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AKT 1
Pi fibodvallen

(1| Eibodvall i Dalarne. I forgrunden fiboden av ridmilar

timmer; dirinvid tvd bjorkar med stammarne vita inda
ner till roten; till hoger granskogssluttning med ett liver
vatten fall; nertill en tjirn med nickrosor.

Fonden: en stor sjé med de blia bergen pi andra stranden,
och i ﬁﬁ'irnm synes en /eyr/ea.

Vid bodgaveln stir slipstenen.

Det ir i solnedgingen en sindag. Modern sitter pi en
kubbe utanfor boden och roker pipa. Kersti in med
valluren i hand, stannar framfor Modern.

MODERN Var har du varit hela tiden, doter min?
KERSTI Jag har varit i skogen, moder!
MODERN Och plockat smultron, ser jag pa dina roda

lappar.
KERSTI Varfor ropte du i luren, moder?

MODERN Det tassa och dana i skogen, barn.
Var det bjornen?

KERSTI Kan inte veta't!
MODERN Horde jag yxen eller horde jag vilse?

KERSTI Bjornen gar inte med yxe, moder.
MODERN Varfér bir du s fina klider, doter?
KERSTI Ar det inte sondag, moder?

MODERN Du har mjélk pa brostlappen, barn, har du
mjdlkat Majros eller Stjirna?

KERSTI Kunde jag mjélka stjirnorna - och méinen, o!

ACT 1
The hill pasture

[ 14 hill pasture in Dalecarlia. A hut of rough-hewn boards,

painted red, stands at the left. Beside it grow two birches
with trunks that are white clear down to the ground.

On the right-hand side appears a sloping hillside covered

with spruces. The hillside is cut by a large brook forming a
waterfall. At the foot of it is a tarn covered by water-lilies.
The background shows a big lake bordered by blue hills. A

church is visible across the lake.

A grindstone set in a wooden frame stands in the
Jforeground by the corner of the hu.

It is Sunday evening, about sunset time. Kersti’s Mother
sits on a wooden block outside the hut, smoking her pipe.
Kersti enters with an alpenhorn in her hand. She stops in

Sfront of her mother.

MOTHER Where have you been all this time, daughter?
KERSTI In the woods, mother.

MOTHER Picking strawberries, I suppose.

Your lips are so red.
KERSTI Why did you call me, mother?

MOTHER The woods were full of noises, child,
and of stealthy footfalls. Could it be the bear?

KERSTI Can’t tell.

MOTHER I thought I heard the strokes of an axe,
but maybe I was mistaken.

KERSTI The bear uses no axe, mother.
MOTHER Why dressed up in your best, daughter?
KERSTI It’s Sunday, mother.

MOTHER There is milk on your tucker, child.
Have you been milking May-dew or Starbright?

KERSTI Could I but milk the stars - and the moon, O!

MODERN Om natten, o!
KERSTI Dag och natt!

MODERN Natt och dag!... Kinner't !
Akrta dig for bjérnen!

KERSTI Tror du han river lisse-ko?
MODERN Har du tappt’'na?
KERSTI Ska friga Anna?
MODERN Frig'na !

KERSTI (tar till luren och bliser)
“Kulleru Bjoras Anna,

ser du na ti lisse-ko,

skille-ko dinni?”

MATS (Svarar i fjir ran)

“Ja, kon hit du

lisseko skilleko,

i hinna!”

MODERN A’ke det rart, act Anna blitt sa grover i rosten?

KERSTI Hon har ropt vall sen det bérja ronna for
solen.

MODERN Vad hér du nerifrin bygden, barn?

KERSTI Skillkons skilla, getens pingla....
MODERN Inte!

KERSTI Jag hér hanen gala, hunden skilla, béssan
smiilla, kirran skrilla och drorna siga tull tull i
artullarne.

MODERN Vilkens hane, vilkens hund?

KERSTI Mjolnarns!

MODERN Vad heter mjolnarn? Heter han Anna?
(Kersti tiger forliget)

MODERN Vad ser du dir nere i bygden?

MOTHER While it’s night, O'!
KERSTI Day and night!

MOTHER Night and da!... Yes, I know!
Beware of the bear!

KERSTI Do you think he would tear my pet cow?
MOTHER Have you lost her?

KERSTI Shall T ask Anna?

MOTHER You had better!

KERSTI (Picks up her alpenhorn)

“Too-la-loo, Ann at Boorness!
DO YOH see my cosset cow
Over there at your place?”

MATS (Answering from a distance in a dear tenor voice)
“Too-la-loo, so I do.

Come at once:

Cosset cow is here now!”

MOTHER What a deep voice Anna has got!

KERSTI She has been calling her cows since the sun
began to set.

MOTHER What do you hear down there in the valley,
child?

KERSTI The big bell of the cow, the low bell of the goat....
MOTHER Oh, no!

KERSTI I can hear the cock crowing and the dog
barking, the gun banging and the cart clanking, and the
oars saying “duck-duck” in the rowlocks.

MOTHER Whose cock do you mean, and whose dog?
KERSTI The miller’s.

MOTHER What's his name? Is it Anna?

(Kersti looks embarrassed and does not answer)

MOTHER What do you see down there in the valley?



KERSTI Jag ser vattenhjulet i forsen, jag ser roken frin
skorsten..

MODERN Vilkens skorsten? Kvarnfolkets?

KERSTI Der kvillas, moder!

MODERN Jag skall gi! innan det mérknar!...

(veser sig)
Detta var den lingsta sondag jag levat!
Vilken luke ir det, jag fornimmer?

KERSTI Det luktar skog, det lukar krik, det luktar hé.

MODERN Ni du, det var skvallerbir, du plockade!
(forsjunken i sina tankar)

Hur kiicke var det d3, och hur lett ir det nu!

KERSTI Det morknar, moder!

MODERN Jag ser det, doter min! Mérkret faller tjockt
som en fill, och nu stiger jag utfére.... utfore!

Men bliv du och vakra pé ystan! Lit pd mig, jag ser nog
pé roken om elden slocknar!

KERSTI Elden skall inte slockna, lit pi mig du mor.
MODERN God natt da! Glém inte lisa aftonbén!

KERSTI God natt, mor!

MODERN ”Hur kickt var det d, hur lett ir det nu?” -
Glom inte aftonbon!

(Gir ut till vinster. Kersti oppnar dorren till fiiboden;
man ser en gryta éver elden, som hon ansar; kommer ut
och tar luren sedan hon sett efter art Modern girt. Hon
bliser i luren.)

KERSTI The water-wheel in the mill-race, the smoke
from the chimney....

MOTHER Whose chimney? The mill-folk’s, I suppose?
KERSTI It’s growing dark, mother.

MOTHER I am going! before it grows still darker!...
(She rises to her feet)

This has been the longest Sunday in all my life!
What kind of a smell is that?

KERSTI I smell the woods; I smell the cattle;

Ismell the hay.

MOTHER No, it was tattle-berries you were picking!
(For a while she stands still, lost in thought)

The joy that was mine has been turned into woe!
KERSTI It is growing dark, mother!

MOTHER So I see, daughter mine. The darkness is
coming down on us heavy as a pall, and downward goes
my Path now.... ever dOWnWard! But you must Stay to
watch the curds. And trust me to see if you let the fire
go out.

KERSTI Trust me to see that the fire won't go out,
mother.

MOTHER Good night, then. And don’t forget your
evening prayers!

KERSTI Good night, mother.

MOTHER “The joy that was mine has been turned
into woe!” - Don’t forget your evening prayers!

(She goes out to the left. Kersti opens the door of the

hut. A big pot is seen hanging over the fire, on which she
puts more wood; coming out again, she looks around to
make sure that her mother is gone; then she picks up the
alpenhorn and sounds another wordless melody on it.)

MATS (svarar frin higer i firran)

Kersti lilla,
Kersti lilla!

Lille sover i skogen.

KERSTI Tullerilull!
Lever han in?
Lever han langt bort i skogen?

MATS (i fiirran)
Jo men gér han! jo men gér han!
Lille ligger i vaggan sin, Lingt, lingt bort i skogen.

KERSTI Ta av dig skon och mjélka kon
och ge den lille go dricka!

Jag har forfall; jag far'ne ga vall,

jag hjlper mor till att koka.

MATS (i firran)

Vinden blaser och bjérka gar

och Lille sover si gott inda,

Kersti, Kersti lilla!

(Det birjar bldsa; scenen ligger i skugga, men higst uppe
pd granskogen till higer lyser solen innu. Dé héres runt
ombkring och bakom, forst fiirran, sedan nirmare: hojt
och rop av drevfolk, grenar som brytas, hundskall, tramp i
galopp och trav, skott, harskramlor, brak av fallande trid,
Jorsens brus, som tilltager.

Diirpd hirs flera jakthorn. Kersti forblir stiende forskrickt
seende sig omkring; nér bullret avligsnat sig och upphirt,
gdr hon in i boden och bir ut granrisruskor, som hon
ligger pi marken och betiicker med en brokig matta;
dirpa stiiller hon upp tvi avbarkade unga granar med
riset kvar i topparna pi var sida om dérren; dirpd gir
hon till tidrnen och tar upp vita néickrosor av vilka hon
binder en krans till sitt huvud. Mats kommer nu in frin
vinster med barnet i en skinnpise, forsedd med remmar.

MATS (is heard singing outside, on the right—hand:ide)

Kersti dearest,
Kersti dearest,
Baby sleeps in the forest.

KERSTI Dillery-dell!
Fareth he well,
Fareth he well far in the forest?

MATS (answers as before)
Nothing to fear! Nothing to fear!
Baby sleeps in his cradle here, Far, far, in the forest!

KERSTI Haste to the house and milk the cows,
And see that baby lacks nothing.
I cannot come, must stay at home,

Helping my folks with the baking.

MATS (answers as before)

Birches nod in the blowing breeze,
But baby slumbers in perfect peace,
Kersti, Kersti, dearest!

(A strong wind springs up. The centre of the stage grows
dark, but the sun is still shining on the tops of spruces

on the hillside. Very faintly at first, then more and more
clearly, the yells and cries of a gang of game beaters are
heard. These are followed by the snapping of branches,
the baying of hounds, the trampling of horses in trot and
gallop, the cracking of guns, the snarling of rattles, the
crashing of trees that fall, and, above all, the constantly
rising roar of the waterfall.

Finally a canon is sounded by ten hunting-horns. Badly
[frightened, Kersti stands staring in every direction while
the noise lasts. When it has died away in the distance and
the woods are silent again, she brings bunches of spruce
branches and spreads them on the ground, covering them
at last with a brightly coloured rag carpet. Next she fetches
two young spruce-trees that have been stripped of branches
and bark, so that only their tops remain green. These she



KERSTI Lille, lille, gulle, sover han dn?
MATS Men gor han sa!
KERSTI Kom skall han vyssa i trit!

(De faster vaggan mellan de bida bjorkarna, som gungar
for vinden.)

KERSTTI “Och vinden blaser, och bjérka gar; den lille
sover sd snillt indd”... Mats, hérde du jakten?

MATS Inte gir nigon jake si sent pa dagen!

KERSTI Men jag hérde’n !

MATS Inte!... Vad sa mor?

KERSTI Hon plaga mig, si hon kunde pliga livet ur
mig.

MATS Ja, Kersti lilla, frid och lycka kommer oss icke till
del, forrin vart férbund blivit helgat och lillen 4r dijpt.

KERSTI Si linge forildrarne sti emor, fi vi ingen
vigsel; men vi skola bedja Gud vilsigna virt forbund,
innan vi ge lillen namn!

MATS Si hade vi sagt, och ma vi nu géra’t!

KERSTI Rustningarne har jagallt i ordning, kan du se’t?
MATS Vil har du lagat det; stackare vi, och ett stackars
bréllop.

KERSTI Mi Gud sc i vara hjirtan och sinnen, att intet
svek dir bor ... stor sak med resten! Har du boken med?
MATS Jag har’na ! Men det ir vil inte syndigt,

Kersti lilla?

pla[e: beside the door (/fthe hut, one on either side.
Then she goes to the tarn and picks a number of white
water-lilies, which she binds into a wreath. Mats enters
ﬁ'am the /qﬂ‘, carrying a baby in a cradle af leather with
straps attached to it.)

KERSTI Baby, baby darling! Is he still aslecp?

MATS Indeed he is!

KERSTI Bring him here, and we'll let the trees rock him.
(They hang the cradle between the two birches that are
swayed gently by the wind.)

KERSTI “Birches nod in the blowing breeze, but baby
slumbers in perfect peace” ... Did you hear the hunt, Mats?
MATS No hunt at this time of day, girl!

KERSTI But I heard it!

MATS Hardly!... What did your Mother have to say?

KERSTI She bothered me until I thought she would
bother the life out of me.

MATS Yes, dear, there can be no peace or happiness
for us uﬂ(il our union has been hallowcd and our baby
baptised.

KERSTI As long as the old folk resist there can be no
wedding. But we must pray the Lord to bless our union
before we give baby a name.

MATS So we have agreed, and now it may as well be done.
KERSTI Everything is ready, as you sce.

MATS It’s well done, but—we’re a sorry couple for all
that,and a sorry wedding we're having.

KERSTI Let the Lord look into our minds and hearts,
and if they hold no evil—what matters the rest? Have
you brought the Book?

MATS I have. But are you sure, dear, that what we mean
to do is not sinful?

KERSTI Lingt ifrd; jordegumman far ju ge néddop
hon!

MATS Ja, hon!

KERSTI (ligger kransen pi huvudet) Ma vi sa bérja?
MATS I Herrans namn!

Ma vi aldrig f3 4ngra’t!

(De faller pa knd mitt emot varann pi mattan; Mats

ricker fram en ring, som Kersti hiller i, medan Mats liser

ur psalmboken.)

“Jag Mats Anders Larsson tager dig Kersti Margreta
Hansdotter till min #kta hustru att dlska dig i néd och
lust, och till ett vardtecken, giver jag dig denna ring.”

KERSTI “Jag Kersti Margreta Hansdotter tager dig
Mats Anders Larsson till min ikta man ate dlska dig i
n6d och lust, och till ett vardtecken mottager jag denna
ring”

(De gir en kort, tyst bon och reser sig; fatta varandras
hinder; men kyssas inte)

MATS Ja, Kersti lilla, nu dr du min, infér Gud; vad
miinskor sedan mé siga kvittar osslika.

KERSTI Det skall sporjas!

MATS Kersti lilla, vad har vi s till maltid?

KERSTI Slitt intet, Mats!

MATS Si mé vi roka en pipa tobak

(De sitter sig pd var sin trefot och riker sedan de slagit eld
med stil och flinta.)

MATS Vad talte du om jakten, nunnas, Kersti?

KERSTI Nu vandar jag icke mer, Mats, sen jag fattar
vad det var for slags folk; jag vandar icke!

MATS Birtre icke, da! ... Ser du hur lullan gar som av
sig sjilver!

KERSTI Why should it be? Don’t you know that the
midwife can baptise in case of need?

MATS Well, that’s the midwife!

KERSTI (Putting the wreath on her head) Let us begin!
MATS In the name of the Lord!

And may we never come to regret it!

(They kneel on the carpet, facing each other; Mats takes
out a ring, which they hold between them while he is
reading out of the prayer-book)

“I, Mats Anders Larsson, take you, Kersti Margaret
Hansdaughter, to be my wedded wife, whom I will love
in good days and bad, and in token thereof I give you
this ring.”

KERSTI “I, Kersti Margaret Hansdaughter, take you,
Mats Anders Larsson, to be my wedded husband, whom
I will love in good days and bad, and in token thereof T
give you this ring”

(They pray in silence for a while; then they rise and take
hold of each other’s hands, but they do not kiss each other)

MATS Now you are mine in the sight of God, dear, and
after this we won’t mind what people may say.

KERSTI That remains to be seen.

MATS And what have we to eat, dear?
KERSTI Nothing at all, Mats!

MATS Then there is nothing left but to smoke.

(They seat themselves on two small, three-legged stools and
we flint and steel to light their pipes.)

MATS What was that you said about the hunt just now?
KERSTI I haven’t the heart to tell, Mats T haven’t the

heart since I guessed what folk they were.

MATS Better not, maybe!... Look at the cradle—going
as if it could rock itself.



KERSTI Det ir blasten, Mats! Det ir blasten, som rér
i bjérkarna!

MATS Men blisten rér icke i granarne !

KERSTI Nej, men gor den ¢j! Ja, det ar otyg ute i
kviller!

MATS Siglet inte!

KERSTI Ser du min rék drar norrut!
MATS Och min soderpa!

KERSTI Och myggen dansar....

MATS Som pé brollop....

KERSTI Ar vi gladare nu, syns du?
MATS Svarligen!

KERSTI Hér du orren spelar?

MATS Som pa brollop....

KERSTI Men ingen kérk-klocka ringer....

MATS De ir trétta efter sondagsringningen....
Vad ska vi kalla den lille?

KERSTI (vilt) Pahiing, oheld, nddevang, kronrévare....

MATS Varfor kronrévare?

KERSTI Diirfér och dirfor och dirfor ... for att jag icke
finge bira krona, om s vi ock vunne ett riitt brollop! Vad
han skall heta? Brudskdmmare, modersorg, skogspilt!

MATS Ont far, den ont gor!
KERSTI Sig det!

(Modern syns uppe i granskogen, betraktande Mats och
Kersti)

MATS Det rader onda 6gon hiir!

KERSTI Och onda tankar ... Du brygger och jag
dricker: du mal och jag bakar.

KERSTI That’s the wind, Mats; the wind in the
birches.

MATS But there is no wind in the spruces over there.

KERSTI So I see. Surely the evil ones are abroad
tonight.

MATS Don’t talk of them!

KERSTI Do you sce my smoke going northward?
MATS And mine southward!

KERSTI The gnats are dancing....

MATS Which means a wedding....

KERSTI Do you think we are happier now?
MATS Hardly!

KERSTI Do you hear the cry of the blackcock?
MATS A sure sign of wedding....

KERSTI But not a single church bell to be heard...

MATS It’s Sunday, and the ringing during the day has
made them tired What shall we call the little one?

KERSTI (I wild rebellion) Burden and Ill-luck and
Un-asked and crown-thicf....

MATS Why crown-thief?

KERSTI Because and because and because... Even if we
geta real wcdding, 1 can wear no crown! What should
he be called? Bride-spoil, Mother-woe, Forest-find!

MATS Badly fares who badly does!
KERSTI Yes, that’s for you to say!

(The Mother of Kersti appears on the hillside among the
spruces and stands looking ar Mats and her daunghrer)

MATS There are evil eyes about!

KERSTI And evil thoughts.... What you brew I have to
drink. What you grind I have to bake.

