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Characters (in order of appearance): 
 
Aase    A farmer’s widow 
Peer    Her son 
Ingrid   A farmer’s daughter 
Solveig   A new settler’s daughter 
The Boyg   A voice in the dark 
The Mountain King King of the Trolls 
Doctor    
Anitra   Daughter of a Bedouin chief 
The Recycler   
 
  
Peer Gynt was first performed at the Roof Garden Theatre in June, 2015, 
with the following cast: 
 
Emma Blackman    Solveig/Troll/The Recycler 
Rosamund Hine   Aase/Troll/The Recycler 
Avita Jay    Ingrid/Troll/Doctor/Anitra/The Recycler 
Ed Sheridan   Peer 
Paul Tonkin   The Mountain King/The Recycler 
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Scene One 
A wooded hillside near Aase’s farm 
 
 
AASE: Peer, you’re lying! 
PEER: No, I’m not! 
AASE: Shame on you! Lying like this to your mother. First, you run off to 

hunt in the mountains for weeks. Then you come home, with your 
clothes torn, you’ve lost your gun, you’ve lost your meat! And now 
you expect me to believe all these idiotic hunting stories? Fine, go 
on then, tell me, where did you see this reindeer? 

PEER: I smelt him in the wind. 
AASE: Of course you did. 
PEER: I crawled quietly on my stomach, hid behind the boulder, until I 

could see him… Oh, mother, you never saw such a fat and lustrous 
reindeer! 

AASE: No, I’m sure I haven’t.  
PEER: Bang! I shot him and he fell down like thunder on snow. I straddled 

his back, grabbed his left ear and was about to stab him with my 
knife, when the ugly brute sprang up on his feet like lightning and 
started screaming! He tossed his head and pinned me with his antlers 
to his loins and rode like a bullet. 

AASE: (involuntarily) Oh, dear god! 
PEER: All of a sudden, a bird flew out of the rocks just by the reindeer’s 

hoof. The reindeer reared on his hind legs and jumped up into space 
with me on top of him. Behind us, the giant mountain, below us, a 
bottomless abyss! First, we hurtled through the clouds, then we 
sliced across a flock of seagulls, dispersing them into every 
direction. Down we fell with increasing speed. Far beneath, 
something whitish gleamed. It looked like a reindeer’s belly… 
Mother, it was our reflection coming towards us with the same 
insane speed that we were coming towards it. 

AASE: (gasping for air) Peer, dear God, tell me quickly what happened. 
PEER: Reindeer from above and reindeer from below. Clashing and 

spreading foam everywhere. We plunged, we gasped, we choked. 
Mother, I don’t know how, but somehow we managed to reach the 
northern shore. The reindeer swam and I held tight and… well, here 
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I am! 
AASE: And you didn’t break your neck? No fractured ribs or splintered 

shins? Oh, you have a hole in your trousers. Still, such a minor thing 
compared to what could have happened to you from such a terrible 
fall. 

 
She suddenly stops, stares at him wide eyes, open mouthed and speechless  
Then she suddenly starts shouting 
 

 Oh, you evil liar! Such lies! It all suddenly came back to me. I 
remember this story from my childhood. This is Gudbrand Glesne’s 
story, not yours!   

PEER: If it could happen to him, it could happen to me as well! Things can 
happen more than once.  

AASE: That’s the way you spend your days, building castles in the sky, 
inventing and imagining. Talking so much rubbish, that I don’t know 
what is true and what isn’t anymore. 

PEER: If somebody else would talk to me in such a way, I’d beat the 
daylight out of them. 

AASE: (crying) I wish I were dead! Even my tears don’t affect him. Peer, 
you’re lost and you always will be. 

PEER: My dear and beautiful little mother, everything you say is true, but 
don’t be mad! Be happy! 

AASE: Shut up when your mother is talking to you! How can I be happy 
with such a pig of a son? It’s so sad that a poor, defenceless, 
unwanted widow like me should have to hang her head in shame. 
Look at our house. Half the windows are broken, stuffed with rugs, 
and every month, the bailiff comes!  

PEER: Stop whining, dear ugly, little, old mother. Just wait and see. The 
whole village will honour you. Just wait until I do something. 
Something really big!  

AASE: (snorts) You?! 
PEER: Who knows what will happen!  
AASE: I’d be impressed if you could even fix your trousers! 
PEER: I will be king! An emperor! 
AASE: Oh, heaven help me. 
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PEER: I will! Just give me time. 
AASE: Oh yes, I’ve heard that one before! 
PEER: You’ll see! 
AASE: You belong in the madhouse! It’s true that something good could 

have come of you, but you’ve lost yourself in your web of lies. You 
know, Ingrid fancied you. You could have won her over, had you 
wooed her. 

