 

 Nora_ (_gently_). Poor Christine, you are a widow. 

 ٔذ أسٍِخ.أوش٠غز١ٓ ،  ١شحفم_(. ثٍطف_ )_ ٔٛسا 

 Mrs. Linde_. Yes; it is three years ago now. 

  ٔؼُ، لجً صلاس عٕٛاد  -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح 

 Nora_. Yes, I knew; I saw it in the papers. I assure you, Christine, I meant 

ever so often to write to you at the time, but I always put it off and 

something always prevented me. 

 ٠ؼٕٟ غبٌجب أٔب  أوزت ئ١ٌىُ فٟ رٌه -وش٠غز١ٓ -أؤوذ ٌه -سأ٠ذ فٟ اٌصذف -ٔؼُ، ػٍّذ -ٔٛسا

 اٌٛلذ،

 _Mrs. Linde_. I quite understand, dear. 

  ػض٠ضٞ. -أٔب أفُٙ رّبِب -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح 

 _Nora_. It was very bad of me, Christine. Poor thing, how you must have 

suffered. And he left you nothing? 

 رؼ١ظ، ٚو١ف ػبٔذ. ٚرشن ٌىُ ؽ١ئب؟ -وش٠غز١ٓ -ٌٟوبْ ع١ئب ٌٍغب٠خ  -ٔٛسا 

 Mrs. Linde_. No. 

  لا. -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح 

 Nora_. And no children? 

 ٚثذْٚ أغفبي؟ -ٔٛسا 

 Mrs. Linde_. No. 

  لا. -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح 
 Nora You mustn't be angry with me. Tell me; is it really true that you did not love 

your husband? Why did you marry him? 

 صٚجه؟ ٌّبرا اٌضٚاط ِٕٗ؟ ٝلً ٌٟ، ً٘ ٘زا صذ١خ دمب أٔه ٌُ رذج -٠جت أْ لا ٠ىْٛ غبظجب ِؼٟ -ٔٛسا 

 _Mrs. Linde_. My mother was alive then, and was bedridden and helpless, and I had 

to provide for my two younger brothers; so I did not think I was justified in refusing 

his offer. 

  زٛف١ش لأخٛٞ اٌٍٟ ٠ذت ػثؼذ رٌه وبٔذ أِٟ ػٍٝ ل١ذ اٌذ١بح ، ٚوبْ غش٠خ اٌفشاػ ٚػبجض، ٚ -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح

  ؼشض.اٌّجشس فٟ سفط ٌأػزمذ  لا، ٌزا ٓصغش٠اٌ
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 Mrs. Linde . My poor mother needs me no more, for she is gone; and the boys do 

not need me either; they have got situations and can shift for themselves. 

  أٚظبع ، ثً لذ دصٍذ ٌٟذبجخ ث ١ٌظ، ٚالأٚلاد سدٍذ وضش، لأٔٙب لذ لأذزبط ٚاٌذرٟ اٌفم١شح لا ر -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح

 ٠ّٚىٓ أْ رذٌُٛٙ.

 Nora_. But it was absolutely necessary that he should not know! My 

goodness, can't you understand that?  

 ئٌٟٙ، لا ٠ّىٓ أْ ٔفُٙ رٌه؟ ٠ب -ٌٚىٓ ِٓ اٌعشٚسٞ ٌٍغب٠خ أْ ٔؼشف أٔٗ لا ٠ٕجغٟ -ٔٛسا 

 It was necessary he should have no idea what a dangerous condition he 

was in. It was to me that the doctors came and said that his life was in 

danger, and that the only thing to save him was to live in the south.  

 أْ  ٛاٚوبْ أْ جبء الأغجبء ٚلبٌ  - خط١شح وبْ ف١ٌٗاذبٌخ اٌ ٓوبْ لا ثذ ػ١ٍٗ أْ ١ٌظ ٌذٞ فىشح ػ

 اٌؾٟء اٌٛد١ذ لإٔمبرٖ ٘ٛ اٌؼ١ؼ فٟ اٌجٕٛة ٗد١برٗ فٟ خطش، ٚأٔ

 _Nora_. Of course. Besides, I was the one responsible for it.  

 ّغإٌٚخ ػٓ رٌه.اٌذح ١ٛداٌثبٌطجغ. اٌٝ جبٔت رٌه، وٕذ  -ٔٛسا 

 Whenever Torvald has given me money for new dresses and such things, I 

have never spent more than half of it; I have always bought the simplest 

and cheapest things.  