(Mﬂdemﬁmzzinner)

MATS Vet du varfér vara gamle hatade varandra sa
okristlige?

KERSTI Det rérde sig om jordagods ! Om mannaman
och oritt fanget, om déva domaren och... allt ont, ont,
ont!

MATS Och sa blev hatet kirlighet, dlskog, branad....
KERSTI Men forgiftige, allt!

MATS Sa morke, nir hatet kom!

KERSTI (kastar bort sin krans i tjirnen)

Det mé du siga! Skam f4 kransen, niir kronan icke
kom ...

MATS Sig inte!

KERSTI Som stavkarl, som strykare, som skojare, sa
héller vi bréllop... Man éter’t inte, man dricker’t inte,
men det smakar; det ir tobaken! Det ir brudkosten!
Elden slocknar under grytan, gi och bir ved, Mats, det
ir dansen!

MATS Om mirkena tala, s 4r du f6dd «ill dronning!

KERSTI Térhinda! Act mjolka kor slitt icke!
MATS Lille, lille, Herre Je, det livet!

KERSTI Stackare, lille! Vad blir av oss? Vad star oss
for?... Ga efter ved Mats! Ystan stannar, och da far jag
stryk av mor. Gi Mats!

MATS Du Kersti, tjanade hos min far en ging; nu
tjinar jag dig; han var hird mot dig; dirfor skall jag
vara snll!

KERSTI Du ir god, du, Mats, det ir inte jag!

Vore jag!

MATS Bliv!

(The Mother disappears)

MATS Can you tell what made our families hate each
other so fiercely?

KERSTI It had to do with land—with bought

favours, and ill-gotten gains, and corrupt judges, and—
everything that’s bad, bad, bad!

MATS And then the hatred turned into liking, love, lust...
KERSTI All of it poisoned....

MATS How dark it turns when the hatred breaks through!
KERSTI (throwing her wreath into the tarn)

Well may you say so! The devil take the wreath, as I can’t
have a crown....

MATS Don't say that!

KERSTI We hold wedding like beggars, and rascals,
and roving folk.... What is it you cannot eat or drink,
but that tastes good for all that? It’s tobacco—and that’s
all you get for a wedding-feast! The fire under the kettle
is going out, Mats. Go and fetch some wood. It’s all the
dancing there will be.

MATS If tokens tell the truth, you were born to be a
queen!

KERSTI Maybe! Surely not to milk the cows!
MATS And the baby, the baby, the dear little thing!

KERSTI The poor dear! Oh, what will become of us?
What can be in store for us? Get some wood, Mats!
Mother will beat me if the milk doesn’t curdle. Go, Mats!
MATS There was a time when you served my father,
Kersti, and now it’s my turn to serve you. Because he
was harsh to you, I'll be good to you!

KERSTI Yes, Mats, you are good, but I am not.

If Tonly were!

MATS Try to be!



KERSTI Mats, bliv ond du, far du se, om du kan!
MATS Inte menar du det!

KERSTI Ho kan veta't ! ... Skynda dig, Mats, g4, det
kommer nigon, jag kinner stegen, det ir mor!

MATS Ar det mor?—Och lillen?

KERSTI (tar upp mattan och kastar over vaggan;
dérpa tar hon sin pils frin bodviiggen och brer ovanpa)
G4, gi, gal!

MATS Akta lillen! Akta'n
(gdr ut it higer)
KERSTI Ja-men, ja-men!

MODERN (in frin vinster)

Var det Anna, som var hir?

KERSTI Ja, det var!

MODERN (fixerar Kersti)

Och det var hon som gick?... Och 4r sa grov i résten?
KERSTI Kantinka!

MODERN Och brudstingerna hdgg hon och riset
med?

KERSTI Var det konstigt!

MODERN (drar Kersti i hiret)

Lognerska, slyna, fordirverska ..

KERSTI (bfter handen)

Vet du skims!

MODERN Lyfter du hand mot din mor, I8pande kona!
Var det Mats, som lirde dig!

Matses far drev oss fran gird och grund, och du tar
sonen i famn, doter min! ... O!

KERSTI O! for det!

MODERN (pckar it vaggan) Vad har du dir?

KERSTI Try to be bad, Mats, and we’ll see if you can.
MATS You don’t mean it!

KERSTI Who can tell?—Get away from here, Mats,
and hurry up! Somebody is coming. I know her steps.
It’s mother!

MATS Your mother?—And how about the baby?
KERSTI (picks up the carpet and throws it across the
cradle; then she takes her sheepskin coat that has been
hanging on the outside wall of the hut and spreads it on
top of the carpet) Go, go, go!

MATS Be careful about baby—be careful now!

(he goes out)

KERSTI Of course, of course!

MOTHER (entering from the left)

Was it Anna that was here?

KERSTI It was.

MOTHER (looking hard at Kersti)

And she left when I came?—What a voice she has!
KERSTI Yes, has she not?

MOTHER And she cut the wedding poles, too, and
spread the spruce?

KERSTI What is strange about that?
MOTHER (pulling Kersti by the hair)

Storyteller, hussy, strumpet....

KERSTI (raising her hand against her Mother)
Take care!

MOTHER Will you lay hand on your own Mother,
you trull? Is that what Mats has been teaching you?

His father drove us from house and home, and now you
take the son in your arms, daughter mine.... O!

KERSTI That such things can be said.... O!
MOTHER (pointing to the cradle) What have you there?

KERSTI Jag luftar klider!

MODERN Smaklider!

KERSTI Inte sa sma!

MODERN Vad har du i lullan?

KERSTI Smaklider, men icke fér sma.
MODERN Det ir barnet!

KERSTI Vilker?

MODERN Dictt!

KERSTI Finns inte!

MODERN Vill du svira?

KERSTI Jag svir! S2 m4 Forskarl ta mig, om jag ljuger!
MODERN Du skall icke svirja till skam!
KERSTI Till ndgon annan aldrig!

MODERN (sitter sig) Det gir ett tal i byn!
KERSTI A!

MODERN Ett underlige tal!

KERSTI Kors, nej!

MODERN Det talas, act Mats skall fi kvarnen!
KERSTI (veser pd sig) Ar det sanningen?

MODERN Lika sant som att ett otaligt sinne drar
olycka pa sig!
KERSTI Ska Mats f4 kvarnen? D4 lir han gifta sig?

MODERN Det spérjs, det ock!
KERSTI Med vem?

MODERN Vem det vara mi, och den hans kirlekssinne
faller p4, likvisst en kronbrud.

KERSTI O!
MODERN O! Du har gull pa fingret!

KERSTI Clothes to be aired.

MOTHER Small ones, I guess.

KERSTI Not so very.

MOTHER And inside the cradle?

KERSTI Small wash—not for small ones.
MOTHER The child is there!

KERSTI What child?

MOTHER Yours!

KERSTI There is no such thing!

MOTHER Will you swear?

KERSTI I swear! May the Neck get me if I lie!
MOTHER You shouldn’t swear by the evil one.
KERSTI I will swear by no one else!

MOTHER (seating herself) There is talk in the village.
KERSTI Indeed?

MOTHER A queer sort of talk.

KERSTI No, really?

MOTHER They say that Mats is to have the mill.
KERSTI (rising) Is it true?

MOTHER As true as it is that rashness always gets
into trouble.

KERSTI So Mats gets the mill? Then he will marry,
I guess?

MOTHER They talk of that, too.
KERSTI Whom do you think?

MOTHER Whoever it be that his fancy will take—the
crown she must surely be able to wear.

KERSTI Oh!
MOTHER Oh, indeed!—There is gold on your finger.



KERSTI Jo!

MODERN Ar du fisc?

KERSTI Jo!

MODERN Men kronan? (Kersti tiger)

Har du tappt’na?

KERSTI (gir orolig av och an)

Vet du, att jag spaddes till krona?

MODERN Lapperi, snack; en jungfrus krona ir

déjligare dn en dronnings! Sill den, som bir'na med
dran!

KERSTI O!
MODERN O! Fattiga voro vi; onda krinkte oss; ofird
kom pa! Ve oss!

KERSTI Fattiga voro vi, rika bli vi! Lyckan kommer!

MODERN Tva slikeer i hat; eld och vatten; nu kokar
det!

KERSTI Elden brinde, vattnet slickee; nu blir det
varmt!

MODERN (reser sig for att gi)

“Hur kicke var det da, hur lete dr det nu?”

Diir ligger en krans i vattnet, var ir kronan? (gdr ut)
KERSTI Hon kommer, hon kommer!
(Forskarlen/Niicken syns i starke vitt ljus uppe vid fallet.
Han ir klidd i en silvertunika. med ett vassgront skirp
om livet och rid missa. Blond och ung med hingande
blont hir. Han spelar pé gyllene viol med silverstrike.)

FORSKARLEN (sjunger och spelar)

Jag forhoppas, jag forhoppas att min férlossare lever.

KERSTI (som first stitt forsjunken i tankar; fir se
Forskarlen och nir han slutat andya reprisen yttrar hon

spotskt)

KERSTI There is.

MOTHER Are you pledged?

KERSTIIam.

MOTHER And the crown? (Kersti does not reply)
Have you lost it?

KERSTI (walking back and forth restlessly)

You know, it was foretold that I should wear a crown.

MOTHER Stuff and nonsense! A virgin’s crown is
more beautiful than a queen’s. And happy is she who
wears it with honour!

KERSTI Oh!

MOTHER And oh, indeed!—Little we had. Wrong we
suffered. Badly we fared. Alas the day!

KERSTI Little we had, but shall have plenty! Luck

is near!

MOTHER Race against race, hating and hated; fire and
water: now it’s coming to a boil.

KERSTI Water may cool what the fire has heated. All
will be well!

MOTHER (rising to leave) “The joy that was mine has
been turned into woe.” There is a wreath floating on the
water—where’s the crown? (she goes out)

KERSTI It will come, it will come!

(The Neck appears at the foot of the falls surrounded by a
bright, white light; he wears a red cap, and a silvery tunic
fastened about the waist with a green sash; he is young and
fair, with blond hair that is falling down his back; he has
afiddle of gold with a bow of silver.)

NECK (plays to his own singing)

“Iam hoping that my Redeemer still liveth.”

KERSTI (who has been lost in thought, becomes aware of
the Neck; when be has repeated his song twice, she remarks

ingl)
, reering ly)

Int’ har du nén férlossare!
(Forskarlen betraktar henne sorgset.)
KERSTI Ar du tyst nu, far du spela pa mitt brollop!

(Forskarlen nickar bifall och klippan faller igen jver

honom)

[6]JORDEGUMMAN (in, bakifrin boden, klidd i en

svart ling cirkelkappa samt svart krika. Under kappan
biir hon en viiska. Hon vinder inte ryggen till)
God afton lilla jungfrun! Kommer vil icke och stor?

KERSTI Ar det jordegumman, madam Larsson?
JORDEGUMMAN Ja visst det! Det var ju jag som
hjélpte lilla jungfrun,...

KERSTI Jo, jo; men ni lovade att aldrig tal” om’et mer!
JORDEGUMMAN Vi ska inte heller tala om det!
Men ... hur stir det nu till med den lille?

KERSTI (otilig) Det ir nog sa bra!
JORDEGUMMAN Hér nu, var inte si otalig lilla
jungfrun....

KERSTI Vem sa, att jag ir det?
JORDEGUMMAN Det sa den lilla korta résten och

den lilla litta foten ! ... Men det dr gull pé fingret ser jag.
D4 far jag komma med pé bréllop snart!

KERSTII?
JORDEGUMMAN Pi barndop ir jag sjilvskriven,
men pa brollop har jag aldrig varit... Jag tycker det skulle

vara s roligt!
KERSTI Ténker nog det!
JORDEGUMMAN Av alla minniskans dygder finns

det en, som jag virderar mest....

KERSTI Dygden ir det svarligen.

There is no redeemer for you, I can tell you!

(The Neck pauses for a while and looks sadly at ber.)
KERSTI If you'll keep quict I'll let you play at my
wedding!

(The Neck nods assent and vanishes into the rock behind
the falls)

MIDWIFE (enters from bebind the hut wearing a wide
4

Hack cloak and a close-fitting black hood; she carries a
bag under her cloak, and she is very careful never to let her
back be seen) Good evening, my dear. T hope my visit is
not inconvenient.

KERSTI You are the midwife- Mrs. Larsson- are you not?

MIDWIFE Of course, I am. It was I that helped you,
my dear....

KERSTI Oh, yes; but you promised never to speak of it.
MIDWIFE And we won’t! How—is the little one
doing?

KERSTI (impatimt[y) Oh, well cnough!

MIDWIFE Better not be too impatient, dear....

KERSTI Who says I am?

MIDWIFE The snappy voice and the tap of the little
foot! But now there is gold on your ﬁnger, Isee. Then I

shall be asked to a wedding shortly, I think.
KERSTI You?

MIDWIFE I am always at the baptism, but can never
get to a wedding—and I think it would be such fun!

KERSTI No doubt it would!

MIDWIFE Of all human virtues, there is one I value
a.bOVC the rest....

KERSTI I don’t suppose it is chastity.



JORDEGUMMAN Det som inte finns dr ovirderligt.
Men tacksamheten, si, den viirderar jag.

KERSTI Blev I betalad?

JORDEGUMMAN Det finns tjanster, som inte lata
avspisa sig med pengar!

KERSTI Och minniskor, som aldrig lata avspisa sig

JORDEGUMMAN Alldeles ritt min pulla; och till
den sorten hér jag....

KERSTI Jag mirker’t!
JORDEGUMMAN Jag.... och en ill!
KERSTI Hocken?
JORDEGUMMAN Linsman!

KERSTI (far samman) Linsman?

JORDEGUMMAN Ja! Linsman! Det ir en sidan
mirkelig man, Jag kinner ingen, som kan lagen utantill,
frin pirm till parm som han... T och jag skulle aldrig
kunna lira oss den som han! Men... det finns ett kapitel,
som jag i egenskap av jordegumma méste ha lirt mig
utantill... det dr det for mérkvﬁrdiga ﬁortonde kapitle(;
det ir f 6 r mirkvirdigt med sina manga paragrafer...
Vad nu di?

KERSTI (uppskakad) Sigvad I ver!

JORDEGUMMAN Jag vet rakt ingenting... jag ir bara
en fattig gumma, som har kommit for att lana hus ver
natten.. ..

KERSTI Hir, lana hus?
JORDEGUMMAN Just hir!
KERSTI Gi er vig!

JORDEGUMMAN Jag kan inte ga i skogen om morka
natten.

KERSTI (tar en kipp och hotar)
Dé skall I fa I5pa dir!

MIDWIFE What no one has, is bcyond value. That
which I put value on is gratitude.

KERSTI You were paid, were you not?
MIDWIFE There are services that money can’t pay.

KERSTI And people you cannot get rid of.
MIDWIFE Exactly, my dear, and of those I am one....

KERSTI So I find.

MIDWIFE And there is another,
KERSTI Who can that be?
MIDWIFE The Sherift!
KERSTI (startled) The Sheriff 2

MIDWIFE Yes, the Sheriff. He is a very remarkable
man, and I have heard of no one who knows the law as
hE dOCS, from Cover to Cover.... You and I COuld never
get all that into our heads, but—there is one chapter

T have to know by heart, being a midwife... And a
most remarkable chapter it is, with a most remarkable
number of paragraphs.... What's the matter?

KERSTI (agitated) Tell me what you know.

MIDWIFE Nothing at all...  am nothing but a poor
old woman who has come here to get lodging for the

night....

KERSTI Lodging here?
MIDWIFE Right here.
KERSTI Begone!

MIDWIFE I can’t be walking the woods in the dark
of the night.

KERSTI (threatening her with a stick)
If you won’t walk, I'll make you run.

JORDEGUMMAN (drar sig nigot baklinges utan atr
vinda sig om)
A vidir, 4 vi dir nu! Lt nu kippen vara, annar....

KERSTI Annars?

JORDEGUMMAN Det blir vid linsman, férstis! och
fjortonde kapitlet ..

KERSTI (yfter kippen for att sli)

G till hel, férdomda hiixa!

(Kéippen faller sinder i bitar.)

JORDEGUMMAN Haha! Haha!

KERSTI (tar upp elddonet och slir eld.)

I Kristi pinos namn, vik hidan!

JORDEGUMMAN (vinder nu ryggen till och man ser

densamma sisom ryggen pd en riv med hingande svans,

varpa hon flyr ut i galopp, vésande)

Vi rikas pé bréllopet, bjudna, objudna!
Med linsman! Med linsman! A-! Dsi ! AT Dsi I A! Dsi!

kasta sig i; dérpd av och an framfor vaggan; si tar hon av
sig koftan och ligger ovanpa. de andra plaggen i vaggan.
Sitter sig sedan pa stolen vid bodens dirr; med hinderna

i ansiktet. Nu borjar slip snurra och visa; sd hor

man smd ping[or som getternas; i gmm/wgm tindas
smd vita ljus, och koskillor héras titt inpd; dérpd syns
Forskarlen, som birjar sjunga om sin strof.)

FORSKARLEN “Jag forhoppas, jag forhoppas,
att min forlossare lever.”

MIDWIFE (m(n/ing back a couple of steps withour
turning about)

Have we got that far now? You had better leave the stick
alone, or....

KERSTI Or what?

MIDWIFE The Sheriff, of course, and that chapter I
spoke of....

KERSTI (with the stick raised for a blow)

Go to the devil, you cursed witch!

(the stick breaks into small pieces)

MIDWIFE Ha-ha! Ha-ha!
KERSTI (picks up the flint and steel, and strikes fire)

In the name of Christ and His Passion, get thee gone!

MIDWIFE (turns and runs out with the galloping
movement of a wild thing; her back, which then becomes
visible, looks like that of a fox and ends in a sweeping,
bushy tail; she hisses)

We'll meet at the wedding, bid or unbid!
And the Sheriff, too! Ad-zee! Ad-zee! Ad-zee!

(Kersti ensam; forst villridig gir till tjirn sasom hon ville (Kersti takes a few faltering steps in direction of the tarn,

as if she meant to throw herself into the water. Then she
begins to walk up and down in front of the cradle. After

a while she takes off the round Dalecarlian jacket she is
wearing and puts it on top of the clothing already covering
the cradle. Finally she sits down on one of the stools by the
corner of the hut and buries her face in her hands. The
grindstone begins to whirl with a hissing sound. Little
bells, like those worn by goats, are heard ringing in the
woods. Little white flames appear among the spruces on
the hillside. Cow-bells are heard dose by. The Neck appears
as before.)

NECK “I am hoping, I am hoping that my Redeemer
still livech.”