PEER: Really? 
AASE: (starts to cry again) That golden girl is rich. If you would have set your 

mind to it, you could have been a handsome groom instead of a dirty 
tramp. 

PEER: (briskly) Come on then. A-wooing we will go. 
AASE: Silly boy, you’ve missed your chance! 
PEER: Why? 
AASE: Whilst you were out hunting in the mountains and flying on 

reindeers, Mads Moen went and got the girl. 
PEER: What? But he’s a joke! Come on, let’s go. 
AASE: Don’t bother. The wedding’s tomorrow. 
PEER: Good! I’ll be there tonight! 
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Scene Two 
At the Wedding 
INGRID is dancing her wedding dance, as PEER shows up 
 
 

INGRID: Great, just what we need. Here comes Peer Gynt to liven 
things up. Nobody invited you to my wedding, Peer. And 
nobody believes anything you say, anyway.  

PEER: Come on, you’re up for a dance, aren’t you? 
INGRID: I am not! 
PEER: You know you want to. 
INGRID: I would rather dance with a corpse! 
PEER: (shouts out) Where are all the single girls? 
  
SOLVEIG enters 

  
 What an adorable girl. So beautiful. So meek. Will you 

dance with me? 
SOLVEIG: Father says I shouldn’t get too far away. 
PEER: Father says! Father says! How old are you? 
SOLVEIG: Are you making fun of me? 
PEER: You’re such a baby. What’s your name? It’ll be easier to 

talk if I know what to call you. 
SOLVEIG: Solveig. And what’s your name? 
PEER: Peer. Peer Gynt.  
SOLVEIG: (withdrawing her hand) Oh, no! 
PEER: What happened? 
SOLVEIG: My tights are falling. I have to fix it. 
  
SOLVEIG walks away 
  
INGRID: Come on, Peer. Since you’re here, you might as well have a 

drink! 
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PEER: No. 
INGRID: Just a shot. 
PEER: Fine. I’ll have a swig. (he drinks) 
INGRID: Here, have another one.  
PEER: No. 
INGRID: Come on, don’t be an idiot. Drink up, Peer! 
PEER: Go on, give it here. (he drinks again) 
INGRID: Right, I better be off. 
PEER: Are you scared of me, girl? 
INGRID: Who isn’t? We all know what you can be like. 
PEER: Trust me, you’ve seen nothing yet. I can fly in the air on a 

horse. 
INGRID: Please, Peer. Do fly. 
PEER: You don’t need to beg. I’ll fly over everyone in this town. 

Wait and see! 
INGRID: Peer, it’s not too late for us to fly away together!  
  
SOLVEIG enters 

  
PEER: Solveig, I’m so glad you’ve come back! (he grabs her wrist) 

Now I will swing you and spin you! 
SOLVEIG: Let go of me! 
PEER: Why? 
SOLVEIG: You’re drunk! 
PEER: Come on, little girl, don’t be stubborn! 
SOLVEIG: I said no! 
PEER: Are you embarrassed because I look like a tramp? 
SOLVEIG: you don’t look like a tramp at all. 
PEER: I do, and I have been drinking. But I did it on purpose 

because you hurt my feelings. Come on. 
SOLVEIG: Please let me go.  
PEER: No! (In a threatening tone) I can turn myself into a troll, and I 
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will come to your bedside at midnight tonight. If you hear 
someone hissing and spitting, don’t just think it’s the cat. It 
will be me, my dear! I’ll drain your blood into a cup, and 
I’ll eat your little sister up. (suddenly changes his tone and begs 
her in anguish) Dance with me, Solveig! 

SOLVEIG: That was horrible! 
PEER: Last chance! (She shrugs so he goes to Ingrid and picks her up on 

his shoulder) Come on then! Let’s go! 
  
They exit as AASE enters and goes to SOLVEIG 

  
AASE: Is that son of mine here? He’s got a good thrashing coming 

to him! Wait until I get his trousers down. (shouts) Peer!  
SOLVEIG: He’s run off with the bride! 
AASE: The monster! I hope you fall and die! (shrieks in terror) 

Watch your step! The whole town will be out to get him. 
But I won’t let them. I can’t live without him. We stuck 
together through thick and thin. I’m sure you’ve heard all 
about my husband’s drinking, throwing away our money 
like dirt. While I sat at home with my little Peer… The only 
thing we could do was try and not think about it. So we 
took to fairytales of princes and trolls and enchanted beasts 
and stolen brides. But he’s a good boy. He can fly on 
reindeer. He can do anything he wants to do. Wait and see! 
If he lives long enough, he will do something great. 