  ْأوضش ِٓ أٔفك وٍّب رٛسفبٌذ أػطبٟٔ اٌّبي ٌفغبر١ٓ جذ٠ذح ٚأؽ١بء ِٓ ٘زا اٌمج١ً، ٌُ ٠غجك ٌٟ أ

  صفٙب، ٚ دائّب اؽزشٜ أثغػ ٚأسخص الأؽ١بءٔ

 Thank Heaven, any clothes look well on me, and so Torvald has never 

noticed it. But it was often very hard on me, Christine--because it is 

delightful to be really well dressed, isn't it? 

  ىض١ش ِٓ الأد١بْ ثرٛسفبٌذ. ٌٚىٕٗ   ٌُ ٠لادع ػٍٝ ٚ٘ىزا ٖذج١أثذش ؽىشا اٌغّبء، أٞ ِلاثظ

 ٠شرذْٚ ِلاثظ، أ١ٌظ وزٌه؟ ِّزغ أْ لأٔٗ  -وش٠غز١ٓ  -صؼت جذا ػٍٝ 

 Servant_ (_at the hall door_). Excuse me, ma'am--there is a gentleman to 

see the master, and as the doctor is with him— 

 ٕ٘بن سجً ٌشؤ٠خ اٌغ١ذ، ٚوّب اٌطج١ت ِؼٗ، -ػفٛا، ع١ذرٟ (ثبة اٌصبٌخػٍٝ  |)-اٌخبدِخ   

 Nora_. Who is it? 

 ٘ٛ؟ -ٔٛسا ِٓ 
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 Krogstad_ (_at the door_). It is I, Mrs. Helmer. (_Mrs._ LINDE _starts, 

trembles, and turns to the window_.) 

 ( إٌبفزح ٔٙٛظٙب ٠شرجف، ٚرزذٛي ئٌٝ -١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح )اٌغ١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش أٔٗ أٔب (ػٕذ اٌجبة _)وشٚلغزبد 

 Nora_ (_takes a step towards him, and speaks in a strained low voice_).  

 ٚرزذذس ِزٛرشح ثصٛد ِٕخفط  خطٛ خطٛح ثبرجبٖر -ٔٛسا 

 You? What is it? What do you want to see my husband about? 

 صٚجٟ ػٕٗ؟ؼشض أٔذ؟ ِب ٘ٛ؟ ِبرا وٕذ رش٠ذ أْ ر 

 Krogstad_. Bank business--in a way. I have a small post in the Bank, and I 

hear your husband is to be our chief now— 

 _ىْٛ ا٢ْ ع١ٚعّؼذ صٚجه  -ٌذٞ ٚظ١فخ صغ١شح فٟ اٌجٕه -فٟ اٌطش٠ك -أػّبي ٌٍجٕهوشٚلغزبد

 -سئ١ظ ٌذ٠ٕب 

 Nora_. Then it is— 

 رٌهثؼذ  -ٔٛسا 

 Krogstad_. Nothing but dry business matters, Mrs. Helmers; absolutely 

nothing else. 

 _لا ؽٟء آخش ػٍٝ الإغلاق. -اٌغ١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -بفدلا ؽٟء عٜٛ أِٛس ػًّ  وشٚلغزبد  
 (RANK, HELMER, _and_ MRS. LINDE _go downstairs. The_ NURSE _comes 

forward with the children;_ NORA _shuts the hall door._) 

 رغٍك ثبة اٌصبٌخ -ٔٛسا -رأرٟ اٌّّشظخ ئٌٝ الأِبَ ِغ الأغفبي -بلأعفًث ٛار٘ج  ١ٌٕذحاٌغ١ذح  ٚ ١ٍّ٘ش -) سأه  

 _Krogstad_. Excuse me, Mrs. Helmer. 

 ع١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -ػفٛا – وشٚلغزبد 

 _Nora_ (_with a stifled cry, turns round and gets up on to her knees_). Ah! what do 

you want? 

 آٖ! ِبرا رش٠ذ؟ -سوجز١ٙب ٕٙط ػٍٝ ر ِٚغزذ٠شح ٕزمً رخٕك ِغ صشخخ ، ٚ -ٔٛسا 

 _Krogstad_. Excuse me, the outer door was ajar; I suppose someone forgot to shut 

it. 