(Kersti har rest sig och stdr forstelnad av fasa. Nu

héres frin tiirnen ljud som av en glasharmonika; et
vitklitt-barn, osynligt for Kersti, stiger upp mellan
nickrosorna i tjdrnen, gér ﬁﬂm ill vaggan; nu blir det
tyst pd scenen; slipstenen stannar. Forskarlen forsvinner,
alla vitte tjusen slocknar utom ett. Det vita barnet,
ﬂl[tjdmt wynligt ﬁr Kersti, vor sakta pd vaggan, /j/ss, och
synes sorgset staende. Faller i grit och déljer ansiktet med
drmen. Glasharmonikan hives alltjimt. Déirpd tar det
vita barnet och plockar sonder vita nickrosor si att bladen
Jaller pé vaggan, kysser pi den och gir ner i tiirnen igen.
D slocknar sista ljuset, och glasharmonikan upphir att
spela.)

[8 |JORDEGUMMAN (i igen med viskan synlig)

Nu kanske jag far komma; nu kanske jungfrun tar emot
jordegumman !

KERSTI Vad ger I?

JORDEGUMMAN (tar upp en brudkrona ur viskan)
Den hir! ..

KERSTI Vad tar I?

JORDEGUMMAN (pckar pi vaggan)

Du ser’et, jag ser’et, hela virlden ser’et, och det finns
¢j anda!

KERSTI Sa ta !

JORDEGUMMAN (gir till vaggan) Jag har’t!
(Hon tar ofdrmdrkt ndgot ur vaggan och ligger det
viskan, som hon diljer under kappan.) M jag sa komma
pa bréllop?

KERSTI Kom!

JORDEGUMMAN Sig vilkommen!

KERSTI Di ljog jag!

JORDEGUMMAN Ova dig..

(Kersti rises horror-stricken and stands like a statue.
Tones like those produced by a harmonica are heard from
the tarn. Unseen by Kersti, the Child in white emerges

ﬁ'am among the water-lilies and, goes to the cradle. Then

all sounds die out. The grindstone comes to a stop. The
Neck disappears. All the will-o*-the-wisps but one go out.
Still unseen by Kersti, the Child in white rocks the cradle
gently, puts his ear dose to it, and draws back with an
expression of great sadness. At last he bursts into tears and
covers his face with one arm. During this scene the beltlike
tones from the tarn continue. The Child in white picks
several water-lilies to pieces and strews them on the cradle,
which he finally kisses before he descends into the tarn
again. Then the last will-o*-the-wisp disappears and the
harmonica can no longer be heard.)

MIDWIFE (enters again, carrying her bag so that it can

be seen) Perhaps I shall be more welcome this time. Does
the fair maiden care to see the midwife now?

KERSTI What do you bring?

MIDWIFE (taking a bridal crown from her bag)
This!

KERSTI What do you take?

MIDWIFE (pointing toward the cradle)
You see it, I see it, the whole world sees it, and yet it is
not there.

KERSTI Take it, then!

MIDWIFE (goes to the cradle)
Thave it. (she takes stealthily something from the cradle
and drops it into her bag, which she then hides under her

cloak again) Can I come to the wedding now?
KERSTI Yes, come.

MIDWIFE You must say that I'll be welcome.
KERSTI That would be a lie.

MIDWIFE You must practise....

KERSTI Du ir vilkommen... om du gér nu!

JORDEGUMMAN (drar sig ut baklinges)
Fyra virv om varv,

Atta slirv om slarv,

Fyrastai sky,

Fyra visa vig te by! (uz)

[9|MATS (; ‘utanfor scenen, jublande)

Kom snilla snilla snilla, kom snilla snilla!

(Kersti lyssnar, glad, svéllande av stolthet och mod. Mats
in med ett vedfiing; glad. Kersti emot honom.)

KERSTI Triffte du nd'n?

MATS Jo men!. .. Hir ska stinda brollop
(Kastar veden in i stugan)
Lat grytan koka 6ver, jag kokar ock.

KERSTI Var det far?

MATS Far och mor! Och kvarnen fir jag!
KERSTI (visar kronan) Ser du vad jag...?

MATS Var fick du den?

KERSTI Min mor gav’na!

MATS Var hon hir?

KERSTI Glad var hon!

MATS Men lillen, lillen, lillen!

KERSTI Sitt dig, Mats! Sitt dig! Jag r inte radvill.

MATS (sitter sig) Lillen, lillen!
KERSTI S3 ja! - Mats! Nu da det mérka kan ga Gver,

och livet leker, tror du ¢j att vi med talamod skulle nd
langa vigar....

MATS Men raka vigar....
KERSTI Férvisso, raka och korta!

KERSTI Welcome, then—ifyou'll only leave me now!

MIDWIFE (withdrawing backwards)

Four that whirl and twirl;

Eight that hurl and purl;

Four that flip-flap in a row;

Four that question where to go. (she disappears)

[9IMATS (is heard triumphantly outside)

Come, cosset, cosset, cosset; come, cosset, cosset!

(As Kersti hears him a happy look comes into her face,
and she seems to swell with pride and new courage. Mats

enters, with an armful of wood, looking joyful.)
KERSTI (going to meet him) Did you see anybody?

MATS I did!—Now for the wedding! (he dumps
the wood into the hut) Let the kettle boil over—I am
boiling, too.

KERSTI Was it your father?

MATS Father and Mother. And I get the mill!
KERSTI (showing her crown) Do you see what L...2
MATS Where did you get it?

KERSTI Mother brought it for me.

MATS Has she been here?

KERSTI Happy as anything!

MATS But the baby, the baby!

KERSTI Sit down, Mats! Sit down! You know I can
always find a way!

MATS (seating himself) But the baby!

KERSTI There now!- Listen! Now, when trouble is
on the wane and life is smiling, don’t you think a litcle
patience might carry us very far....

MATS If only the course be straight....
KERSTI Of course, straight and short.



MATS Vad vill du?
KERSTI Fér det stora skall nis, ma det lilla fors mas!

MATS Har du lire tala rent?
KERSTI Bida lite!

MATS Jag bidar!

KERSTI De gamla ha satt villkor!
MATS Jag kinner’t!

KERSTI En kronbrud kriver de! Vad ir en kronbrud?
Den som bir kronan!

MATS Med iran!

KERSTI Med eller utan! Det inte syns, det ingen vet,
det inte finns!

MATS Ma jag tinka! (Han tinker)
Javil! Men vidare!

KERSTI Det stora nas, om det lilla férsmas!

MATS Men inte d e n lille!

KERSTI Sviker du nu?

MATS Jag sviker inte! Inte dig, Kersti lilla!
KERSTI Vi siger nu: lysningen har skett, bréllopet
rustas, men den lille sover i skogen. Vem mjélkar kon.
Vem slar i skon och ger den lille dricka?

Vem, vem, vem?

MATS Du ma sporjat! (Tiinker)

Om man tordes... sa du nagot?

KERSTI Slitt intet.

MATS Det tycktes mig!... Om man tordes....
KERSTI Sig!

MATS Nj, sig sjilv!
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MATS What are you after?

KERSTI If the big fish is to be hooked, the small ones
must be overlooked.

MATS Can’t you talk plainly?

KERSTI Wait a little!

MATS I am waiting.

KERSTI The old folks make conditions.
MATS Yes, I know.

KERSTI They want a crown bride. What does that
mean if not a bride that wears a crown?

MATS And wears it with honour!

KERSTI With or without! What no one sees and no
one knows does not exist.

MATS Let me think. (be sits silent for a few moments)
All right! And furthermore?

KERSTI To hook what’s big, you must overlook what's
less.

MATS Which does not mean the little one!
KERSTI Do you mean to prove false?
MATS I don’t! Not to you, Kersti!

KERSTI Suppose now—the banns have been read, the
wedding is under way, but the little one sleeps in the
forest. Who will haste to the house, and milk the cows,
and sce that baby lacks nothing? Who, I ask?

MATS Well may you ask! (he broods a while)
If we only dared.... What was that you said?

KERSTI Not a word.

MATS It seems to me!... If we only dared....
KERSTI What? Say it!

MATS Say it yourself!

KERSTI Du skall!

MATS Nagon mé se till den lille!
KERSTI Vem?

MATS Det givs bara en.
KERSTI Da ir det snart gissat!
MATS Siig di!

KERSTI Du skall siga’t !

MATS Det givs bara en, utom vi, som vet om lillen!

KERSTI Vem?

MATS Nir du vet, varfor sager du inte?
KERSTI For att du skall siga’t !

MATS Det ir jordegumman! Sa du inte si!

10| KERSTI Jag sa intet;. men nu har du sagt! ... Och ja;
g g )ag
lyder dig, Mats, du vet det!

MATS Tror jag inte!
KERSTI Men jag har lytt dig! Lille far icke vara i

skogen, maste under tak, blir kalla nitter, och hinder.
nagot, sa kommer - linsman!

MATS Linsman! Ja, han kommer!

KERSTI (rusar upp) Kommer han?
MATS Om det hiinder nigot! ... Vilan var finns
jordegumman?

KERSTI Vill du kalla pd henne?
MATS Jag vannar hon vore hir!
KERSTI Vad ville du henne?

MATS Att hon férde lillen under tak!
KERSTI Vilkens?

MATS Hennas!

KERSTI No, it’s for you!

MATS Somebody must take care of the little one.
KERSTI Who?

MATS There is only one.

KERSTI Then it’s easy to guess who!

MATS Tell whom you mean.

KERSTI No, you must tell.

MATS Beside ourselves, there is only one who knows

about the baby.

KERSTI Who is that?

MATS If you know, why don’t you tell?
KERSTI Because I want you to tell.

MATS It’s the midwife, was that what you said?

KERSTI 1 said nothing, but you did—and, as you
know, I do what you say.

MATS I have my doubts.

KERSTI But what you said I have done already. The
baby Cﬁn,t Stﬂy in thc WOOdS. It must hﬂVC Shcltfr Whﬁn
the nights grow cold. And if anything should happen,
then comes—the Sheriff!

MATS The Sheriff, you say? Yes, so he does!

KERSTI (laping to lyerfﬂel) Is he coming, you say?
MATS Yes, if something should happen.... Well, where’s
the midwife to be found?

KERSTI Would you like to call her?
MATS [ wish she were here!

KERSTI And what do you want her to do?
MATS Give the baby a home.

KERSTI With whom?

MATS With herself.
21



KERSTI For huru linge?
MATS Tills allt &r ver med bréllopet!
KERSTI Men om lillen sjuknar hos henne?

MATS Si ir det bittre in om han fryser i skogen, fryser
ihjil i skogen. (lyssnar it vaggan) Tyst, jag hérde’n!

KERSTI Inte! Han sover ...
MATS Tyst, jag hérde'n!

KERSTI Inte hor du'n!

MATS (reser sig) Tyst, jag horde'n !

KERSTI (stiller sig framfor vaggan)
Vick inte p&'n ! Om han skriker, kan nin héra’.

MATS O! ... Tror du, att nin hért honom? Att mor
hért honom! ... Detta skulle vi aldrig ha gjort! Kersti
lilla!

KERSTI Ogjort vore bist!

MATS (svirmodig) Vi mé fora'n i nate till jordemodren!
Jag méste ner till byn!

KERSTI Jag ska fora’n !

MATS (nalkas till vaggan) Foren !

KERSTI Men vick'en inte!

MATS Jag md dock siga’n go natt!

KERSTI Ror inte!

MATS Tink, om jag aldri fick se’'n mer, den lille!
KERSTI S4 skedde dens vilje vi icke kan 4ndra!

MATS Ske_hans vilje!
KERSTI Du sade’t!
MATS Vad sade jag, som fornéjer dig sa?
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KERSTI For how long?
MATS Till the wedding is over.
KERSTI But if he were taken sick while with her?

MATS Better than have him freeze in the woods—
better than have him freeze to death! Take a look at the

cradle. I think I heard him!
KERSTI No, he’s aslecp....
MATS Hush—TI heard him.
KERSTI No, you didn’t!
MATS (be rises) Yes, I did.

KERSTI (placing herselfin front of the cradle)
Don’t you wake him! If he should cry, somebody might
hear.

MATS Oh.... Do you think any one has—that your
mother may have heard him? Oh, Kersti, we should
never have done what we have!

KERSTI Undone were better!

MATS (dejectedly) We must take him to the midwife
to-night. I must go to the village.

KERSTI I'll take him!

MATS (going to the cradle) Do!

KERSTI But don’t wake him!

MATS Can’t I bid him good night?
KERSTI Don’t touch him!

MATS Think if I should never see him again!

KERSTI Then it would be the will of Him whose will
we cannot change.

MATS His will be done!
KERSTI Now you have said it!
MATS What have I said that could please you like that?

KERSTI Att, att... du btjjer dig under Hans vilje utan
vilken intet sker!

MATS (enfaldigt)

Allt som sker ér ju hans vilje.
KERSTI Ju!
MATS Go natt da, Kersti lilla, och lille! (gd’r)

KERSTI Go natt, Mats!

(Kersti lossar den tomma vaggan och sinker den i
tidrnen. Det vita barnet stiger upp och hotar med fingret.
Kersti ryggar. Forskarlen visar sig dter, hotande, nu med

guldharpa och barbuvad)

FORSKARLEN
Skyarne lyktas, och vattnen sté still,
vattnen sta still;
solen jag sig, nir i tidernas virld salig jag gick;
solen ir slicke,
natten dr nar;
synden ir tung dlven ir djup
Kicke var det da!
Lete dr det nu!
Dvalhem och
Kvalhem sa heter mitt bo!
o!

(Kersti har under tiden tagit brudkronan och burit in

i boden; nir hon sedan slicker under grytan, stiger rik
ur skorstenen och pa denna synes fantastiskt formade
och brokigt firgade ormar, drakar, figlar etc. Nir hon
kommer ut ir hon klidd i kofta, har viska vid sidan och
lur i hand. Hon stinger dorren i ls och gdr, rak, med
stolta steg, nar Forskarlen sjunger sista .ftrofm. )

KERSTI That—that—you submit to the will of Him
that performeth all things.
MATS (simply)

Yes, whatever may happen is His will, of course.
KERSTI Of course!

MATS Good night, then, Kersti dear, and good night,
baby! (he goes out)

KERSTI Good night, Mats!

(Kersti loosens the empty cradle from its fastenings and
drops it into the tarn, from the waters of which the Child
in white rises to threaten her with raised forefinger. At the
sight of him Kersti shrinks back. The Neck appears in the
same spot as before, but now bareheaded and carrying a
golden harp, on which he accompanies himself; e has a
threatening look as he sings.)

[1I]NECK
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Stilled are the waters, dark grows the sky:
Dark grows the sky.

Once in the world of the ages I lived,
Blessed by the sun.

Gone is the light,

Congquered by night.

Deep is my sin,

Black as the tarn.

Joy there is none;

Plenty of woe.

Torture and Shame must I name my abode!
O!

(While the Neck is singing, Kersti hides the bridal
crown in the hid. Then she puts out the fire under the
pot. As she does so, the smoke pours in large quantities
from the chimney, forming a dark background against
which appear fantastically shaped and vividly coloured
snakes, dragons, birds, etc. When Kersti comes out of the
hut again, she has on a short Dalecarlian jacket and is



[12]AKT2

Familjeradet i kvarnkammaren

Kvarnkammaren. Allting ir vitt av mjoldamm. I
Jfonden till higer en stor ippen lucka, dir man ser en

carrying a bag and the alpenhorn. She locks the door of
the hut and walks across the stage with proud bearing and
Sfirm steps just as the Neck is singing the last line.)

[12]ACT 2

The family council in the mill

The living-room of the mill. Everything is covered by white
dust. In the background, on the right-hand side, is an open

del av vattenhjulet, nagot till higer my tr

trapdoor, sh part of the waterwheel. The end of the

som nedtill har en mjolsick vidfistad; déirbredvid
kvarnbommen; mitt i fonden stora portar, till vinster om
dessa stora luckor sisom pa en loge.

Till higer en stor Gppen spis med koleld och gryta. Till
vinster en sing och en vivstol, en bobin, en hirvel och en
spinnrock. Dérr till hioger.

meﬁr spisenien krets sitter Fmﬁzdem, Farmodern,
Mats mor och far, Brita (Mats syster, vuxen), Anna

(hans syster, halvvuxen), Lill-Karen (hans syster, barn),
Lill-Mats (hans bror, barn). Alla réker sma jiarnpipor och
ir mycket allvarliga. Brita sysselsatt med ett hirarbete.
Lill-Karen och Lill-Mats med var sin docka. Mats med
var sin docka.

BRITA (zill Lit-Karen) Var tog du dockan, sig?
LILL-KAREN Kersti gav!

BRITA (tar dockan ifrin henne) Bort me’na ! ...
(till Lill-Mats) Var tog du dockan?

LILL-MATS Kersti gav'na !
BRITA (tar dockan) Din me’na!
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pdoor,

Slour chute, with a bag attached to it, is protruding from
the right wall not far from the trapdoor. Near it appears a
lever used for starting and stopping the waterwheel.

Large gates occupy the centre of the real wall. Heavy
wooden shutters dose another opening farther to the left
and half-way from the floor.

In the foreground, at the right, is a huge open fireplace,

in which a coal-fire is burning. An iron pot is hanging
over the fire. On the lefi-hand side appear a bedstead, a
handloom, a bobbin, a red, and a spinning-wheel. There is
a door in the right wall.

The fa[lawing members yf the ﬁzmily are seated in a

circle in front of the fireplace: the Grandfather, the
Grandmother, the Father and Mother of Mats, bis sisters,
Brita, who is full-grown, Anna, who is half-grown, and
Lit-Karen, who is still a child; and his brother, Lit-Mats,
who is also a mere boy. All are smoking out of small pipes
with iron bowls and laa/eing very serious. Brita is p[aiting
a chain out of human hair. Lit-Karen and Lit-Mats are
playing with two dolls.

BRITA (t0 Lit-Karen) Where did you get the doll?
LIT-KAREN Kersti gave it to me.

BRITA (taking the doll from her) Away with it!
(to Lit-Mats) Where did you get your doll?

LIT-MATS Kersti gave it to me.
BRITA (taking the doll) Out with it!

FADERN Tyst! Tyst! Farfar grundar!
MATS MODER (%l Brita) Vad halls du me?
BRITA De i en klock-ked, men héret tryter.
MATS MODER Var ska du tat?

BRITA Nog fo.r jag vet, var de borde ryckas!
MATS MODER Kamparne rycker man!

BRITA Och héns plockas, sor ge borst, och mor
kammas! Kammbhar ir vil, men klipphér ir likast !

FADERN Tyst, tyst, farfar grundar!
ANNA (halvhigt till Brita) Va grunnar han pa?
BRITA Du far spérja’t ! Och vi fa njuta’t!
ANNA Ar det om Mats? (Brita tiger)
Och Kersti? Ska det sté brollop?
FADERN Tyst, tyst, farfar grundar!
ANNA (2l Brita) Du ska fa hir av mig!
BRITA Du har inte firgen!