SOLVEIG: Tell me more. 
AASE: (dries her eyes) About my son? 
SOLVEIG: Yes, tell me everything. 
AASE: (smiles and holds her head high) Everything? You’ll get bored. 
SOLVEIG: You’ll get bored of telling it long before I get bored of 

listening. 
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Scene Three 
Up in the Mountains 
PEER enters with INGRID on his shoulder and places her down 
 
 
INGRID: You lied to me! 
PEER: Stop whining. This is where we go our separate ways. 
INGRID: What we did will forever bind us together. 
PEER: Memories are a waste of time. All women are a waste of 

time. Except one. 
INGRID: Which one? 
PEER: Not you. 
INGRID: Who is she, then? 
PEER: Go! Go back to your fiance! 
INGRID: My dearest, sweetest… 
PEER: Oh, shut up! 
INGRID: You can’t mean what you’re saying. 
PEER: I can and do! 
INGRID: You seduce me and then you leave me? 
PEER: And what do you have to offer me? Are you adorable and 

meek?  
INGRID: No, but Peer… 
PEER: Is there modesty in your eyes? 
INGRID: No, but… 
PEER: Can you turn me down? 
INGRID: Have you lost your mind? 
PEER: Does the sun shine whenever I see you? Well? 
INGRID: You do realise that if you leave me now, they will hang you. 
PEER: All right. 
INGRID: And if you stay with me, you will be rich and respected. 
PEER: I can’t afford that. 
INGRID: (cries) You seduced me! 
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PEER: You wanted it. 
INGRID: I was desperate. 
PEER: I was drunk! 
INGRID: You’re going to pay for this! 
PEER: Any price will be a cheap price to pay. 
INGRID: Fine. We’ll see who will have the last laugh. 
  
INGRID exits, he shouts to her 

  
PEER: Memories are a waste of time. All women are a waste of 

time. 
INGRID: Except one. 
PEER: Yes, except one. 
  
He is left alone on stage 
  
 The whole village is out to get me! They’ve armed 

themselves with sticks and guns. Word has spread quickly. 
Peer Gynt is on the run. This is life! I feel as strong as a bear!  

  
He leaps up and down, striking up the air 
He bumps into something in the dark and picks up a branch 

  
 Who is there? Answer me! Who are you? 
VOICE: Myself. 
PEER: Get out of my way! 
VOICE: Go around, Peer. There’s enough room. 
  
He tries to go another direction but is blocked by something 

  
PEER: Who are you? 
VOICE: Myself. Can you say the same? 
PEER: I can say what I like. Who are you? 
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VOICE: Myself. 
PEER: You’re annoying me with your stupid response. Fine. What 

are you? 
VOICE: I am the great Boyg! 
PEER: Oh are you? Now I get it. Get out of my way, Boyg. 
VOICE: Go around, Peer! 
PEER: No, I will go through! (He stabs the Boyg) There. I killed it. (He 

tries to go on but is blocked again) Is there more than one of you? 
VOICE: The Boyg, Peer Gynt. The one and only.  
  
PEER starts punching the air 

  
PEER: He’s everywhere. I’m surrounded. Let me see you! What on 

earth are you? 
VOICE: The Boyg! 
PEER: Hit me back! 
VOICE: The Boyg does not hit! 
PEER: Fight me! Come on! 
VOICE: The Boyg wins without fighting. 
PEER: Use force! 
VOICE: The Great Boyg wins by doing nothing. Go around! 
  
PEER keeps on fighting with the air until he passes out 
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Scene Four 
In the Hall of the Mountain King 
The TROLLS surround PEER’s unconscious body and dance around it, by the end of the dance, 
PEER is captured and held in front of the MOUNTAING KING 
 
 

MOUNTAIN KING: So you want to marry the daughter of the King of trolls? 
PEER: Your daughter and your kingdom as dowry, of course. 
MOUNTAIN KING: And how will you treat her? Will you hit her? 
PEER: That would be unheard of. Princes don’t go around 

beating women. 
MOUNTAIN KING: You’re a prince? 
PEER: Indeed I am. 
MOUNTAIN KING: You’re not dressed like a prince. 
PEER: And your castle looks like an ugly pile of rubble. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Ahh, yes. You must remember that for us trolls, 

everything has two meanings. Black seems white and foul 
seems fair. Big seems little and dirty seems clean. But 
wait. There are certain promises you have to make too. 
First, you must swear to forget all about the world outside 
this mountain.  