 ٠غٍمٗ. أػزمذ ؽخصب ٔغٟ أْ -وبْ اٌجبة اٌخبسجٟ ِفزٛح جضئ١ب -ػفٛا -وشٚلغزبد 

 _Nora_. If you speak slightly of my husband, I shall turn you out of the house. 

 عأٔزمً خبسط إٌّضي. -وٕذ رزذذس ل١ٍلا فٟ صٚجٟ -ٔٛسا 

 _Krogstad_. You are bold, Mrs. Helmer. 

 ع١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -أٔه جشٞء -وشٚلغزبد  
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 _Nora_. I am not afraid of you any longer, As soon as the New Year comes, I shall 

in a very short time be free of the whole thing. 

 بٌزذشس ِٓ وً ثأرٟ اٌؼبَ اٌجذ٠ذ، عألَٛ خلاي ٚلذ لص١ش جذا ٠ثّجشد أْ  ا٢ْ، ثؼذ ِٕىُ أخبف لا أٔب -ٔٛسا

  ؽٟء.

 _Krogstad_ (_controlling himself_). Listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. 

 ع١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -اعّؼٕٟ (ِغ١طشا ػٍٝ ٔفغٗ) -وشٚلغزبد 

  If necessary, I am prepared to fight for my small post in the Bank as if I were 

fighting for my life. 

 بٌجٕه وّب ٌٛ وٕذ رمبرً ِٓ أجً د١برٟ.ث أٔب ػٍٝ اعزؼذاد ٌٍمزبي ِٓ أجً ِٕصجٟ اٌصغ١ش -ػٕذ اٌعشٚسح 

 Krogstad_. Then it is because you haven't the will; but I have means to compel you. 

 ػٕٟ لإججبسن.أٌىٕٟ  -ت شغرفٙٛ لأٔه ٌُ  -وشٚلغزبد 

 _Nora_. You don't mean that you will tell my husband that I owe you money? 

 بٌّبي؟ثد٠ٓ ٌه أضٚجٟ ثإٟٔٔ ٌمٛي زأٔه عألصذ وٕذ لا  -ٔٛسا 

 _Nora_. If my husband does get to know of it, of course he will at once pay you 

what is still owing, and we shall have nothing more to do with you. 

 ٠ٚزؼ١ٓ ػ١ٍٕب  ١ذفغ ٌه ِب لا ٠ضاي عجت، ٚع، ثطج١ؼخ اٌذبي فأٗ فٟ ٚلذ ٚادذ ٗؼشف ٠ِٕئرا صٚجٟ ٌُ  -ٔٛسا

 لخ ِؼه.أوضش لا ػلا

 _Krogstad_ (_coming a step nearer_). Listen to me, Mrs. Helmer.  

 ع١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -١ٟٕاعّؼ –ِمجً وألشة خطٛح  -وشٚلغزبد  

 Either you have a very bad memory or you know very little of business.  

  ٚالأػّبيؼٍُ اٌم١ًٍ جذا ِٓ رئِب أْ ٠ىْٛ ٌذ٠ه راوشح ع١ئخ ٌٍغب٠خ أ 

 I shall be obliged to remind you of a few details. _Nora_. Should? He did sign them. 

 .ًفؼً رٛل١ؼٙب. ٕجغٟ؟أ٠  -ٔٛسا عأٌزضَ ثززو١شن ثجؼط اٌزفبص١  

 _Krogstad_. I had left the date blank; that is to say your father should himself have 

inserted the date on which he signed the paper.  

 فبسؽ  ٌمذ رشوذ اٌزبس٠خ  -وشٚلغزبد 

 Do you remember that? 

  ً٘رٌه؟ ٠ٓززوشر 

 _Nora_. Yes, I think I remember— 

 ٔؼُ، ٚأػزمذ إٟٔٔ أرزوش  -ٔٛسا  

 _Krogstad_. Then I gave you the bond to send by post to your father. Is that not so? 

 أ١ٌظ وزٌه؟ -ثبٌجش٠ذ ئٌٝ ٚاٌذن ٗاٌغٕذاد ٌه لإسعبٌ ذصُ لذِ -وشٚلغزبد  
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 _Nora_. Yes. 

 ٔؼُ،  -ٔٛسا 

 Krogstad_. And you naturally did so at once, because five or six days 

afterwards you brought me the bond with your father's signature.  