ANNA Vem har firgen? (Brita tiger.)

Ar det Kersti?

BRITA Tyst med den!

FARMODERN (¢ill Farfadern)
Har du tinke?

FARFADERN (med bibel och psalmbok pi knina,
Jforsjunken i tankar, vaknar upp) Jag har tinke!
(slar upp psalmboken pa hifi; till de nirvarande)
De i 278 och vers 4, “Dod och fodsel”, vi tar den!

ALLA (pd en ging, som barnen i skolan)
“Déd och fodsel gor oss lika,

gack ock till de dédas ben,

sok dir ut de arm’ och rika,

en férndm och en gemen.
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FATHER Hush! Hush! Grandfather is thinking.
MOTHER OF MATS (z0 Brita) What are you doing?
BRITA A watch-chain, but there is hardly hair enough.
MOTHER OF MATS Where can you get any?
BRITA I know where it ought to be pulled.
MOTHER OF MATS Horses pull.

BRITA Hens are picked, pigs give bristles, and maidens
are combed. — Combed hair is good, but cut is better.
FATHER Hush, hush, grandfather is thinking.

ANNA (in a low voice to Brita) What is he thinking of ?
BRITA You'll hear by and by. And all will have to swallow.
ANNA s it about Mats? (Brita makes no answer)

And Kersti? Will there be a wedding?

FATHER Hush, hush, Grandfather is thinking.
ANNA (%0 Brita) ll give you some of my hair.

BRITA Not the right colour.

ANNA Who's got it? (Brita does not answer)

Is it Kersti you mean?

BRITA Don’t mention her.

GRANDMOTHER (t0 Grandfather)

Have you thought it out?

GRANDFATHER (who has been sitting with the Bible
and the hymn-book in his lap, lost in thought, wakes up) 1
have! (he opens the hymn-book at haphazard and says to
the others) It is No. 278, the fourth verse:

“All at birth and death.” Let us have it!

ALL (in unison like children at school)
“All at birth and death are equals,

As the graveyard bones proclaim,
Poor and rich and low and mighty

In the end appear the same.



Gack till vaggan, se och lir
om det barn, som ligger dir,
och sa stilla menlést sover,

med sig forer guld och havor!”

FARFADERN Det ér sagt! “Den éron haver att hére,
han hére”. - Ar det sage?

FARMODERN An icke.

FADERN Icke fyllest!

MATS MODER Herre, du ser det!

BRITA Vad siger skriften?

ANNA “Menar du att Gud démer oritt eller den

Allsmikrige skall vrida ritten?”
LILL-KAREN Vad skall jag siga?
FARFADERN Jo, mitt barn, rida ma du, dnsként vi

icke lyda; sanningen kan héras frin spenabarns mun...
Skall Kersti ha Mats?

LILL-KAREN Om de vill ha varann!

FARFADERN Vil talat! (4 Lill-Mats)
Lill-Mats!

LILL-MATS Jag vill ha min docka!
FARFADERN Och Mats vill ha sin! M4 han?

LILL-MATS A de Kersti, s3 ma han, for hon har gett
mig min docka.

BRITA Hor pit!

FARFADERN Litom oss rannsaka skriften! (s/dr i
Bibeln, och liser) Det ir forsta Mose trettifjirde kapitlet,
tronde versen “Di talade Hemor med dem och sade:
Min son Sichems hjirta tringtar efter eder dotter; kire,
giver honom henne till hustru.” Ar det nog?

FARMODERN Gudi nog!

And the naked new-born baby
Brings no evidence to prove
Whether poverty or fortune
Will attend its fated groove.”

GRANDFATHER It is settled! “He that hath an ear,
let him hear” - Is it settled?

GRANDMOTHER Not yet.

FATHER Not quite.

MOTHER OF MATS The Lord beholdeth!
BRITA What does the Scripture, say?

ANNA “Doth God pervert judgment, or doth the
Almighty pervert justice?”

LIT-KAREN What do you want me to say?

GRANDFATHER You must give us your advice, child,
although we may not take it. Out of the mouth of babes
may come the truth.... Shall Kersti have Mats?
LIT-KAREN If they want each other.
GRANDFATHER Well spoken! (z0 Lit-Mats)

And you, Lit-Mats?

LIT-MATS I want my doll!

GRANDFATHER And Mats wants his. Shall he have
her?

LIT-MATS If it is Kersti, he may, for she gave me the
doll.

BRITA Listen to him!

GRANDFATHER Let us scarch the Scripture. (he
opens the Bible and reads) Genesis, thirty-fourth chapter
and cighth verse. “And Hamor communed with them,
saying, The soul of my son Shechem longeth for your

daughter: I pray you give her him to wife.” Is that
enough?

GRANDMOTHER Enough and to spare!

FADERN Stod det om kvarnen ock?

MODERN Ske hans vilje!

BRITA (kort) Amen.

ANNA Ja, ja, det skall sa ske!

LILL-KAREN Jag tycker om Kersti for hon ir snall.
LILL-MATS Och ja me!

FADERN Tyst, tyst, farfar tinker!

FARFADERN (%ill Fadern) Kalla svager in!

(Fadern reser sig och gir till fonddirren, dir han stannar.
Farfadern gir till singen, drar ut en draglida under
densamma och tar fram en packe handlingar. Vinder sig
till Fadern.)

M4 han komma!

FADERN (dppnar dérren)
Hirin, Stig matsson, min svager!

LANSMAN (in i uniform)

Guds fred i stugan!
ALLA (reser sig) Gud signe!

FARFADERN Stig Matsson! Jag har kallat pé dig,
skilet vet du! Kersti Margreta Hansdotter - (suckar)

- skall dktas av Mats Anders Larsson, min sonson!
Slikterna ha fejdat och fritit lﬁnge, allefor lﬁnge; jag
har sent omsider fatt for mig att, innan jag ligger igen
Sgonen och gir till sista vilan, ett slut maste bliva pa nit

och kiv! Kast en blick p& dessa papper.
(Lénsman mottager bunten och Ggnar i den.)
Det ir tingshandlingar, skiften, yttersta viljor, kvittenser,

fullmakter, rorande dels avgjorda mal, dels innu
oavgjorda. Har du sett?

FATHER There wasn’t anything about the mill.
MOTHER Let His will be done!

BRITA (abruptly) Amen.

ANNA Verily, it shall be done!

LIT-KAREN I like Kersti because she’s nice.
LIT-MATS Me, too!

FATHER Hush, hush, grandfather is thinking.

GRANDFATHER (o Father) Ask your brother-in-law
to come in.

(The father goes to the door in the background, where he

stops. Grandfather goes to the bed, pulls a box from under
it, takes a bundle of papers from the box, and turns to the
FEather again.)

Let him come!

FATHER (¢ opening the door in the background, /)
Come in, Stig Matsson.

(13| SHERIFF (enters, dressed in uniform)
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The peace of God be with you!
ALL (rising) And his blessing on you!

GRANDFATHER It is I who have called you, Stig
Matsson, and you know the reason. Kersti Margaret
Hansdaughter—/He sighs]—is to become the wife of
Mats Anders Larsson, my grandson. The two families
have fought and fumed at each other for a long time—
all too long! At this late hour I have come to feel that an
end should be put to all strife and ill will before my eyes
are closed and I am carried to my last rest. Take a look
at these papers.

(he hands the bundle to the Sheriff, who opens it and
glances at some of the papers)

They are legal documents, deeds, wills, receipts,
authorisations—belonging to suits that have been
settled or are still unsettled. Have you looked them over?



LANSMAN Jag har sett!

FARFADERN (tar bunten tillbaka) Vil

Dé ligger jag dem pa elden! - Hata har sin tid, dlska har
sin tid! Hatets tid méste vara ute ... jag lingtar till ro! -
dirfor ber jag mina nirmaste och anférvanter betrakta
allt som forevarit sasom icke havande dgt rum - och

jag fragar er, viljen I glomma allt, och utan agg eller
baktanke mota era nya anférvanter och hilsa dem som
vinner? Svaren!

ALLA Ja!
FARFADERN D3 limnar jag it elden det onda
framfarna! (kastar bunten i elden och drar ner spisluckan
samt Gppnar smaluckorna.) Sittom !

(Alla séitter sig kring spisen och tittar pa det rida skenet
som tringer ut genom smaluckorna.)

ANNA (4l Brita, halvhigt) Hor si det sjunger.
BRITA Det kvider! — Det svider i mig!
(1 Fa;ﬁzdem reser sig. Alla reser sig. )

FARFADERN (%ill Fadern) For in!

Eadern gir till higer dorr och for in Mats. Mats moder
gar till fonddirren och slipper in Kersti, dennas
moder, hennes fader, soldaten i indelta armens ildre
paraduniform, Kerstis farfar, kyrkvaktaren.)

FARFADERN (utan nigra gester)

Gud vilsigne er! - Och sitten !

(Alla sitter sig utom Mats, Kersti och Linsman.
Mats har fattat Kersti hinder.)

FARFADERN Niir vill I ha bréllop?
MATS Om tvé veckor pa tredje lysningsdan!

SHERIFF [ have.

GRANDFATHER (takes back the bundle) All right!
Then I shall throw them into the fire. There is a time to
hate and a time to love. The time of hatred must come
to an end I am longing for peace. Therefore, I beg you,
my next of kin, to regard all that has happened in the
past as if it had not happened at all - and T ask you:
Will you forget everything, and will you meet your new
relatives without grudge or guile, and greet them as
friends? Answer me!

ALL We will!

GRANDFATHER Then I shall let the fire consume
what is left of past evils. (be throws the bundle of papers
into the fire, pulls the iron lid in front of the grate, and
opens three small ventilators in the lid) Let us be scated!

(All seat themselves in front of the fireplace, staring at the
red glare from the three ventilators.)

ANNA (%o Brita, in a low voice) Do you hear it sing?
BRITA No, it moans. And within me it’s aching!

(The Gmndﬁzther rises. Then all the rest, ﬁzl[/]w bhis zxamplz)
GRANDFATHER (%0 the Father) Bring them in!

(The Father goes to the door at the right and brings in
Mats. The Mother goes to the door in the rear and opens

it. Kersti enters, accompanied by her Mother, her Father,
the Soldier, who is wearing the old full-dress uniform of
the Swedish infantry of the line, and her Grandfather,

the Verger.)

GRANDFATHER (without any gestures)
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May God bless you! And be scated, please!

(All seat themselves except Mats, Kersti and the Sheriff:
Mats has taken hold of Kersti by both hands.)

GRANDFATHER When is the wedding to be?

MATS In afortnight, as soon as the banns have been
read the third time.

FARFADERN Hastar det?
(Rérelse frin Kersti)

MATS Ha vi vintat linge nog?
FARFADERN Kanske det!

MATS (till de néirvarande sliktingarna) Siger ingen ett
ord till Kersti? (tystnad) Ingen?

LANSMAN (fram till Kersti och tar hennes bida
hinder vinligt) Hir ir barnet, allesa!

(Kersti fasar och vill gira sig lis)

LANSMAN Ridd for mig? - Inte! - Se mig i ansikeet,
Kersti ! Jag har lekt med dig pa mina knin, da du var ett
barn, och jag har haft ditt vackra huvud i mina héinder...
Du har ett sd vackert huvud med en liten tjurpanna;

dirfor har du fact din vilja fram!... (.f[dpper henne)

FARFADERN Gin, och limnom de unga!

(Alla reser sig och g forbi Mats och Kersti genom
fonddsrren.

BRITA (som gir sist spottar framfor sig, nir hon passerar
Kersti) Tvi vale!

MATS (spottar igen) Tvi!

(Kersti och Mats ensamma)

[15]MATS Var vilkommen hos mig! Kersti !

KERSTI Hos dig? Ja!

MATS Vad har du med de andra?
KERSTI Sig det!

MATS Ar det slikten, du drnar dkea?
KERSTI I slikeen!

MATS Vira folk ir inte bland de blﬁdiga, vet du! och
inte smeksamma heller!

GRANDFATHER What is the hurry?

(Kersti shows evidence of being offended)

MATS Haven'’t we waited long enough?
GRANDFATHER Maybe you have!

MATS (20 his relatives) Have you no word to say to
Kersti? (pause) Not one of you?

SHERIFF (goes to Kersti and takes her by the hands with
evident friendliness) Let us welcome the new child!

(Panic-stricken, Kersti tries to tear herself loose)

SHERIFF You are not afraid of me, are you? — Oh, no!
— Look me in the face, Kersti! I have dandled you on my
knees when you were a little child, and T have held your
pretty head in my hands.... Yes, you have a very pretty
head, and a forehead that makﬁs me thlnk Ofﬂ bull
That’s why you are having your own way now, I suppose.
(he lets go of her)

GRANDFATHER Let us leave the young ones alone!

(All rise, walk past Mats and Kersti, and dimppmr
through the door in the rear)

BRITA (who is the last to leave, spits scornfully as she
passes Kersti) Fie!

MATS (spitting in the same way) Fie yourself!
(Kersti and Mats are left alone.)

MATS I hope you will feel at home with me, Kersti!

KERSTI With you, yes!

MATS What have you to do with the others?
KERSTI That’s the question.

MATS You are not marrying the family.
KERSTI But into it.

MATS Of course, we are not very soft or cuddlesome.



KERSTI Kan vil se’t.... A de hir, vi ska bo?

MATS Ja, vad syns?

KERSTI Vitt ir allt....

MATS De i milden, si! Passar det inte?
KERSTI Och vitt ..

MATS De i forsvattnet ...

KERSTI Kallt me!

MATS De i sjébotten!

KERSTI Blir de nyare mébler?

MATS Neche! Hir gors inge nytt! Allt drvs nedat!

KERSTI Far man sopa det vita da?

MATS Nehe! De ska vara i en kvarn som skovan i
pipnubben ! Ma inte roras!

KERSTI A de hjulet dir?
MATS De 4 hjulet!

(gdr och drar pd bommen; vattnet brusar, hjulet gir)

KERSTI Uh nej! Kan man hora de?

MATS De 4 vart! Och man tackar si linge man hor’t,
for da har man mild!

KERSTTI Aldri kommer solen hit!
MATS Aldri ! Hur kunde den?
KERSTI Och inge vixer; bara gront slem pa hjulet!

MATS Vi tar alar dir! och nion-6gon!

KERSTI Uh, nej! Da 4 likare pa vallen dir vinden
blaser ..

MATS Och bjérka gir!
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KERSTI That's plain.... Is this the place where we are
to live?

MATS Yes, what do you think of it?

KERSTI Everything is white....

MATS It’s the flour, you see. Do you object?

KERSTI And damp....

MATS It’s the mill-race....

KERSTI And cold, too....

MATS It’s the water....

KERSTI Shall we have new furniture?

MATS There will be nothing new. Everything is handed

down from one generation to another.
KERSTI But we can sweep, can’t we?

MATS No, we can’t! The dust in a mill is like the
coating in a pipe. Mustn’t be touched!

KERSTI Is that the wheel?
MATS That’s the wheel.

( ‘He ]mlls the lever, when‘upan the ms/:ving af the water
through the race is heard, and the wheel begins to turn.)

KERSTI Ugh! Have we to listen to that noise?
MATS It’s ours! And we should be thankful as long as

we hear it, because that means we have grist for the mill.
KERSTI And the sun never gets here?
MATS Never! How could it?

KERSTI And nothing grows here—except that green
stuff on the wheel.

MATS But we catch eels here and lampreys.

KERSTI Ugh! 1 like it better in the pasture, where the
wind is blowing....

MATS And the birches rock....

KERSTI (gm"ter iﬁr/ddt) Ska jag bo hir, under vattnet,
pé sjobotten!

MATS Jag ir f6dd hir!

KERSTI Och vi ska dé hir! O!
MATS O?

KERSTI Sting hjulet, da!

MATS Trivs du inte me hjulet ... jada ..

KERSTI (lyfier en lucka pd golvet) Va-i hir?

MATS Det ir ilven!
KERSTI Sting hjulet!

MATS (drar i bommen, men hjulet stannar ¢j)
Hor nu! A de otyg ute!... Det stannar inte!

KERSTI Jag kommer att d6 hir!
MATS Lit mig gi pa spangen och stinga! Har ar otyg

ute!

KERSTI Och hirinne!

MATS Kersti lilla

KERSTI Jam, jam, sade katten!

MATS Vad har du?

KERSTI Jag har’t som jag velat!

MATS Och nir man face det, 4r det intet!

(Det dinar i hjulet, som nu bérjar gi baklinges.)
Hijalp, Jesus Krist, hjulet gir bak! (uz genom fonden)
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KERSTI (¢ covering her face with the apron and weeping)
Must I live in a place like this, beneath the water, at the
bottom of the sea?

MATS [ was born here.

KERSTI And here we are to die — O!
MATS Why “0”2

KERSTI Stop the wheel at least.

MATS Well, if you can’t get along with the wheel,
then....

KERSTI (opening a trap-door in the floor) What's down
here?

MATS The river.
KERSTI Please stop that wheel!

MATS (labours with the lever, but is unable to stop the
wheel) Well! There must be mischief abroad!... It won’t
stop!

KERSTI I shall die here!

MATS I must go outside to stop it! There is mischief
abroad, I tell you!

KERSTI And at home?

MATS Oh, dear!

KERSTI “Meow, said the cat”

MATS What is the matter?

KERSTI Merely that I have got what I wanted.
MATS And it was not worth having?

(The noise made by the wheel has become, deafening, and
the wheel itself has begun to turn in the opposite direction)
Christ Jesus, help! The wheel is turning backward! (he

runs out through the rear door)



bobi

(Kersti ensam. Nu bérjar vivstolen gd, hirveln,
och Kersti snurrar; scenen upplyses som av klart solsken;

dirpd mirknar det, och spisen gor en sving utdt scenen, si

att det rida skenet ur de tre sméluckorna liksom stirra pi

Kersti, under det att spisen forfoljer henne. Spisen dtertar
sin plats; kvarnhjulet brakar och Forskarlen synes i hjulet,

med guldﬁolm och rida méssan. Han sjunger och spelar
som forut.)

FORSKARLEN ”Jag forhoppas, jag forhoppas, att min

forlossare lever.”
KERSTI (ut genom fonden) Mats, Mats!

(Forskarlen forsvinner och singen hores di bort)

JORDEGUMMAN (in; gir fram och ippnar en lucka
pd golvet dir hon ligger ner sin skinnpdse)

Gar du igen, sa gar det inte! Gir du inte igen, sa gar det!

Si sa dir ja! Nu far jag dansa pa brollop!