PEER: If I become king, it’s worth it. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Now let’s put your wits to the test. Can you crack this 

riddle-nut? What is the difference between a troll and a 
man? 

PEER: As far as I can see, no difference whatsoever.  
MOUNTAIN KING: That’s true. There are many similarities, but morning is 

morning and night is night, so there is a difference after 
all. I’ll tell you what it is. Out there, under the sky, people 
tell each other “be true to yourself”. For us, Trolls, living 
here, it’s “look after yourself”. Do you understand the 
difference? 

PEER: Not really. 
MOUNTAIN KING: ‘To hell with the world’. That motto must be tattooed on 

your forehead.  
PEER: Well, but… 
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MOUNTAIN KING: It must, if you want to be king here. 
PEER: Alright. It’s not like I could see my forehead. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Next you must get rid of your clothes. And you must have 

a tail. I will get you my spare. 
PEER: No way. You’re trying to make a fool of me.  
MOUNTAIN KING: You can’t marry my daughter with a bare bottom! 
PEER: You’re turning men into beasts. 
MOUNTAIN KING: You’re wrong. I’m only trying to turn you into a suitable 

suitor for my daughter. 
PEER: Well, they say that being a man is meaningless. One 

should make some concessions to fashion. Tie away! 
MOUNTAIN KING: You’re a very cooperative fella. 
PEER: What next? Will I have to give up my faith? 
MOUNTAIN KING: Naaa, you’re welcome to keep that. Faith is free, we 

charge no fee. A troll is recognisable by his outside. As 
long as you look the part, you can believe whatever you 
fancy. But now we’re done with business, let’s dance! 

  
Music 
The TROLLS dance 

  
 Do you like it? Don’t be afraid. Tell me what you see. 
PEER: Something horribly ugly. Cows gyrating to dreadful 

noise.  
MOUNTAIN KING: You still have human eyes and ears. And so, my son, I 

must do what I can to cure your peculiar human traits. 
PEER: How will you do that? 
MOUNTAIN KING: I’ll make a small cut in your left eye so that you’ll see 

awry. Everything you will see will be rich and wondrous. 
And then I’ll take your right eye out. 

PEER: Have you lost your mind? 
MOUNTAIN KING: Think how much pain and suffering you’ll save yourself. 

Don’t forget that the eyes are the source of the bitter tears.  
PEER: True, so when will the eyesight heal and become human 
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again? 
MOUNTAIN KING: Never, my friend. 
PEER: I see, well, thank you very much. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Where are you going? 
PEER: Away. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Stop. I’m afraid getting in here is easy, but the gates don’t 

open outward. 
PEER: Are you going to keep me here by force? 
MOUNTAIN KING: Don’t be stupid, prince Peer. You are a natural troll. And 

surely that’s what you want. 
PEER: Of course I do, I’m happy to give things up for a bride 

and a kingdom. But there’s a limit. I’ve accepted the tail, 
that’s true, but I can take it off whenever I want to. I’ve 
thrown away my old clothes, but they were old and torn 
and what’s stopping me from putting them back on again. 
I can also quickly stop living your trollish way of life. But 
to know I can never go free or die a respectable human 
death? To be stuck as a troll for the rest of my life? That’s 
something I can never agree to.  

MOUNTAIN KING: I am losing my temper now. Do not mess with me, you 
buffoon! Do you know who I am? First, you do all sorts 
of things to my daughter… 

PEER: That’s a lie.  
MOUNTAIN KING: You will have to marry her!  
PEER: Are you accusing me of… 
MOUNTAIN KING: You can’t deny you lusted after her. 
PEER: So what if I did? 
MOUNTAIN KING: You humans are all the same. You’re happy to accept 

your feelings but won’t admit guilt unless you’ve actually 
done it physically. You think that lust doesn’t matter? 
You’ll soon see! 

PEER: You won’t catch me with your lies.  
MOUNTAIN KING: Peer, before the year is over, you will be a father. 
PEER: Open the door and let me out! 
MOUNTAIN KING: Very well, prince Peer, as you wish. But one thing is for 
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certain. What’s done is done. Mongrels like your son 
grow at a fearful speed. 