 خّغخ أٚ عزخ أ٠بَ وٕذ ثٛلذ ٚادذ، ٚرٌه لأْ ثؼذ رٌه ثٚرٌه ثطج١ؼخ اٌذبي فؼٍزٟ  -وشٚلغزبد

 جٍجذ ٌٟ اٌغٕذ ِغ رٛل١غ ٚاٌذن.

 And then I gave you the money. 

 ثؼذ رٌه اٌّبي. ١زهٚأػط 

 _Nora_. Well, haven't I been paying it off regularly? 

 ثؾىً ِٕزظُ؟ ٙبدفؼأٌغٝ دغٕب، أٔب ٌُ   -ٔٛسا 

 _Krogstad_. Fairly so, yes. But--to come back to the matter in hand--that 

must have been a very trying time for you, Mrs. Helmer? 

 ٠جت  ٠ىْٛ أْ اٌٛلذ فٟ  -ٌٍؼٛدح ٌٙزٖ اٌّغأٌخ ئٌٝ جٕت -ٌٚىٓ  ٔؼُ، - رٌه ٔغج١ب -وشٚلغزبد

 ِذبٌٚخ ٌٍغب٠خ ثبٌٕغجخ ٌه، اٌغ١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش؟

 _Nora_. It was, indeed. 

 وبْ، فٟ اٌٛالغ.  -ٔٛسا 

 _Krogstad_. Your father was very ill, wasn't he? 

 وزٌه؟ ١ٌظأ -ٚاٌذن ِش٠ط جذاوبْ  -وشٚلغزبد 

 _Nora_. He was very near his end. 

 وبْ لش٠ت جذا ثٕٙب٠زٗ.  -ٔٛسا 

 _Krogstad_. And died soon afterwards? 

 ٚرٛفٟ ثؼذ رٌه ثٛلذ لص١ش؟ -وشٚلغزبد  

 _Nora_. Yes. 

 ٔؼُ. -ٔٛسا 

 _Krogstad_. Tell me, Mrs. Helmer, can you by any chance remember what 

day your father died?--on what day of the month, I mean. 

 فٟ أٞ ٠َٛ ِٓ  - ٠ّىٕه ثأٞ فشصخ رزوش أٞ ٠َٛ رٛفٟ ٚاٌذن -ع١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -لً ٌٟ -وشٚلغزبد

 أػٕٟ -اٌؾٙش
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 _Nora_. Papa died on the 29th of September. 

 عجزّجش 92رٛفٟ ثبثب فٟ  -ٔٛسا 
 _Krogstad_. That is correct; I have ascertained it for myself.  

 ٌمذ رأوذد ثٕفغٟ -٘زا صذ١خ -وشٚلغزبد 
 And, as that is so, there is a discrepancy (_taking a paper from his pocket_) 

which I cannot account for. 

 دغبثٙباٌزٟ لا أعزط١غ  -أخز ٚسلخ ِٓ ج١جٗ -ٕ٘بن اخزلاف - ٚوّب الأِش وزٌه 
 _Nora_. What discrepancy? I don't know— 

 لا أػٍُ -ِب اٌزٕبلط -ٔٛسا 
 _Krogstad_. The discrepancy consists, Mrs. Helmer, in the fact that your 

father signed this bond three days after his death.  

 اٌذم١مخ أْ ٚاٌذن ٚلغ ػٍٝ ٘زٖ اٌغٕذاد فٟ  -٠ىْٛ اٌزٕبلط ، ع١ذح ١ٍّ٘ش -وشٚلغزبد

 ثؼذ صلاصخ أ٠بَ ِٓ ٚفبرٗ.

 Krogstad_. Your father died on the 29th of September. But, look 

here;  

 ٕ٘ب؛ ٜأظش -عجزّجش 92 ٟفرٛفٟ ٚاٌذن  -وشٚلغزبد 

 Your father dated his signature the 2nd of October. It is a 

discrepancy, isn't it? (NORA _is silent_.)  

  ( صّذث -)ٔٛسا0ثً ٘ٛ رٕبلط، أ١ٌظ وزٌه -أوزٛثش 9 -رٛل١غ ٚاٌذن ثزبس٠خ 

 Can you explain it to me? (NORA _is still silent_.)  

 ٠ضاي صبِزبلا  -ٔٛسا ً٘ ٠ّىٕه رفغ١ش رٌه ٌٟ؟  

 It is a remarkable thing, too, that the words "2nd of October," as 

well as the year, are not written in your father's handwriting but in 

one that I think I know.  