(Hon dansar, dock utan att vinda ryggen till. Viivstolen
sldr i tre flirndelstak, bobinen, hirveln och spinnrocken
snurrar. Dérpa forsvinner hon ut genom fonddirren och
nér hon vinder ryggen till syns rivsvansen. Vivstolen
Jortfar att viva, hirveln, bobinen och spinnrocken att
snurra. Kersti in; allt blir still. Kyrkvaktaren in.)

KERSTI Det ir du, farfar?
KYRKVAKTAREN Ja, barn, jag glomde nagot?

(tar sin stora skinnviska frin singen)

KERSTI Vad har du dir?

(Kersti remains alone. The handloom starts. The bobbin,

the reel, and the spinning-wheel begin to turn, each one
in its own manner. The stage becomes brightly illumined
as if with sunlight. Then the room turns very dark.

The fireplace swings around so that the glare from the
ventilators confronts Kersti like three burning eyes. It looks
as if the fireplace were chasing her. Then it drops back into
its accustomed place. The roar of the waterwheel increases
again. The Neck appears in the wheel with the red cap on
his head, and the golden fiddle in his hand. Be sings and
plays as before.)

NECK “I am hoping, I am hoping, that my Redeemer
still liveth!”

KERSTI (running out through the rear door) Mats, Mats!

(The Neck disappears, but his song is still heard for a
while, as it gradually dies away in the distance)

MIDWIFE (enters, opens the small trap-door in the floor,
and drops her leather bag through it)

If you come back, it’s all off, and if you don’t, it’s all on!
Now that’s done! And I shall dance at the wedding!

(She takes some dance steps, but without letting her

back be seen. The handloom begins to rap in waltz time,
accompanied by the bobbin, the reel, and the spinning-
wheel. Then the Midwife disappears through the rear door,
showing her back with the fox tail for a brief moment.

The handloom, the bobbin, the reel, and the spinning-
wheel keep right on as before. Kersti enters, and at once
everything stops. A moment later the Verger enters.)

KERSTI Is that you, grandfather?
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VERGER Yes, girl, I forgot something.

(He picks up a large leather bag which be dropped on the
bed at his first entrance.)

KERSTI What have you there?

KYRKVAKTAREN Jo, jag kom fran sakristian ... och
skulle ta hem och skura numrorna ...

KERSTI Va fér numror?

KYRKVAKTAREN Jo, numrorna, som man sitter upp
psalmerna me, pé tavlan ..

KERSTI Ma jag se!

KYRKVAKTAREN (zar upp tavian med
massingnummer) Se da, barn!... Va i de med dig pulla?

KERSTI Jagvetinte, farfar!... Men, jag tror jag aldrig
skulle soke hit!

KYRKVAKTAREN Barn lilla, si du siger!
KERSTI Det ir ont hir i huset ..
KYRKVAKTAREN A, nej, bevare ... kiraste ..

KERSTI O! O! O! Det har kommit nagot frimmande
sedan nyss....

KYRKVAKTAREN Lilla Kersti, vad skall detta bli «ill?
KERSTI Ja, sig det, sig det!

KYRKVAKTAREN Nu miste jag gd, mitt barn; jag
maste ga i koérkan och himta brudkronan, fér hon ska
till gull smen och putsas med vinkalk ..

KERSTI Gi d, farfar ..

KYRKVAKTAREN Det ir for din skull, ser du, som
kronan skall putsas.... din skull?... (gdr ut i fonden)

(Soldaten in)
KERSTI Ar det far?

SOLDATEN Det ir bara jag, som skulle himta min
huvudbonad, jag glémde i jans! (tar ner kasken)

KERSTI Far, far lilla, jag ir s olycklig....
SOLDATEN (tor7t) Vad har hint?
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VERGER I come from the sacristy, and I am taking
home the numbers to be polished.

KERSTI What numbers?

VERGER Those that show the hymns you are to sing,
don’t you know?

KERSTI Let me see!

VERGER (takes out of his bag a small black board, on
which are hung numbers made of brass) Here you can
see.... What’s the matter, sweetheart?

KERSTI I don’t know, grandfather, but I think I
should never have come here....

VERGER What talk is that, child?
KERSTI There is mischief astir in this house....
VERGER Oh, mercy, no...; No, my dear....

KERSTI Oh, oh, oh! Everything has grown so strange
all of a sudden....

VERGER But how is this going to end, Kersti?
KERSTI Yes, tell me, tell me!

VERGER I must go now, child. I must go back to
the Church and get [he crown so [ can Send ittoa
goldsmith. It has to be cleaned with cream of tartar....

KERSTI All right, grandfather...

VERGER It is for your sake the crown is to be cleaned
- for your own Sake, don’[ you knOW 2. (ht’gﬂfS out bj/
the rear door)

(The Soldier enters immediately afterward)
KERSTI Is that you, Father?

SOLDIER Yes, it’s only me. I want my chaco, which I
left in here. (he picks up the chaco)

KERSTI Oh, Father, Father, I am so unhappy....
SOLDIER (drily) What has happened?



KERSTI Intet har hint!
SOLDATEN Hur kan du da vara olycklig?
KERSTI Han forstir mig inte!

SOLDATEN (kort, i det han knipper kaskremmen)
Sansa dig, barn!

KERSTI G4 inte far!

SOLDATEN Kirlighets sorg gir snart 6ver...
Sansa dig, det- dr mitt rid! Sansa dig! (gir)

(Brita in)

KERSTI Vad har du gléme da?

BRITA Jag glémmer inte, du!
KERSTI Va séker du?
BRITA Dej!

KERSTI Sa kirligt!

BRITA Tro det!

KERSTI Haterska !

BRITA Loperska!

KERSTI Sviigerska!

BRITA Vad siigs!

KERSTI Spér du mig, l6fjerska?
BRITA Rep!

KERSTI I hingd mans hus!

BRITA (gir till siicken, som hinger vid kvarntrumman)
Se, jag spar dig! ... Kvarnen ir din, milden den direfter.

(Hon tar upp en hand full svart jord ur sicken och bildar
dirmed en liten gravhig pa golvet)

KERSTI Nothing!

SOLDIER Why should you be unhappy, then?
KERSTI You don’t understand!

SOLDIER (brusquely, as he adjusts the chin-strap of the

chaco) Come to your senses, child!
KERSTI Don’t go, Father!
SOLDIER The sorrows of love pass quickly - Come

to your senses is my advice. Do come to your senses!

(he goes out)

(Brita enters)

KERSTI And what have you forgotten?
y 8

BRITA I never forget anything.
KERSTI What are you looking for?
BRITA You!

KERSTI How kindly!

BRITA Yes, is it not?

KERSTI You hateful thing!
BRITA You hussy!

KERSTI You—sister-in-law!
BRITA Who knows?

KERSTI Are you telling my fortune, you witch?
BRITA Yes—a rope!

KERSTI Should not be mentioned in the house of a
hanged man!

BRITA (goes to the bag attached to the end of the flour
chute) Now I shall tell your fortune! You get the mill,
and the grist will be accordingly.

(She takes from the bag a handful of black mould out of
which she forms a small mound on the floor)

“At sina manner
flyktiga kvinnor
molo mull

till foda.”
KERSTI Lofjerska ir du!

BRITA Jo! Och skatter kan jag leta!... Lat mig leta en
liten skatt at dig!

KERSTI Lofjerska, fy, tag dig till vara; dédssynd 6var
du! I eld skulle du brinna, pé vattnet fléte du!

BRITA (tar en nypa jord ur sicken och strir pa Kerstis
huvud) Jag viger dig vid jorden, jag kroner dig med
jordkronan, skam fi dig!

KERSTI Ah! skim dig, skim dig!

EN BARNROST (upprepar) Skim dig!

KERSTI Vem var det?

BARNROSTEN Vem var det?

BRITA Gissa!... Det var Skratten!

KERSTI Vem ir Skratten?

BARNROSTEN Skratten!

BRITA Skatten ar Skratten! Kinner du Mylingen!

KERSTI Mylingen? Vad har jag med den?

BARNROSTEN Jag med den!
BRITA Syndens [6n ir doden!
KERSTI (ropar utit) Mats!
BARNROSTEN Mats!
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“Vagrant women
Grind for their men
Meal out of mould
As only food”

KERSTI A witch you are, indeed!

BRITA Yes, and one who can find buried treasures!
Perhaps you will let me find a little treasure for you?

KERSTI Take care, you witch! Have you no shame?
It’s mortal sin you are practising now! You should be
burned by fire, for I am sure you would float if thrown
in the water!

BRITA (taking a pinch of mould from the bag and
pouring it on Kersti’s head) To the dust I wed you, and
a crown of dirt shall you wear, so that your shame may
find you out!

KERSTI Fie on you! Fie!

A CHILDREN’S VOICE (repears after her) Fie!
KERSTI Who was that?

VOICE Who was that?

BRITA Guess! — That was the Mocker!
KERSTI Who is the Mocker?

VOICE The Mocker!

BRITA The Mocker is the Mocker. Don’t you know
the Mewler?

KERSTI The Mewler, you say? What have I got to do
with that one?

VOICE With that one!

BRITA The wages of sin is death!
KERSTI (calling through the door) Mats!
VOICE Mats!



KERSTI (fortviviad) OV O (liser av sitt rida
strumpeband och knyter om sin hals)

Jagvill d6, jag vill d6!

BRITA Du far, du far!

KERSTI Hing upp migi ett tri!
BARNROSTEN I ett tri!

BRITA Inte jag!

MATS (utanfor) Kersti lilla, sover han dn?”

BRITA Langt bort i skogen!... Tvi for dig! (gdr ut)

MATS (in, glad) Langt, lingt bort i skogen!
(bakom ryggen pd Kersti, hiller hinderna for hennes
dgon) Vem ir det?

KERSTI A, du gor migont!

MATS (tar i bandet, som Kersti har kvar om halsen )
Sikke’t halsband.
KERSTI Slipp!

MATS (drar i bandet pi lek) Nu leder jag dej, nu dr du
min finge, min duva, min get, som jag ska leda i bet
(leder henne i bandet) Min vita killing, min lisseko!
Kom snilla, snilla, snilla! Kom snilla, snilla!

KERSTI Du ar glad, Mats!

MATS Si glad! Gissa !

KERSTI Kan inte mer!

MATS Mbtte jordemor ! ... Hilsa fran lillen!

KERSTI Nej?

MATS Jo! ... Han sover, sa hon, s& snillt, sa snillt!

KERSTI O!

KERSTI (in despair) Oh! Oh! (she unfastens one of her
red garters and ties it about her own neck) Let me die!
Let me die!

BRITA You shall have your wish!
KERSTI Hang me to a tree!
VOICE To a tree!

BRITA Not I!

MATS (is heard singing outside) “Kersti dear, is baby
asleep?”

BRITA “ar in the forest! Fie on you! (she goes out)

MATS (enters, lyo/cing very happy) “Far, far, in the
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forest!” (he comes up behind Kersti and puts his hands
over her eyes) Guess who it is!

KERSTI Oh, you hurt me!

MATS (i ‘taking hold of the garter which is still about the
neck of Kersti) What kind of necklace is this?
KERSTI Let go!

MATS (pulling playfully at the garter) Now I have you!

Now you are my prisoner, my dove, my goat that I
bought for a groat! (he leads her about by the garter) My
little white kid! My little pet cow! Come, cosset, cosset,
cosset! Come, cosset, cosset!

KERSTI Yes, you can be happy, Mats!

MATS I am, and guess why?

KERSTI Can’t any longer!

MATS Because I met the midwife, and she brought
word of the little one.

KERSTI Did she?

MATS She did! He’s sleeping, she said, so quietly, so
quietly.

KERSTI Oh!

MATS Lingt bort i skogen! ... Vad har du i haret?
KERSTI Mull!

MATS Du ir jordad!

KERSTI Redan jordad!

MATS (putsar hennes hir) Uj! Vem ir det?

KERSTI Sig!

MATS Brita! med onda 6gat!
KERSTI Kan du blinda’ !

MATS Icke jag! Ensam Jesus Kristus!
(Aftonklockan hirs klimta)
KERSTI Bed for mig!

MATS De ska en sjilv!

KERSTI Om en kan!

MATS En kan, nir samvetet ir rent!
KERSTI Niride?

MATS Hér du aftonklockan?
KERSTI Nej!

MATS Jag hor'na ! D4 hor du'na !
KERSTI O! Jag hér'na icke! Ve! ve!
MATS Det ir ont!... Hor du forsen?

KERSTI Forsen i skogen, slagan p logen, pinglan pa
16ten; men klockan icke!

MATS De i ont! Jag hugsar ... pa forra linsmans
begravning ringdes i alla klockorna, vi sag dom réra sig,
men ingen hérde! Det ér ont!

KERSTI Brita har hixat mig!
MATS D4 far hon ont!
KERSTI Gé me pé bovallen! Jag méste se solen!

MATS Far in the forest! — What's that in your hair?
KERSTI Mould.

MATS Have you been buried?

KERSTI Yes, already!

MATS (brushing the mould out of her hair) Ugh! Who
did that?

KERSTI Can’t you tell?

MATS Brita! with the evil eye?

KERSTI Can’t you blind it?

MATS Not I! The only one who can is Jesus Christ!
(A church-bell sounds the call to even-song)
KERSTI Pray for me!

MATS One must do that for oneself.
KERSTI But suppose you can’t?

MATS You can if your conscience is clear.
KERSTI But when is it?

MATS Do you hear the even-song bell?
KERSTI No!

MATS But I do; so you must hear it, too.
KERSTI I don’t, I don’t! Alas the day!
MATS Can you hear the rapids?

KERSTI The roar of the rapids, the beat of the flail, the
tinkle of cowbells—but of holy bells not a sound!

MATS That’s a bad sign! I remember when the bells
were rung at the burial of our former Sheriff — we could
see them move, but not a sound was heard. A bad sign!

KERSTI Brita put a spell on me!
MATS It will be worst for herself.

KERSTI Come to the pasture! I must see the sun!



MATS Jag gir me! ... Kersti lilla!

KERSTI O!

MATS (omfamnar hennes huvud och trycker mot sitt
brast) O!

AKT 3
Mékvillen hos Kersti

Mokviillen hos Kerstis forildrar. Soldatens stuga: jver
Jfonddsrren hans skylt med vapen och nummer; till vinster
och higer om fonddérren fonster med blommor, golvet av

tiljor med kvistar och spikhuven, nyskurat.

Till vénster en stor oppen spis med /m]?]m. Framom
denna en bink med bonader. Till hoger under fonstret

en byrd med staende spegel under en vit slija, ljusstakar,
gipsfigurer och andra smisaker. Till higer i forgrunden
bord med biink. Pi viggen ovanfor hinger geviiret,
gammalt med gulbetsad bjorkstock, rid rem och
knallbatrslis; jimte patronviska, vitt bandoliir med
bajonett och pickelbuvan. Dirunder en litografi av Carl
XV'i uniform. Genom den ippna fonddirren och fonstren
synes ett augmtilandskap med sdde_vskylan

Vid riddns uppging stir en piga vid spisen och skurar koppar,
kastruller, grytor och kaffepannor. Vid bordet till hager

sitter Kyr/evakmn'n och skurar numren tz// [

MATS [ will - Kersti dear!
KERSTI Oh!

MATS (putting his arms about her and pressing her head
to his breast) Oh!

ACT 3
The eve of the wedding

The eve of the wedding. The house of Kerstis parents. Above
the door in the rear hangs a smalt tin plate on which are
painted the Soldier’s regimental number and the coat-of-
arms of Dalecarlia. There is a window on either side of
the door, both filled with potted plants. The floor is of pine
boards, full of knot-holes and nail-heads, but scrubbed

immaculately dean.

Halfway down the left wall is an open fireplace with a
hood. On the same side, nearer the footlights, stands a
wooden seat covered with brightly coloured home-made
draperies.

Against the opposite wall stands a chest of drawers
surmounted by a mirror, over which a white veil has

been draped. A pair of candlesticks and a few simple
ornaments are arranged in front of the mirror. A table
and a wooden seat are placed between the chest and the
Jfootlights. On the wall above this seat hangs the Soldier’s
old-fashioned musket, with stock of birch wood, stained
yellow, red leather sling, and percussion-lock. His chaco,
cartridge-case, and white bandoleer with bayonet are
grouped around the musket. Below appears a portrait of
King Charles XV of Sweden in full uniform. A landscape
with stacks of sheaves in the fields can be seen through the
windows and the open door in the rear.

When the curtain rises, a maid servant is at work by the
Sfireplace scouring and polishing copper pans, iron pots, and
coffee-kettles. The Verger is seated at the table on the right-

vilken ligger bredvid; pd bordet ligger kollckthiven av rid

sammet med silverbroderier och en liten pingla.
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hand side d in polishing the brass numbers of the
hymn-board, which is lying on the table beside him.

Soldaten i slipuniform med missan pa huvudet sitter
vid samma bord och gir igenom papper samt antecknar
med en blyertspenna, den han di och da sticker i mun.
Vid bordet med huvena pa skivan st Lill-Karen och
Lill-Mats och betrakta med spind uppmdirksambet, stora
Ggon och fingrarna i munnen vad Kyrkvaktaren har for
sig. Denne ler di och dd emot dem och stryker dem dver
hdret. Modern stir vid spisen och hiller tvd handdukar
framfor elden att torka.

[ 2| Nir ridin gar upp hres sing av flickor utanfor. Men i
stugan réder en dov stimning; och var och en sysslar med
sitt utan att ligga miirke till de andra.

FLICKOR (utanfor)

“Nir jag var liten piga, gick jag vall med fi.

Da tappa jag bort Skill-ko och Havs-stjarna me.
D4 gick jag pé ett litet berg och locka och grit.
Sa fick jag hora var Havs-stjirna rét.

Langt, langt bort i andromen [6t.

" Tyst”, sa grina,

du far vil igenna;

Talla bad mig inte falla,

Vidja bad mig inte skria

Bjorka lova mig disk-om-dask till kvilla!”
SOLDATEN (ser upp; sivligt till Modern)

Hor du, mor!
MODERN Ja-men.
SOLDATEN Va de sex tunnor vi fick p4 lyckan i fjor?

MODERN Jo, de va sex!
SOLDATEN (skriver) Val!

There lies also the calle[tion-[mg 0f red velvet with
embroideries in silver and a small bell attached to the

bottom of it for the rousing of sleeping worshippers.

The Soldier, in undress umﬁrm and fbmge-rzzp, is seated
at the same table, looking over some papers on which he
is making notes with a pencil, the point of which he wets
[from time to time.

Lit-Karen and Lit-Mats stand beside the table, with their
chins resting on the edge of it, watching the Verger. Their
eyes are agog, and their fingers in their mouths. The Verger
smiles at them and strokes their hair from time to time.
The Mother is standing by the fireplace drying a couple

of towels.

