
SIDE 4 - Catherine, Stockmann 

STOCKMANN: Catherine! Tell what’s-her-name there’s still 

some rocks to pick up in here! 

CATHERINE: She’s not finished sweeping up the glass! 

(Another rock breaks the last remaining window pane.) You 

all right?! 

STOCKMANN: (Looking out window.) A little boy. Look at 

him run. How fast the poison spreads--even to the children. 

CATHERINE: It’s hard to believe this is the same town… 

STOCKMANN: I’m going to keep these like sacred relics. I’ll 

put them in my will. I want the boys to have these in their 

homes to look at every day. (Shudders.) Cold in here. Why 

hasn’t what’s-her-name got the glazier here? 

CATHERINE: She’s getting him… 

STOCKMANN: She’s been getting him for two hours. We’ll 

freeze to death in here. 

CATHERINE: (Unwillingly.) He won’t come here, Tom. 

STOCKMANN: No! The glazier’s afraid to fix my windows? 

CATHERINE: You don’t realize… people don’t like to be 

pointed out. He’s got neighbors, I suppose, and… (A knock 

on the door.) Is that someone at the door? (She goes out 

door then returns.) Letter for  you. 

STOCKMANN: What’s this now? 

CATHERINE: I don’t know how we’re going to do any 

shopping with everybody ready to bite my head off… 

STOCKMANN: Well, what do you know! We’re evicted! 

CATHERINE: Oh, no! 

STOCKMANN: He hates to do it, but with public opinion 

what it is… 

CATHERINE: Maybe we shouldn’t have let the boys go to 

school today? 

STOCKMANN: Now don’t get all frazzled again… 

CATHERINE: But the landlord is such a nice man. If he’s got 

to throw us out the town must be ready to murder us! 

STOCKMANN: Just calm down, will you? We’ll go to 

America and the whole thing’ll be like a dream… 

CATHERINE: But I don’t want to go to America… 

(Noticing his pants.) When did this get torn? 

STOCKMANN: Must’ve been last night… 

CATHERINE: Your best pants! 

STOCKMANN: Well, it shows you, that’s all. Man goes out 

to fight for the truth should never wear his best pants. 

(She half-laughs.) Stop worrying, will you? You’ll sew 

them up in no time at all we’ll be three thousand miles 

away… 

CATHERINE: But how do you know it’ll be any different 

there? 

STOCKMANN: I don’t know, it just seems to me in a big 

country like that, the spirit must be bigger. Still, I suppose 

they must have the solid majority there, too? I don’t 

know, at least there must be more room to hide there. 

CATHERINE: Think about it more, will you? I’d hate to 

go half around the world and find out we’re in the same 

place. 

STOCKMANN: You know, Catherine, I don’t think I’m 

ever going to forget the face of that crowd last night. 

CATHERINE: Don’t think about it… 

STOCKMANN: Some of them had their teeth bared, like 

animals in a pack. And who leads them? Men who call 

themselves liberals! Radicals! The crowd lets out one roar 

and where are they--my liberal friends! I bet if I walked 

down the street now not one of them would admit he ever 

met me! It’s hard to believe it’s… Are you listening to me? 

CATHERINE: I was just wondering what we’ll ever do 

with this furniture if we go to America? 

STOCKMANN: Don’t you ever listen when I talk, dear? 

CATHERINE: Why must I listen? I know you’re right. 