  أوزٛثش"، ٚوزٌه اٌغٕخ، فٟ اٌىزبثخ  9٘ٛ ؽٟء سائغ، ، أْ لا رزُ وزبثخ ػجبسح " -أ٠عب

 أدذ ٠ؼشف ٛاٌذن ٌٚىٓ أػزمذ ٌا١ٌذ٠ٚخ 
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 Well, of course it can be explained; your father may have forgotten to date 

his signature, and someone else may have dated it haphazard before they 

knew of his death.  

 رٛل١ؼٗ، ٚؽخص آخش لذ ٘زا اٌزبس٠خ  دزٝ  ٝدغٕب، ٠ّىٓ ثبٌطجغ ٠ّىٓ رفغ١ش رٌه؛ ٚاٌذن لذ ٔغ

 لجً أْ ٠ؼشف ٚفبرٗ. بػؾٛائ١أسخٗ  ٠ىْٛ
 Nora_ (_after a short pause, throws her head up and looks defiantly at him_). No, it 

was not. It was I that wrote papa's name. 

 وبْ ٌٟ أْ وزجذ اعُ ثبثب -لا، ٌُ ٠ىٓ -ٌٗ ٍٗمٟ سأعٙب دزٝ رجذٚ ِٚزذذ٠ر -ثؼذ ٚلفخ لص١شح -ٔٛسا  

 Krogstad_. Are you aware that is a dangerous confession? 

 رؼشف ٚ٘زا ٘ٛ اػزشاف خط١ش -وشٚلغزبد ً٘ 

 Nora_. In what way? You shall have your money soon. 

 ٠جت أْ ٠ىْٛ ٌذ٠ه ِبٌه لش٠جب ِب ٟ٘ اٌطش٠مخ؟ -ٔٛسا  

 Krogstad_.  But let me tell you this--if I lose my position a second time, you shall 

lose yours with me. (_He bows, and goes out through the hall_.) 

 ٕأٔذ -٠جت ػ١ٍه رفمذن ِؼٟ -ِشح صب١ٔخ ئرا فمذد ِٛلفٟ - ٌٚىٓ اعّذٛا ٌٟ اْ الٛي ٌىُ ٘زا -وشٚلغزبد ،ٝ

 مبػخاٌٚخشط ِٓ 

 _Nora_ (_appears buried in thought for a short time, then tosses her head)_.  

 سأعٙب ذصُ سِ -ب ٌفزشح لص١شح٠رجذٚ ِذفٛٔخ فىش -ٔٛسا 

 Nonsense! Trying to frighten me like that!--I am not so silly as he thinks. (_Begins 

to busy herself putting the children's things in order_.)  

 الأغفبي ِٛسأٚظغ  ِٓ أجً ثٕفغٙب ِؾغٌٛخ جذأر - ٠فىش دزٝ عخ١فخ أٔب ٌغذ -ّضً رٌهٌ ذخبفأ لاذبِٚ -٘شاء  

 And yet--? No, it's impossible! I did it for love's sake. 

 ْٚاٌذت لأجً أٔب فؼٍذ ٘زا! ِٓ اٌّغزذ١ً لا، -دزٝ ا٢. 

 Helmer_. Just think how a guilty man like that has to lie and play the 

hypocrite with everyone, how he has to wear a mask in the presence of 

those near and dear to him, even before his own wife and children.  

 ػ١ٍٗ أْ، ٚو١ف ِغ اٌج١ّغ قبفٕا٠ٌٍؼت ٚ أْ ٠ىزة ِزٔت و١ف ٠ّىٓ ٌشجً رفى١شِجشد  -١ٍّ٘ش 

 ٚالأغفبي صٚجزٗ دزٝ لجً ٌٗ، لش٠ت ٚػض٠ض فٟ ٚجٛد اسرذاء لٕبع

 And about the children--that is the most terrible part of it all, Nora. 

 ْٚٔٛسا ىً رٌه،ٌ ِشٚع اٌجضء الأوضش ٘زا ٘ٛ -الأغفبي ثؾأ  
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 _Nora_. How? 

 و١ف؟ -ٔٛسا  

 _Helmer_. Because such an atmosphere of lies infects and poisons the 

whole life of a home. Each breath the children take in such a house is full 

of the germs of evil. 