A: the curtain rises, the merry singing of girls is heard
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Jfrom the outside, but the atmosphere in the room is
oppressive, and everybody is trying to lose himself in what
he has at hand, forgetful of the rest.

GIRLS (outside)

“When I was a little lassie, herding on the hill,

One day I lost the bell-cow and Gossamer, too.

I stood upon a rock and called and cried with a will,
Till T heard Gossamer begin to moo

In a pasture far, far away.

‘Hush)’, said Pine-tree,

‘She will surely find thee,

Hemlock told me not to stumble;

Willow asked me not to grumble;

Birch-tree said I could not hope to miss a spanking.”

SOLDIER (looks up from his work and remarks
phlegmatically to the Mother) Say, Mother!

MOTHER We-ell?

SOLDIER Was it three quarters we got off the place
last year?

MOTHER Yes, that’s right.
SOLDIER (writing) Well!



KYRKVAKTAREN A flickorna i badet innu?

MODERN Jo! ... Det hiringa bréllopet kriver folk ...
vi skulle haft in havren ... och s& dr det lingontider snart!

KYRKVAKTAREN Ro6tman ir snart ute frstas; det
syns pa flugorna, som i liksom duvna ... Det ir gott om
lingona i ar!

MODERN Ja!

SOLDATEN Kommer inte flickorna snart?

MODERN Ja vet inte va de drojer for!

SOLDATEN Varmt i det!
KYRKVAKTAREN De ha inte for rart pé filtmanévern.
SOLDATEN De gir vil an med infanteriet ...

KYRKVAKTAREN Att du fick permission var ju
liksom tur ...

SOLDATEN Nog var det!

MODERN N3, s3 kommer de nu?
SOLDATEN Har du traktera?

MODERN De fick i bastun, och hederligt anda.

(Man hor g/am utanﬁr; sd kommer Kersti ﬁd’n badet,
blek, vit i ansiktet med hingande vitt hir. Foljd av Brita
och Anna samt téirnorna Elsa, Riken, Greta och Lisa. De
jﬁ/m senare bir krus och ving[as, som de stiller iﬁa"n sig vid
spisen; Kersti, Brita, Anna bir handdukar med firgade
barder, som de hinger vid dirren. Modern stiller fram
en stol mitt pd golver it Kersti och torkar forst hennes hir
med handdukar, sedan kammar hon héret. Tirnorna
sdtter sig pd binken till vinster; men Brita si att hon
kan stirra pi Kersti. Ingen hilsar eller ger eljest tillkinna
ndgon sinnesrirelse.)
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VERGER Haven't the girls come out of the bath yet?
MOTHER No.... This business of the wedding takes a
lot of people.... We should be bringing in the oats.... And
it will soon be time to pick berries....

VERGER Yes, the dog-days are most over. You can see
it on the flies; they’re kind of drowsy.... Will there be a
lot of berries this year?

MOTHER Yes.

SOLDIER Will those girls never come back?

MOTHER I don’t know what can be keeping them
so long.

SOLDIER It’s hot.

VERGER It must be bad in camp.

SOLDIER Well, it isn’t so very hard on the infantry....
VERGER You were lucky to get leave.

SOLDIER I guess I was!

MOTHER Now they are coming.

SOLDIER Did you sce that they had something to cat
and drink?

MOTHER Yes, right in the bath, and plenty of it.

(The girls are heard outside, talking and laughing. Kersti
enters first, white-faced, with her wet hair streaming down
her back. She is followed by Brita, Anna, and the four
bridesmaids Elsa, Ricka, Greta and Lisa. The maids are
carrying jars and wine-glasses which they put down by the
fireplace. Kersti, Brita and Anna carry long bath-towels
with coloured borders, which they hang up by the door. The
mother puts a chair in the middle of the floor and makes
Kerstisit on it. Kersti hair having first been carefully
dried with towels, the mother begins to comb it. The maids
duster on the bench at the left. Brita seats herself so that
she can stare at Kersti. No greetings are exchanged, and no
emotion of any kind is shown.)

MODERN Tag hit spegeln!
KERSTI Jag vill ingen spegel ha? Lat'en vara!
BRITA Du borde se dig, nir ingen ann fick!

KERSTI Vad ir det?
BRITA Ja, sig det! ... Skont hir; far jag det som faller?

KERSTI Nej, du!

MODERN (%l Brita) Va ska du me’t!
BRITA Till klock-ke’n &t Mats!
MODERN Matsen ma vil fa't !
KERSTI Det vill jag inte!

BRITA (zar fram ett hirarbete ur fickan)
Den firgen far jag aldrig?

KERSTI Nir jag ir d6 ska du fat !

BRITA A, hall ord!

KERSTI Jag héller!

SOLDATEN Kan mor siga ... tyst lite, barn! ... om
fanjunkaren ir bjuden?

MODERN Visterlund? Jo!

SOLDATEN I morgon klockan fyra vid kérkan, inte sa?
MODERN Jo vil!

SOLDATEN (ligger ihop papperen)

Da gr jag till priisten, nu! ... Och sen gar jag till
klockarn ... (for sig sjilv) ... jaha... detvardet! ...
detvardet! (gér ut betinksamt utan hilsning)
KYRKVAKTAREN (%l Lill-Karen och Lill-Mats,
z/dnlzgz) Ni r6r val ingenting, smapullor, om jag gar ifrén.
LILL-KAREN Jag ska se efter Lill-Mats, att han inte
ror nagonting!

MOTHER Give me the mirror.
KERSTI Don’t! I don’t want any mirror.

BRITA You ought to look at yourself, as you won'’t let
anybody else see you.

KERSTI What do you mean?

BRITA Hard to tell, isn’t it>—Nice hair you've got.
Can I have it, if it should come off?

KERSTI No, you can’t!

MOTHER (%o Britia) What would you do with it?
BRITA Watch-chain for Mats.

MOTHER (20 her daughter) Won't you let Mats have it?
KERSTI No, I won't!

BRITA (taking from her skirt-bag the same piece of work
on which she was employed in the previous scene)

I’ll never be able to match the colour.

KERSTI You can have it when I am dead.

BRITA That’s a promise, but will you keep it?

KERSTI I will!

SOLDIER Say, Mother... Please keep quict a while,
children.... Do you know if the sergeant has been asked?
MOTHER Vesterlund? Of course!

SOLDIER It’s to be at four o’clock in the church, isn’t it?
MOTHER That’s right.

SOLDIER (putting his papers together)

Then I'll go and see the Pastor now.... And I'll go right

on to the sexton.... (fo himself) Hn-hm! That was that!
Hm-hm! (be goes out pensively without greeting anybody)
VERGER (10 Lill-Karen and Lill-Mats, friendly)

Now, my dears, I hope you won’t touch anything.

LIT-KAREN I'll look after Lit-Mats and see that he

doesn’.
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KYRKVAKTAREN Du skall se efter, du!

MODERN Vart ska du hin, far?

KYRKVAKTAREN Jag ska bara himta kronan hos
handelsman, som kommer frin stan!

BRITA (hinar) Ha, for kronan!

KYRKVAKTAREN (reser sig) Hon har varit hos
gullsmen, si, och putsats med vinkalk; man vitkokar ‘na
med vinkalk, nimligen silvret.

BRITA (som forut) Haha!

MODERN (4ill Kyrkvaktaren) Vint’ nu, sa foljer ja till
handelsman

KYRKVAKTAREN Kan man limna di hir ensamma?
BRITA Vad skulle s ske?

MODERN De i ju stora méinniskorna!

BRITA Och Kersti for resten ar hilst ensam; hon lider
icke, att nin ser pa henne ...

MODERN Tyst du?

BRITA Hilst niir hon gar i bastun vill hon inte ha nit
sillskap! Men hon dr vuxna minniskan, sa hon ir inte
ridd ...

(Kersti vrider sig pd stolen undan Britas blickar)
MODERN Sit still!

BRITA Hon ir inte barn lingre, hon! Vuxit ur

barnskorna och annat me. Kanske kronan inte passar
heller, har I provat?

KYRKVAKTAREN (enkelt) Vi ska till nu! (gdr, foljd
av Modern)

(Kersti siitter sig nu vid bordet till higer och tummar pi
numroma)

BRITA (foljer Kersti med blickarna)

Det ir roligt pi mo-kvall'n!

VERGER So you're going to look after him, are you?
MOTHER Where are you going, father?

VERGER To the store to get the crown, which should
be back from the city by this time.

BRITA (sneeringly) Oh—the crown!

VERGER (rising) The goldsmith has had it, you

know—to clean it with cream of tartar. That’s what you
do with silver: you boil it in cream of tartar.

BRITA (as before) Ha-ha!

MOTHER (20 the Verger) Wait a moment, and I'll go
along to the store.

VERGER Is it safe to leave the children alone?

BRITA What do you fear might happen?

MOTHER Why, they are grown-up people!

BRITA And Kersti likes to be alone for that matter. She
Can’t Stand having ﬂnybody IOOk at her.,..

MOTHER Now, now!

BRITA When she is bathing, she doesn’t want any
company at all. But, of course, she’s grown-up, so she
doesn’t have to be afraid....

(Kersti is turning and twisting to escape the stare of Britas)
MOTHER Keep still, girl!

BRITA No, she’s no longer any child. She’s outgrown

that, and a lot more. Perhaps the crown won’t fit her
even? Have you tried it on?

VERGER (quietly) That’s what we are going to do in a
licele while. (He goes out accompanied by the mother)

(Kersti seats herself at the table on the right-hand side and
begins to play with the brass numbers)

BRITA (pursuing Kersti with her stare)

A merry wedding eve, isn’t it?

KERSTI Vill I leka?

BRITA Lcka pappa och mamma och barnen?
KERSTI Gissa gator?

BRITA Har redan gissat ...

KERSTI Sjunga?

BRITA Tussa lulla lite barn? ... N4, vi ska lisa bibeln.

KERSTI Bibeln?
BRITA Ja, Mose forsta, trettiofjirde och attonde.
KERSTI Om Sichem.

BRITA Jo, si ! Och om Dina, som hans hjirta
tringtade efter ... Vet du vem Dina var?

KERSTI Det var Jakobs och Leas dotter!

BRITA Ritt! - Vet duvad Dina var?

KERSTI Ar det en gita?

BRITA Nehej! - Vet du v ad hon var?

KERSTI Nej!

BRITA Hon var lite bort-skimd!

KERSTI Ar det en ordlek?

BRITA Sikert!

(Kersti lutar huvet ner i bréstet som om hon ville délja det)

BRITA Fatta du? (¢ystnad) Har du bjudit fler in
Madam Larsson?

KERSTI Har jag bjudit...? Jordegumman?
BRITA Ja, hon sa si!
KERSTI Det ljég hon.

BRITA Edsvuren ir hon som jordegumma; men om
eden var ren eller men ir osagt. Ljuger gor hon icke,

men svir gor hon! (Kersti lutar huvet igen.) Opp me
huvet! Kan du inte se folk i ansiktet!
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KERSTI Do you want to play games?

BRITA We might play “papa and mam and the children.”
KERSTI Would you like to guess riddles?

BRITA I have already guessed....

KERSTI Or sing?

BRITA “Hush-a-bye, baby,” I suppose you mean?... No,
let us read the Bible.

KERSTI The Bible, you say?
BRITA Yes - Genesis, thirty-fourth and eight.
KERSTI About Shechem, you mean?

BRITA Exactly, and about Dinah, for whom his heart
was longing.... Do you know who Dinah was?

KERSTI She was the daughter of Jacob and Leah.
BRITA That’s right. And do you know what she was?
KERSTTI Is that a riddle?

BRITA Not at all. Do you know what she was?
KERSTI No.

BRITAShe was a little — spoiled!

KERSTI Is that a play on words?

BRITAMore than that!

(Kersti lets ber head fall forward as if wishing to hide her face)

BRITA Do you understand? (pause) Is Mrs. Larsson
the only one you have asked?

KERSTI Have I asked?... The midwife, you say?
BRITA Well, so she says.
KERSTI Then she is lying!

BRITA As midwife she has been sworn, although I
couldn’t tell whether her oath be false or fair. Just now she
swears that she doesn’t lie. (Kersti lets her head dra(/p again )
Hold up your head! Can’t you look people in the face?



KERSTI (2l de andmﬂi[/eama) Sig nagot, flickor!

BRITA De i inte gott att siga’t, det man inte sett. Men
... man vet ind4 s3 mycket man vet!

LANSMAN (syns i dirren)

Jag stiger pa ... en gammal gubbe far g4 in till flickorna
... fast gossarne fa bli ute!

BRITA (fram till Kersti och héller niven under hennes
ansikte) Kronan ska du inte ha!

KERSTI Ma tro det!

(Brita gir ut. Linsman fram, tar en stol och sitter sig mitt
[framfor Kersti. Flickorna smyga ut, en i sinder. Men Lill-
Mata stannar och hinger i kjolen pi Kersti. Linsman
talar vinligt, men nir han vill vara fin, blir han klumpig
och hans ord fii en annan betydelse in han menat.)

KERSTI (20 the ythergirls) Say somcthing, girls!

BRITA It’s hard to say anything when one has scen
nothing. But nevertheless — one knows what one

knows!

SHERIFF (appearing in the doorway)
T am making free It won’t matter if an old fellow like me
gets in to the girls—although the boys have to keep out!

BRITA (shaking her fist in the face of Kersti)

But you,ll never wear thc crown!
KERSTI You don’t say!

(Brita goes out. The Sheriff pulls up a chair and sits down
beside Kersti. The girls sneak out of the room one by one.
Lit-Mars stays behind, clinging ro the skirt of Kersti. I

is plain that the intentions of the Sheriff are kindly, and
so are his words, but the more discreet be tries to be, the
more awkward he becomes, and so all bis words assume an
ambiguous meaning.)

LANSMAN (fattar Kersti hand och ser henne i igonen) SHERIFF (taking one of Kersti hands and looking her

Hor nu, lilla barn, 4r det en brud, som ser sa ledsen ut,
nér hon fatt den, hennes hjirta trar till? Hur 4r det fate?

KERSTI (kalit) Vilket?

LANSMAN (slir henne Litt pi kinden) A1 ska man
svara si! till en gammal véin, som i morgon vid det
hiir laget dr en slikeing! ... Det ir unga téser, som iro
avundsamma, och som girna velat gi i brudstol fore!

KERSTI Kanske det.

LANSMAN Eller det nya livet, som vintar, i kvarnen
och koket. Det blir inte att gi och hojta och lila i
skogen, dir vinden blaser och bjérken gar, inte dansa pa
logen om I6rdagsafton; utan sti vid spisen och sitta vid
lullan, och ha maten pa bordet, nir Matsen kommer.
Och sa halla jimnan i sinne och hég, nir de morka
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straight in the eyes) What sort of a bride is this, looking
so sad when she is getting her heart’s desire? What is
the matter?

KERSTI (coldly) With what?

SHERIFF (slaps her lightly on the check) s that the
way to answer an old friend who will be a kinsman by
this hour to-morrow ? There is more than one lass who
envies you, and who would like to get to the altar ahead
of you to-morrow.

KERSTI Maybe there is.

SHERIFF And there is the new life ahead of you, in
mill and kitchen. No more running about in the woods,
where “birches nod in the blowing breeze.” No more
dancing in the barns on Saturday nights. You'll be busy
‘tending your pots, and watching the cradle, and having
[he meals on thc (able When Mﬂts comes home, ﬂnd_

dagarne stunda ... f6r de kommer alltid som regn pa
solsken. Ar det allvaret hon rides, lilla vin? Det ir inte
sa farligt med det allvaret, det gor livet gott och sitter
in lite hogtid i't.

KERSTIO!

LANSMAN Vad o-ar hon for? — Hir ir nigot, som
inte hor en ung flickas tankar till. Hir dr nagot pa hyss,
ge me se, min lilla vén, jag ska ha reda pa’t; (skémtsamt)
— kommissarien brukar mikea f& sanningen fram ur
kreti och pleti. Vad har hon pa hjirtat? Ar inte Mats
snill?

KERSTI Bevare oss vil!

LANSMAN Ar det sliktingarne, som & héga och
kiirva? Vad har hon med sliktingarne ...

(Lill-Mats klittrar upp i knit pd Kersti; ligger armarne
om hennes hals; dirpd sjunker han ner och somnar
stutligen in.)

LANSMAN Fbr resten, se p den dir lille gynnaren,
han tycker om sin svigerska, och det badar gott. Barn
vet, var de har sina vinner! Tycker Kersti om barn?
KERSTI (misstinksamt) Varfor frigar en de?
LANSMAN Fy, sana svar! ... Ar det icke rart ha en san
dir liten ... i sitt skdte och kiinna hur han tryggar sig till
en? Som om dir icke fanns svek eller otro i det brostet!
... Jag tror han somnar; anfértror sin virnlsa somn t
en frimmande ... som icke vill ‘en nigot ont!

KERSTI Har han set till Mats?

LANSMAN Han var ute med gossarne och rusta i
kvarnkammarn, dir dansen ska ga i morgon efter noter.
(tystnad) Det var lingesen vi hade kronbrud hir!

KERSTI Var de?
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keeping an even temper when the dark days arrive—for
after sunshine there is sure to be a little rain. Does it
scare you to find life so serious, dear? It isn’t as bad as it
looks. It merely helps to make life kind of solemn.

KERSTI Oh!

SHERIFF What are you oh-ing about, girl? — There
seems to be something in the air that has no place in
the thoughts of a young girl — something amiss. Now,
my dear, let me see if I can’t straighten it out. (jestingly)
The guardian of the law knows how to get the truth out
of all sorts of people. What's on your mind, dear? Has
Mats been nasty to you?

KERSTI Oh, mercy!

SHERIFF Has the family been playing the high-and-
mighty? What have you to do with the family anyhow ?

(Lit-Mats climbs into the lap of Kersti, puts his arms
about her, nestles up to her as close as he can get, and falls

asleep.)

SHERIFF Look at that little chap now! He likes his
sister-in-law, and that’s a good sign. Children always
know their real friends. Are you fond of children, Kersti?
KERSTI (suspiciously) Why do you ask?

SHERIFF That’s not the right kind of an answer!...
Don’t you think it’s nice to have a little thing like that-
to hold it on your lap and feel how it trusts you- just as
if there could never be any harm or deceit in the bosom
that shelters it.... I think he’s falling asleep. Helpless as
he is, he’s not afraid of trusting his sleep to a stranger -
who means nothing but well by him, I'am sure.

KERSTI Have you seen anything of Mats?

SHERIFF He was busy with the boys making the mill
ready for the dance to-morrow. (silence) It’s some time
since we saw a crown bride in this place.