 ١أخزع لأغفبيٌ وً ٔفظ إٌّضي. وبٍِخ ِٓ د١بح ٠ص١ت ٚاٌغَّٛ الأوبر٠ت جٛ ِٓ لأْ ِضً -١ٍّ٘ش 

  . إٌّضي فٟ اٌؾشجشاص١ُ ٌاٌىبًِ  ِٖضً ٘ز

 Helmer_. It seems most commonly to be the mother's influence, though 

naturally a bad father's would have the same result.  

 ٔفظ إٌز١جخ. ٌذ٠ُٙ غ١ئاٌ طج١ؼٟاٌ ٛاٌذاٌ أْبٌشغُ ِٓ ث، الأَ رأص١ش الأوضش ؽ١ٛػب أْ ٠جذٚ -١ٍّ٘ش 

 Every lawyer is familiar with the fact.  

 ًذم١مخاٌ ٘ٛ ِأٌٛف ِغ ِذبَ و. 

 

 This Krogstad, now, has been persistently poisoning his own children with 

lies and dissimulation; that is why I say he has lost all moral character. 

  ألٛي اٌغجت فٟ إٟٔٔإٌفبق، ٚ٘زا ٘ٛ ٚ ثبلأوبر٠ت ٖثاصشاس أثٕبئٗ رغ١ُّ رُ -الأْ  -وشٚجغزبد٘زا 

 اٌخٍك أٔٗ فمذ ج١ّغ

  (_Holds out his hands to her.)_ 

 (ًٌّٙب ٠ذ٠ٗ ٠ذ) 

 That is why my sweet little Nora must promise me not to plead his cause. 

Give me your hand on it. Come, come, what is this?  

 ٟرؼبي، رؼبي .٠ذن أػطٕٟ .بلع١زٙ ِشافؼخ ػذَ ِٕٟ ٘ب ػذأ ٠جت أْ ٔٛسااٌذٍٛح  ٘زا ٘ٛ اٌغجت ف ،

 ِب ٘ٛ ٘زا؟

 Give me your hand. There now, that's settled. I assure you it would be 

quite impossible for me to work with him; I literally feel physically ill 

when I am in the company of such people. 

 ٟٕثبٌٕغجخ ٌٟ اٌّغزذ١ً رّبِب أٔٗ ع١ىْٛ ِٓ أٚد أْ أؤوذ ٌىُ رٌه.اعزمش ا٢ْ، ٚ ٕ٘بن -٠ذن أػط 

 ِضً ٘إلاء إٌبط. فٟ اٌؾشوخ ِٓ ػٕذِب أوْٛ جغذٞ غٛءث دشف١ب أؽؼش، ٚأٔب ٌٍؼًّ ِؼٗ
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 Nora_ (_after a pause, whispers_). No, no--it isn't true. It's 

impossible; it must be impossible. 

 ٠جت أْ ٠ىْٛ، ثً ِٓ اٌّغزذ١ً. ٘زا ١ٌظ صذ١ذب - لا، لا (، ّ٘غبدٚلفخ ثؼذ )-ٔٛسا 

  ِغزذ١لا.

 (_The_ NURSE _opens the door on the left._) 

 ػٍٝ ا١ٌغبس رفزخ اٌجبة -اٌّشث١خ  

 _Nurse_. The little ones are begging so hard to be allowed to come 

in to mamma. 

 ّبِب.١ٌأرٟ ٌ ١زُ اٌغّبحٌصؼت جذا   بدجٕعزثب اٌصغبس -اٌّشث١خ 

 _Nora_. No, no, no! Don't let them come in to me! You stay with 

them, Anne. 

 آْ ِؼُٙ، ٠ّىٕه اٌجمبء! ٌٟأرٟ ٠ ُٙلا رذػ، لا! لا، لا -ٔٛسا. 

 Nurse_. Very well, ma'am. (_Shuts the door._) 

 اٌجبة غٍكٚر -، ع١ذرٟ.دغٕب جذا -اٌّشث١خ. 

 

 Nora_ (_pale with terror_). Deprave my little children? Poison my 

home? (_A short pause. Then she tosses her head._) It's not true. 

 لبٌذ أٙب، صُ لفخ لص١شح ٚ_)؟ ث١زٟ رغ١ُّ ل١ٍلا؟ أٚلادٞ ئفغبد (سػت ِغ ؽبدجخ )-ٔٛسا 

 .٘زا ١ٌظ صذ١ذب( ٙبأعثش لزفبد

  It can't possibly be true. 

 فأٗ لا ٠ىْٛ صذ١ذب 
 