KERSTI Is that so?



LANSMAN Ja, men! Det har kommt in nya seder ...
frin stadsresorna och filtligerna ...

KERSTI (sporskt) De skyllde en ging skogsképarne ...

LANSMAN A, ja, men utan skogsképarne hade inte ni
face kvarnen ...

KERSTI De skyller, de skyller ...

LANSMAN Kersti fir en snill man ...
KERSTI En god ... f6r god 4t mig!
LANSMAN Var inte bitter, nir jag menar vanligt ...

KERSTI Jag v a r icke bitter ... det var rena sanningen,
jagsa...

LANSMAN Vi ha svart act forstd varann vi ... Det ser
ut som vi inte fick vara vinner ...

KERSTTI Varfor s icke?

LANSMAN Nir jag menar gott, fattar hon ont, och
tvirtcom! Ja ... det dr ofta si, nir nagot ar pa sned!

KERSTI Vad ir pd sned?
LANSMAN (reser sig) Inte vet jag.

KERSTI Inte jag heller, men man siger inte de it en

flicka!
LANSMAN Hor nu, hor nu ... c ett rent samvete kan
man ligga fér utan ate spilla ... men, men, men ...

KERSTI Ar det rannsakan fore?
LANSMAN Det var inte!

KERSTI Kommissarien — kan inte tala vid fruntimmer.
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SHERIFF Yes, indeed. The old ways are gone, and new
ones have come in—from the cities and the camps....

KERSTI (pertly) They used to blame the fellows who

came to buy the timber.

SHERIFF Yes, but if it hadn’t been for them, there
would have been no mill....

KERSTI They are always putting the blame on
somebody clse....

SHERIFF You are getting a nice husband, Kersti...
KERSTI Yes, he’s fine — too fine for me!
SHERIFF That’s a bitter answer to a kind word!

KERSTI There was nothing bitter about it—nothing
but the truth....

SHERIFF Why should it be so hard for us to
understand each other? It looks almost as if you didn’t
want us to be friends?

KERSTI Why do you think so?
SHERIFF What is well meant, you take badly, and the

other way around. Well—that happens frcquently when

there is something amiss.
KERSTI What's amiss?
SHERIFF (be rises) I don’t know.

KERSTI Neither do I, but it isn’t customary to say
things like that to a young girl.

SHERIFF Now, now!- Where there’s no sick
conscience, you don’t have to walk in your stocking
feet- but, but, but....

KERSTI Has the examination begun already?
SHERIFF I didn’t mean....

KERSTI The - “guardian of the law” doesn’t know
how to talk to ladies.

LANSMAN (vasst) Kersti!

KERSTI Ja, vad menar han?

LANSMAN (fixerar henne) Vad menar hon?
KERSTI Vad menar han?

LANSMAN Siks’ du, s brukar mina fruntimmer friga,
nir de vill veta, om jag vet nigot!

KERSTI Vad skulle han veta ?

LANSMAN Aj, i du dir?... A du dir? (¢ystnad) Jal... Si

gar jag vill... S3 gir jag!

(Han gir sakta genom fonden med fingret pi mun,
som om han dlade sig tystnad. Kersti ensam; kysser den
sovande Lill-Mats pi huvudet.

Mats synes i higra fonstret. Det har borjat skymma ute,
men dr ljust dnnu.)

[6|MATS A!

KERSTI Mats! Kom!

MATS Nej, jag mi icke in; jag har lovat!
KERSTI A, kom!

MATS Ngj, nej! ... Sover den lilla?
KERSTI Ja, den! Tyst, tyst!

(Nu hires i flarran korum blisas frin ligret.)

KERSTI (skrimd) A de jakeen igen ?
MATS A nej, inte gar jakten om kvillen!
KERSTI Vad ir det?

MATS Skall inte soldats dotter kinna't!
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SHERIFF (slmrply) Kersti!

KERSTI What is it?

SHERIFF (looking hard ar her) What do you mean?
KERSTI What do you mean yourself?

SHERIFF Lo and behold! That’s just the kind of
questions asked by my ladies when they want to find out
whether I know anything.

KERSTI What could there be to know ?

SHERIFF Whew.... is the wind in that corner? Well,
well! (silence) Well - I guess I'll be going! Yes, I had
better be going!

(He goes out by the rear door, stepping very softly and
putting his forefinger across bis lips as if meaning to enforce
silence on him:elf Kersti, ZL_’ﬁ alone, kisses the head 0f the
sleeping Lit-Mats.

Mats appears at the right-hand window. The twilight
has come, but it is the lingering, luminous twilight of the
northern summer night.)

[ 6 |MATS Hey!

KERSTI Mats! Oh, come here!

MATS I mustn’t come in — I have promised.
KERSTI Yes, do!

MATS No, no! - Is the little one asleep?
KERSTI This one—yes!—Hush! Hush!

(A bugle-call is faintly heard in the distance. It is the
summons to evening service in the camp of the regiment.)

KERSTI (scared) Is it the hunting once more?
MATS No, who would be hunting at this time of day?
KERSTI What is it?

MATS A soldier’s daughter you are, and don’t know!



KERSTI Na sig!
MATS Det blas’ korum i ligret! Aftonbdn forstir sig!

KERSTI Ja vil! Allting ir s4 villat och bortkommet!

MATS Kom hit, Kersti, till fonstret!
KERSTI Jag tror! ...
MATS Den lille?
KERSTI (reser sig varligt pa td och bir Lill-Mats till
binken vid spisen, dér hon ligger och stoppar om honom)
Vyss, vyss, vyss !

(Ordlis psalmsing frin ligret hors. Kersti faller pa kndi
vid biinken och forsiker gora bon, men vrider fortviviad
hinderna. Dirpd kysser hon kingorna pa barnet, reser sig
och gir till fonstret, déir hon blir staende.)

Lat mig bara ligga den lille!

MATS Det ir rart med sma?

KERSTI Ja! - Ja!

MATS Du var ensam?

KERSTI Ja, de gick? Allt r fiendske! Alle!
MATS I morgon ir bréllop!

KERSTI O, ja! - Tank!

MATS Ja, tink! ...
KERSTI Och sé sitter jag i kvarnen!

MATS Hos mig i kvarnen!

KERSTI Tills doden kommer for att skilja oss!
MATS Langt dit!

KERSTIO!

I'morgon ir bréllop!
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KERSTI Tell me!

MATS That’s at the camp, you know. They are calling
them to evening prayers.

KERSTI Of course- but everything seems strange and
confused!

MATS Come to the window, Kersti!
KERSTI I think....
MATS 'The little one, you say?

KERSTI (7ises very carefully and carries Lit-Mats to
the bench by the fireplace, where she pulls him down and
covers him up) Hushaby, hushaby!

I'll just put the little one away.

(The singing of a hymn without words in unison is heard
[from the camp. Kersti kneels beside the bench and tries to
pray, bid mere[y wrings her hands in despair. At last she
kisses the shoes of the sleeping child, struggles to her feet,

and goes to window.)

MATS There is something nice about children, isn’t there?
KERSTI Yes - yes!

MATS Are you alone?

KERSTI Yes, they left! Hating me — all of them!
MATS Tomorrow is our wedding-day!

KERSTI Yes - think of it!

MATS Yes, think of it — tomorrow is our wedding-day!
KERSTI And I shall be living in the mill!

MATS In the mill with me!

KERSTI Till death us do part!

MATS Which won’t be soon!

KERSTI Oh!

AKT 4
Brollopet i kvarnkammaren

Brillopet. Kvarnkammaren ir urrgjd. Fondportarna
av/yﬁade sd att man ser in i ett stort magasin, tillrett
som festsal med dukade kaffebord; luckorna till den stora
rektangulira oppningen vinster om fondporten ir dven
urtagna, sd att ett bord med ljus for spelminnen synes.
Till higer om fondporten ir ippningen till kvarnhjulet;
vivstolen etc. samt singen dr borttagna.

Pi golvet under spelmdinnens glugg star “Gubbarnas bord”
med kannor, muggar, tobakspipor, kortlekar etc.

Mitt pd golvet stir binkar och stolar, ver vilka ir bredda
rena, vita lakan, irngottsvar och handdukar att rorka.

Sex pigor maler pé kaffekvarnar, under det man utifrin
hir klockringning fran kyrkan och en brudmarsch for
Sfioler. Dirpa sjunger flickorna, under det de samlar och
ligger ihop lakanen och de andra tviittsakerna.

ANNA Kulleri tova!

FLICKORNA
Kulleri tova,

tolv man i skoga,

Tolv man iro de,

tolv svird bira de,
Svartoxen hinga de,
Skiill-ko flinga de,
mig ville de bortlocka.

Kulleri tova!

ACT 4
The wedding in the mill

The wedding. The living-room at the mill has been cleared
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Jfor the occasion. The big doors in the rear stand wide open.
Through the doorway is seen a large loft, where a number
of tables have been spread for the impending feast, of
which coffee is to form one of the principal features. The
shutters covering the rectangular opening ro the left of the
main doorway are also open, disclosing a table with several
candlesticks on it. On this table the fiddlers subsequently
take up their position. The opening to the water-wheel
appears to the right ofthe main door. The hand-loom, the
bobbin, the reel, and the sp heel have disapp

On the floor, beneath the place reserved for the fiddlers,
stands the “old men'’s table,” with a full equipment of jugs,
mugs, pipes, and playing-cards.

ed.

A number of chairs and benches occupy the middle of the
floor, and on these are spread clean white sheers, pillow-
cases, and towels for drying.

As the curtain rises, six servant-girls are busily grinding
coffee on as many hand-mills, while from the outside are
heard the ringing of church-bells and a bridal march
played on violins. When the coffée is ground, the girls
begin to gather up the linen and sing while they are
doing so.

ANNA Dillery-deering!

GIRLS

Dillery-deering!

Twelve in the clearing:

Twelve men glare at me,

Twelve swords flare at me.

Kine they are slaughtering;

Sheep they are quartering;
Naught but my life they’re leaving:
Dillery-deering!



ANNA Kaulleri tova!
FLICKORNA Kulleri tova!

(Nu nirmar sig brudfoljer. Pigorna gi ut med
tvittsakerna och stiller binkar och stolar it bida sidor.
Scenen stir tom, och det har tystnat utanfor. Dé hirs
Forskarlens sing i hjulet, men han syns inte.)

FORSKARLEN “Jag férhoppas, jag fbrhoppas, att min
forlossare lever.”

(Luckan pa golvet ippnas och nu syns Mylingen stiga

upp som ett kaos av vita slgjor, ur vilka man otydligt ser
konturerna av ett litet barn i ling dopklinning, vilket ror
sig svivande dver luckan.

Da hirs brudmarschen utanfor; Forskarlen tystnar,
Mylingen forsvinner Brudfoljet syns i bakkammaren, forst
Sfiolspelarna, sd tirnor och svenner; sedan Bruden och
Brudg ; Pristen och forildrarna och anforvanter,
ungdom m. fl Brudfoljet marscherar in i kvarnkammaren,
tysta och forstamda.

Bruden siitts pa en stol mitt pd golvet och bakom
golvluckan, si att hon miste se pi den. Nu borjar
séllskapet cirkulera och defilera kring bruden, som éir blek
och ser ned pa golvet framfor sig. Déirpd gir en och en fram

till bruden, sdger mfgm ord och ga"r ut i bakkammaren.)

MATS (%ill Kersti) Nu, Kersti, ir det onda over! (gdr)

BRITA (med tirnorna; till Kersti)
Kronan har du; behéll'na vil! (gir med tirnorna)

ANNA Dillery-deering!
GIRLS Dillery-deering!

(The bridal procession is drawing near. The girls put the
benches and chairs where they belong and go out with
their burdens of linen. The stage is left empty for a few
moments, all the sounds previously heard having died out.
Then the song of the Neck is heard from the water-wheel,

while he himself remains unseen.)

NECK “I am hoping, I am hoping, that my Redeemer
still liveth”

(The trap-door in the floor is raised and the Mewler
ascends from the hole: a blurred mass of white veils
beneath which the outlines of a small infant in long clothes
are barely discernible. This apparition remains hovering
above the opening in the floor.

Then the bridal march is again heard outside. The song of
the Neck ceases, and the Mewler disappears, the trap-door
falling back into its wonted position.

The bridal procession enters the room. First come the
Sfiddlers, then the bridesmaids and bridesmen. After these
come the bride and the groom, and then follow the Pastor,
the parents of the couple, the members of both families,
Jriends, and young people. Everybody seems depressed, and

the entrance is made in gloomy silence.

The bride is led to a chair in the middle of the floor, placed
so that she mu:tﬁzce the tmp-doar in theﬂ/mr, She is very
pale and does not look up at all. The guests pass in front of
her as in review. Now and then one stops and says a few
words to her. Little by little they dimppmr into the lf;ﬁ

in the rear.)

MATS (20 Kersti) Now the worst is over, Kersti! (he
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goes out)
BRITA () heading the bridesmaids, to Kersti) You have
got the crown — sce that you keep it! (she and the maids

go out)

KERSTIS MODER (sétter kronan tillritta pé Kersti
huvud) Rak i ryggen, barn, och opp med huvet! (gir)

SOLDATEN (#ill Kersti) Gud vilsigne dig! (gr)
KYRKVAKTAREN (?ill Kersti) Och bevare dig! (gir)

MATS FARFAR (%ill Kersti)
Fager ir du, som en dager! (gdr)

MATS MODER (#ill Kersti)
Vilkommen bland frinder! (gir)

MATS FADER (till Kersti)

Min doter efter detta, det forra finns ¢j! (gdr)

LANSMAN (%] Kersti)
Sa blek om kinden, blon 4t hjirtat;
vad tynger dirunder?

KERSTI (byfter huvudet och ser ont pi Linsman) Intet!

LANSMAN Intet v a r mycket! Intet i r intet mer! ..
KERSTI Ga!

LANSMAN Nir du aker, gir jag fore! Dit du gar, gar
jag icke efter! — Faller du pa kni, star jag! — Vem kastar
stilet efter dig? Inte jag!

KERSTI Bryt halsen av dig, lede!

LANSMAN (ligger flata handen pi hennes hals)

Av dig! (gar)

(De vriga anforvanterna gir forbi, hilsande kall.
Spelmiinnen har satt sig vid bordet i vinstra gluggen.
Gubbarna har satt sig vid Gubbarneas bord och riker.
Spelmiinnen biorja nu spela upp en polka. Samtidigr hirs
Forskarlens fiol i kvarnhjulet genomtringande spela. Nir
dansmusiken borjar, ropas inifrin bakkammaren.)

KERSTI'S MOTHER (making sure that the crown
is on straight) Keep your back straight and your head
high, girl! (she goes out)

SOLDIER (20 Kersti) God bless you! (goes out)
VERGER (%0 Kersti) And protect you! (goes out)
MATS’ GRANDFATHER (0 Kersti)

Comely you are as I am homely! (goes ouz)

MATS’ MOTHER (0 Kersti)
Your new family bids you welcome! (she goes out)

[9 |MATS’ FATHER (r0 Kersti)
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My daughter now — the old ties have been loosed! (he
goes out)

SHERIFF (70 Kersti)

Why so pale? What draws all the blood to your heart?
What is weighing on it?

KERSTI (raising her head at last to give the Sheriff a
furious look) Nothing!

SHERIFF So little is a lot!

KERSTI Go!

SHERIFF When you ride, I'll go ahead of you—but we
won't be headed for the same place. When you kneel, I
shall be standing, but the cold steel you'll taste won'’t be
in my hands.

KERSTI Oh, I wish you'd break your neck!

SHERIFF (putting the palm of his hand on her neck)
Take care of your own! (he goes out)

(The rest of Mats’s relatives file past her, greeting her
coldly. The fiddlers have in the meantime taken their
places, and several old men have sat down at the table
reserved for them and begun ro smoke. Now the fiddlers
strike up an old Swedish polka. At the same time the Neck
begins to play. As soon as the dance music is heard, cries
are heard from within.)



ROSTER (| (frin bakkammaren ) Kronan av bruden!

OVRIGA (svarar frin kvarnkammaren)
Kronan av bruden!

(Kersti blir orolig. Pristen nalkas henne.)

SPELMANNEN (som nu forst mirker Forskarlens spel)
Vem stammer mot?

ALLA (utan att se it kvarnhjulet och utan att veta,
varifrin musiken kommer) Vem stimmer mot?

(Musiken pigdr; Forskarlen tystnar. Da fattar pristen
brudens hand och promenerar med henne virdigt,
higtidligt kring golvet. Just som han fattar bruden om

livet att birja dansen, dtertar Forskarlen sitt spel.)

KERSTI (tappar kronan, som rullar ner i kvarnrinnan)
Jesus Kristus!

ALLA (i kvarnkammaren reser sig) Kronan i forsen!

ALLA (i bakkammaren) Vad star pa?
ALLA (i kvarnkammaren) Kronan i forsen!

(Musiken tystnar mitt i. Uppstindelse.)

MATS (i fonddirren) Ut och leta!
ALLA Ut och leta!

PRASTEN Bevare oss Gud! i himmelen!
ALLA Gud i himmelen bevare oss!
LANSMAN Ut och leta!

ALL Ut och leta!

MATS Ut och leta!

(Alla ut genom fonden, utom Kersti, som sitter sig pi
stolen; skymning har uppstitt; kvarnhjulet birjar ga.

VOICES (from within) Off with the crown!
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THE REST (from the living-room)
Off with the crown!

(Kersti becomes alarmed. The Pastor goes up to her.)

FIDDLERS (crying, as they become aware of the playing
of the Neck) Who is cutting in?

ALL (repear without looking at the water-wheel or
knowing from whence the strange music is heard)

Who is cutting in?

(Then the Neck ceases playing, while the fiddlers continue.
The Pastor takes the bride by the hand and begins to lead
her around the room in a stately and solemn manner. Just
as he puts his arm about Kersti waist in order to open the
dance with her, the Neck begins to play again.)

KERSTI (dropping the crown, which rolls into the mill-
race) Jesus Christ!

ALL (in the living-room get on their feet)
The crown’s in the mill-race!

ALL (in the rear room) What's up?
ALL (in the living-room) The crown’s in the mill-race!

(The fuddlers suddenly stop their playing. The whole place

is in wild commotion.)

MATS (appearing in the doorway) We must look for it!
ALL We must look for it!

PASTOR God help us and protect us!

ALL God help us and protect us!

SHERIFF Let us look for it!

ALL Let us look for it!

MATS Yes, let’s look!

(All disappear by the rear door, leaving Kersti alone on the
stage. She seats herself on the same chair as before. In the
meantime the stage has gradually been darkened.

Forskarlen syns med har]m. )

[11]FORSKARLEN
Skyarne lyktas och vattnet sta still,
vattnen st still
Solen jag sig nir i tidernas virld salig jag gick.
Solen ir slacke,
natten ar nr.
Synden ir tung,
ilven ar djup.
Kicke var det da,
lett dr det nu
Dvalhem och Kvalhem s& heter mitt bo. O!

(Vid singens birjan ippnas golvluckan, som ir vid Kersti
fotter, och Mylingen stiger upp som forut. Kersti betraktar

den forst med fasa; sedan striicker hon ut armarna
och ligger den vid sin barm. Forskarlen tystnar och
Jforsvinner.)

BARNROSTEN (hirs underifiin luckan) Kall ir
ilven; varm ir min moders barm! Intet gav du mig i
livet, i doden tar jag mitt!

KERSTI (som2  forst lullat barnet, gor nu dtbérder av
smdirta it brister) O, hjilp mig! Frils mig!

BARNROSTEN Liv for liv! Nu dricker jag dict!
KERSTI (skriker) Frils, frils!

JORDEGUMMAN (i, fjantande)
Si, nu kommer jag; si, nu kommer jag! Lilla mor ska
sansa sig! (tar barnet frin Kersti brést och ligger ner i
luckan) Jag kan sa skéta sana hir sma! Jag for dem till
virlden och i jorden! ... Si, nu kom jag pa bréllop!

The water-wheel bzgim to turn. The Neck appears in the
wheel with his harp.)

[11]NECK

Stilled are the waters, dark grows the sky:
Dark grows the sky.

Once in the world of the ages I lived,
Blessed by the sun.

Gone is the light,

Congquered by night.

Deep is my sin,

Black as the tarn.

Joy there is none;

Plenty of woe.

Torture and Shame must I name my abode: O!

(When the Neck begins to sing, the trap-door flies open
right at the feet of Kersti, and the Mewler appears as
before. At first Kersti stares at the apparition with horror.
Then she seizes it and presses it to her breast. The Neck
stops his song and disappears.)

THE VOICE OF A CHILD (from the opening in the
floor) Cold is the river; warm is my Mother’s bosom.
Nothing you gave me in life: in death I take what is

mine!

KERSTI (Who has been rocking the child on her arm,
puts a hand to her breast as if feeling acute pain)
Oh, help! Save me!

VOICE Life for life! Now I drink yours!
KERSTI (screaming) Save me, save me!

MIDWIEE (trips in fussily)
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Here I am! Here I am! Mustn’t take on like that! (she
takes the child from Kersti and drops it through the hole in
the floor) 1 know how to handle little ones! T help them
into the world and out of it.... And I got to the wedding
after all!



(Brita har synts i:pelmdnnms glu&g och har sett, att
ndgot gomdes i luckan.)

JORDEGUMMAN N3, Forskarlen var bjuden me;
kom han?

KERSTI Om du vill g4, vad begiir du?
JORDEGUMMAN Det du inte har kvar!

KERSTI Du menar kronan ...

JORDEGUMMAN Inte sirskilt! ... Tyst, det gar
nagon diroppe! — D4 ska jag gémma mig i spisen sa
linge! - Sir du, jag kom dnda! (gdr in i spisen och drar
ner luckorna)

BRITA (kommer in; fram till Kersti) Nu ir det du

cller jag!

KERSTI Du!

BRITA Du ska fa nigot!
KERSTI Giv!

BRITA Armband ska du f4, men inte av mig! Armband
avjirn! (stiller sig pd luckan) Nu trider jag pa dite
huvud, nu stir jag pa ditt hjirta, nu stampar jag din
hemlighet ur jorden, eller vattnet, eller elden Nu far

jag ditt har, nu f&rjag min klock-ke, som inte ir nan.
Var ir jordegumman, var ir hedersgisten pa detta
jungfrubrollop?

Kronan stal du, och Forskarln stal'na! Kvarnen stal
du, men han gir ater! Sichems Dina var skimd, icke
bortskimd! Den lille sover, icke i skogen; men i dlven!

Min bror har du skimt, min slikt har du skimt, mitc
namn har du skimt!

D6 skall du!

(Brita has in the meantime appmrﬂd where the ﬁddlm
were seated before, and she has seen the Midwife hide
something under the floor.)

MIDWIFE The Neck was also asked, I understand.
Did he come?

KERSTI What will you take to get out of here?
MIDWIFE What you have lost!

KERSTI You mean the crown?

MIDWIFE Not exactly.... Hush! I think I heard

somebody!... Then I'll hide in the fireplace for a while....

T got here after all, as you see! (she steps into the fireplace
and closes the iron shutters behind her)

BRITA (enters and goes up to Kersti) Now it’s you or

me!

KERSTI You, then!

BRITA A present is waiting for you.
KERSTI Let’s see!

BRITA Bracelets—but not from me! Bracelets of
steel! (she places herselfon the trap-door) Now my foot
is on your head and on your heart! Now I shall stamp
your secret out of the earth, or the water, or the fire—
wherever it may be! Now I shall have your hair for my
watch-chain, which is not what it seems. Where is the
Midwife? Where is the guest of honour at this virginal
wedding?

You stole the crown, and the Neck stole it from you.
You have stolen the mill, but it will be returned.
Shechem’s Dinah has proved not only spoiled, but
soiled! The little one is asleep, not in the forest, but in
the river!

You have put my brother to shame, and our whole
family, and the name that we bear!

And now you shall die!
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KERSTI (undergivet) Jag i r d6d; jag har déte flera
dagararad! ... Ar du nojd?

BRITA Du ska d6 inda flera dagar 4 rad! Du ska do for
mened, for 16gn, for dddande, for stold, for krinkning,
for svek! Sex ginger ska du d3! Och den sjunde blir bara
for syns skull! ... I vigd jord ska du inte vila, svart kista
med silverstjarnor skall du icke f4, granris och klockor
lnga; wee

KERSTI Det kan jag tinka !

BRITA Siledes ... hor du stegen; rikna dem: en, tva,
tre, fyra, fem, sex... (etc. efter Linsmans steg)

(Léinsman in frin fonden. Brita gir emot honom och
viskar nigot.)

LANSMAN (gdr fram till luckan) Hir ligger den!

BRITA Kronan vil inte!

LANSMAN Den eller annat! (sppnar luckan)
Kronan ir det inte! ... Stackars Kersti! —
Har du lagten dir?

KERSTI Nej!

LANSMAN Ngj? ... Tala sanning!
KERSTI Jag har icke lagt den dir!

BRITA (slir henne pi munnen) Sanningen!
KERSTI Jag har icke lagt den dir!

BRITA (sticker handen i Linsmans ficka och tar ut
handklovar) Armbanden pa!

LANSMAN (%] Brita) Bodelskvinna fodd ... Ve oss!
(griter i hinderna) Ve!

PRASTEN (in fiin fonden) Ar den funnen?
LANSMAN Icke den! Men ...

KERSTI (mbmiﬂively) I am dead! I have been dying
for days.... Are you satisfied now?

BRITA No, you shall go on dying for days to come!
You shall die for perjury, falschood, murder, theft,
slander, deceit! You shall die six times over! And when
you really die the seventh time, it will seem so only! You
shall not rest in consecrated ground! You shall have no
black coffin with stars of silver on it! You shall have no
spruce strewn and no bells rung....

KERSTI I suppose not!

BRITA Therefore... Do you hear those steps? Count
them! (she counts in time with the approaching steps of the
Sheriff) One, two, three, four, five, six....

(The Sheriff enters from the rear. Brita goes to him and
whispers something in his ear.)

SHERIFF (gaex to the tmpdoor) It’s here, you say?
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BRITA Not the crown, I guess!

SHERIFF Something clse, then! (he raises the trap-door
and looks down) No, it is not the crown! Poor Kersti!
Did you put it there?

KERSTI I did not!

SHERIFF No? - Tell the truth!

KERSTI I did not put it there!

BRITA (striking her on the mouth) The truth!
KERSTI I did not put it there!

BRITA (putting her hand in the Sheriff s pocket and
taking out a pair of handcuffs) On with the bracelets!

SHERIFF (o Brita) Born executioner—that’s what you
are! (he puts his hands to his face and weeps) God have

mercy on us!
PASTOR (entering from the rear) Has it been found?
SHERIFF Not that, but....



PRASTEN Sig icke mer! Jag vet ... (griter i hinderna)
Ve oss, ve!

SOLDATEN (in frin fonden)
Ar kronan funnen?

LANSMAN Icke den! Men ...
SOLDATEN Tyst, jag vet ... (griter i hinderna)

KERSTIS MODER (in frin fonden)
Ar kronan funnen?

LANSMAN O, nej!

MODERN O! (betraktar Kersti, som ricker fram
hinderna mot handklovarna, dem Brita hiller fram mot
henne; skriker) O!

(i ‘Dérpd tar Modern upp en sax och /elz'pper Kerstis har,
vilket hon kastar it Brita, som uppfingar det och Iuktar
pé det, som om det luktade gott. Modern rycker slijan
och brudsmyckena av Kersti och kastar en halsduk jver
hennes huvud.)

MATS (in frin fonden; stannar framfor Kersti och

betraktar henne forvinad) Vem ir det?

BRITA Se, noga!

MATS (betraktar Kersti noggrannare) Hon ir lik
nagon!

BRITA Se noga!

MATS Jag kanner henne icke!

BRITA Give du aldrig kéint henne!

MATS Se, 5gonen iro borta! Men munnen, den vackra
munnen ... och den lilla hakan ... Nej, det ir inte hon!
(vénder ryggen till och fir se luckan ppen) Vad ir dir? 1

star som kring en grav!

BRITA Det ir en grav!

PASTOR Say no more! I know.... (putting his hands to
his face and weeping) God have mercy on us!

SOLDIER (entering from the rear)
Have you found the crown?

SHERIFF Not that, but....

SOLDIER Enough! I know.... (begins to weep, with his
hands to his face)

KERSTI'S MOTHER (entering from the rear)
Have you found the crown?

SHERIFF No, no!

MOTHER Oh! (she looks hard at Kersti, who is holding
out her hands to meet the handcuffs, which Brita puts on
her. Screaming) Oh!

(: Snat[hing up a pair 0f shears, she cuts yﬁr Kersti hair
and throws it to Brita, who catches it and sniffs at it as if
enjoying its odour. The mother then strips her daughter of
the veil and other bridal ornaments. At last she throws a
shawl over her head.)

MATS (entering from the rear, stops in front of Kersti and
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looks at her in surprise) Who is that?

BRITA Look well!

MATS (looking more closely ar Kersti) She reminds me
of somebody!

BRITA Look well!

MATS I don’t know her.

BRITA Grant God you never had!

MATS The eyes are different.... But the mouth—that
sweet mouth—and the little chin.... No, it is not she!
(he turns away from Kersti and catches sight of the open
trap-door) What's that? You are standing here as if it
Were a grave....

BRITA It is a grave!

MATS Vad ligger dir?
BRITA Allt! allt vad virde hade i dite liv!

MATS D4 ir det lillen! ... Vem har gjort mig detta?
BRITA Hon, hon och hon!
MATS Det ir osant!

(Alla de som varit ute har nu ljudlost samlats i

bakgrunden.)

BRITA Det ir sant!
MATS Ljugerska!
SOLDATEN (%] Brita) Ljugerska av 16gnarslike!

MATS SLAKTINGAR (samlar sig till vinster om
Kersti ) Légnarslikt, tjuvars att, du, du!

KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR (samlar sig till hoger)
Du, du!

PRASTEN Frid! Frid! I Herrans namn!
ALLA Frid!

LANSMAN Ingen ginge dom i forvig!
ALLA Latom oss hora!

LANSMAN Vem kirar?

ALLA Vem kirar?

BRITA Jag, Brita Lisa Larsson

ALLA Brita Lisa Larsson kirar. Mot vem?

BRITA Mot Kersti Margreta Hansdotter !

ALLA Mot Kersti Margreta Hansdotter ! ... Sig
kiromaler!

BRITA Brud ir skimd, ginge fran krona!
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MATS Of what?

BRITA Of everything—everything that made your life
worth while!

MATS That means the little one! — Who did it?
BRITA She, and she, and she!
MATS It is not true!

(All who were in the room at the beginning and who left
to look for the crown, have gradually returned, and are
now crowded together in the background, no one saying a
word or making the least noise.)

BRITA It is true!
MATS You liar!
SOLDIER (0 Brita) You liar born of liars!

MATS’S RELATIVES (gathering on the left side of
Kersti) You liar born of thieves and liars! That’s you!

KERSTYI'S RELATIVES (gathering on her right side)
No, that’s you!

PASTOR Peace! Peace! In the name of the Lord!
ALL Peace.

SHERIFF No one must be condemned untried!
ALL Let us hear!

SHERIFF Who brings the charge?

ALL Who brings the charge?

BRITA I, Brita Lisa Larsson.

ALL Brita Lisa Larsson brings the charge. Against

whom?
BRITA Against Kersti Margaret Hansdaughter.

ALL Against Kersti Margaret Hansdaughter! — What
is the charge?

BRITA If bride be spoiled, the crown is forfeit!



KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR Bevis, bevis!
BRITA Tu vittnen iro fullgod!

MATS SLAKTINGAR Tu vittnen iro fullgod!
KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR Vi ligga jiv!
LANSMAN Icke obeskedligen jiva!

BRITA Nu ligge mé foster 4 16n; varder det dott,
miste moder livet!

MATS SLAKTINGAR Miste livet!

KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR (767 sig hotande mot Mats
sliktingar) Hut, gd hem!
MATS SLAKTINGAR Hut!

KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR Usel man och argt sinne
vet ¢j han sjilv ir felfull! — Mats har felet!

MATS SLAKTINGAR Mars har icke felet!
KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR Mats har felet, enir han
gjorde girningen.

MATS SLAKTINGAR (med lyfia hinder)

Vilken girning? Spérj Kersti!

KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR Sporjom!

LANSMAN (#il/ Kersti) Har du driipt barnet?

KERSTI Jag har!

MATS SLAKTINGAR Horen det!
KERSTIS SLAKTINGAR Ve oss!
MATS SLAKTINGAR Héren det!

MATS (som stitt begrundande vid spisen med ryggen it
alltsammans, kastar nu av sig brudgumsstassen pd golvet;
stdr still ett Ggonblick; dirpd rusar han galen upp pi
gubbarnas bord, ut genom spelmdinnens glugg.)

KERSTI’S RELATIVES And your evidence?

BRITA Two witnesses make valid evidence.

MATS’ RELATIVES Two witnesses make valid evidence!
KERSTI’S RELATIVES We challenge them!
SHERIFF No challenging without good cause!

BRITA “If unmarried woman puts away child that
comes to its death, the life of the Mother shall be forfeit!”

MATS’ RELATIVES Her life is forfeit!

KERSTY’S RELATIVES (drawing closer with
menacing gestures) Hey, go home!

MATS’ RELATIVES Hub!

KERSTI’S RELATIVES Empty-headed men and
meanly tempered never know that they are far from
faultless. — The fault is Mats’!

MATS’ RELATIVES The fault is not Mats’!

KERSTI’S RELATIVES The fault is his who did the
deed!

MATS’ RELATIVES (with raised fists)
What deed? You had better ask Kersti!

KERSTI’S RELATIVES Ask her!

SHERIFF (o Kersti) Did you kill the child?
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KERSTI I did!

MATS’ RELATIVES There you hear!

KERSTI'S RELATIVES God have mercy!

MATS’ RELATIVES Now you can hear!

MATS (has been standing at the fireplace lost in thought,
with his back ro the rest. Suddenly he tears off everything
that indicates his character of bridegroom. After a brief
moment of hesitation, he leaps like mad on the table in the
rear and disappears through the opening where the fiddlers

were seated before.)

Hur kiicke var det da, hur lett ir det nu! Kersti lilla! den
lille sover i skogen!

PRASTEN (griter i hinderna; sedan ber han vid Gppna
luckan)

“Herre min!

Giv de déde ro,

trést it dem som leva!”

(Alla gor en tyst bon bakom banden, sisom nir Fader Vir
lises tyst i kyrkan eller vid graven.)

Herren vilsigne eder och bevare eder!
ALLA (gritande i hinderna) Amen!

(De gir ut, tysta och sirjande. Nir scenen blivit tom, men
Kersti sitter kvar ensam, stinger Linsman fonddirrarna i
lds, sedan spelminnens glugg.

Da hores ett din i spisen som av dskan. Kersti far upp

Jorskriickt.)

FORSKARLEN (syns i kvarnhjulet)

“Jag forhoppas, jag forhoppas, att din forlossare lever!”

(Kersti pa kni med uppriickta, fingslade hinder. Vita
barnet fram bakifrin spisen; har en korg med granris och
blommor. Forskarlen tystnar och ﬁirsvinner Vita barnet
stror forst framfor sig granris, s att det bildar liksom en
gangstig fram till luckan. Nér han kommit fram till denna
stror han blommor ner genom luckan. Glasharmonikan
hirs, liknande klockringning.

Diirpd gér han bakom Kersti, som inte ser honom och
ligger sina hinder sakta Gver hennes huvud och ser uppir
héijden som om han bad Kersti ansikte, som forut uttryckt
Jfortvivian, ser nu lugnt och lyckligt ut.)

Rida.

The joy that was mine has been turned into woe!
Kersti dearest, Baby sleeps in the forest!

PASTOR (who has been weeping silently, with his hands
covering his face, goes to the open trap-door and prays)
“To the dead

Give peace, O Lord,

And console The living!”

(All bend their heads, shade their faces with one hand,
and pray in silence, as the custom is when the Lord’s
Prayer is read in a Swedish church or at a grave.)

May the Lord bless you and protect you!
ALL (with their faces buried in their hands) Amen!

(Everybody leaves silently and sadly. When Kersti alone
remains, the Sheriff locks the doors in the rear. Then he

Jfastens the shutters covering the opening where the fiddlers
were seated.

From the fireplace is heard a loud noise as of thunder.)

NECK (appears in the water-wheel with bis fiddle)

“Tam hoping, I am hoping that thy Redeemer still liveth.”

(Kersti is kneeling on the floor with her handcuffed arms
raised toward heaven. The Child in white enters from
bebind the ﬁreplace with a basket ﬁdl qf spruce branches
and flowers.The Neck stops singing and disappears. The
Child in white strews the spruce branches on the floor so
that a green Imth is fyrmm’ to the edge 0f the l‘mp-daon
When he has reached this, he drops flowers into the hole,
Sfrom which the bell-like notes of the harmonica are heard.

Unseen by Kersti, he goes up to her, places his hands

on her head and stands still with upturned face as if in
prayer. The face of Kersti, which until then has shown deep
despair, assumes an expression of quiet happiness.)
Curtain.

English translation: Edwin Bjorkman
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