PEER: You’re wasting your time on me. I’m not a prince, and 
I’m broke! 

  
PEER escapes  
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Scene Five 
AASE’s room  
AASE is lying in bed, her hands moving restlessly on the cover 
 
 
AASE: Oh, God. Is he not going to come? I still have so much to say to him 

and there’s no time to lose. 
PEER: (enters) Mother! 
AASE: You’ve made it, dear boy. But you shouldn’t have come. You know 

they’re all after you.  
PEER: I had to come and see you. 
AASE: Ach, Peer. I don’t have much time. I’m dying. When you see my eyes 

glazing, you must gently close them. Remember to order a coffin, but 
make sure it’s a good one. Oh, I almost forgot… 

PEER: Shut up, mother. There’ll be time for all of that.  
AASE: Look, Peer. They’ve taken everything. 
PEER: It’s my fault, I know. Don’t remind me. 
AASE: You? No. It’s the drink. You were drunk, my dear boy. You didn’t 

know what you were doing, and it was just after your flight on the 
reindeer. No wonder your head was all over the place. 

PEER: Let’s forget about that. We’ll talk about other things. Let’s not talk 
about the things that hurt us. Remember how you used to sit beside me 
and tell stories and sing songs? 

AASE: Do you remember when your father would go away, we would pretend 
the rug was a sledge and the floor was a fjord? 

PEER: We would ride to the castle west of the moon and the castle east of the 
sun. 

AASE: I sat on that box. 
PEER: You kept turning around as we rode and asked me if I was cold. God 

bless you, my dear ugly mother, you loved me so much. Now let’s sing 
a song. 

AASE: No, get the prayer book. I want to go. 
PEER: Nonsense. In the great big castle, the king is giving a feast. Relax on the 

sledge, mother and I’ll drive us there. 
AASE: Dear Peer, am I even invited? 



©	2015	 	 info@sebastianrex.co.uk	17	

PEER: Of course, we both are! 
AASE: Peer, what is that ringing noise? 
PEER: It’s the sleigh bells, mother! 
AASE: No, it’s more hollow than that. 
PEER: It’s the fjord below. 
AASE: But, Peer, I can hear someone gasping for air. 
PEER: It’s just the wind in the trees, mother. Sit still now. 
AASE: I can see a light in the distance. Where is it coming from? 
PEER: It’s coming from the castle. Can you hear them dancing? 
AASE: Yes. 
PEER: The gatekeeper will take his hat off and offer us wine. 
AASE: Wine? Are there cakes too? 
PEER: Oh yes, so many. And the queen is preparing sweets. 
AASE: The queen? Could I speak to her? 
PEER: As much as you like, you’re her equal here. 
AASE: What a fancy celebration to take little old me to. But drive carefully. 

This journey is making me weak. 
PEER: I can see the castle. Our journey will be over soon. 
AASE: I might just rest my eyes, and leave it to you, son. 
PEER: There’s a huge crowd cueing at the castle gate. But here come Peer 

Gynt and his mother. What’s that? You won’t let mother in? Dear Sir, 
you will never find someone as good as her. Here we go, here comes the 
Lord. (deep voice) Enough with your silly bureaucracy. Let mother Aase 
through. (laughs loudly and turns to his mother) I knew that was going to 
happen. Why are you so silent, mother? It’s me, Peer. Talk to me. Have 
you lost your mind? Don’t stare at me with your glazed eyes. (closes 
Aase’s eyes) Thank you, dear mother, for everything you’ve done for me. 
Thrashings and kisses alike. But now you must thank me also (presses his 
cheek against her mouth) There. That was my fare for the drive. 

  
AASE dies 

  
 This is it. I have no mother now to lay my table and bring me food. I 

want warm clothes? I must kill a reindeer. I want my own house? I 
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must build it. I’ll build something marvellous. With a tower and the 
finest glass. (he laughs contemptuously) Bloody lies. There I go again. I’m 
an outlaw! A fugitive. A hut with a decent roof is enough to keep out 
the rain. And I must have a lock. A lock to keep out all the bad 
thoughts. They come after dark. “Open up, Peer Gynt! Do you think 
nails and planks can shut out bad thoughts?” 

  
SOLVEIG enters 
  
SOLVEIG: Please don’t send me away. 
PEER: Aren’t you afraid to come near me? 
SOLVEIG: I have been dreaming about you. Everything your mother has 

told me grew and multiplied in my dreams. The nights were 
heavy and the days empty. My life seemed to come to an end. I 
couldn’t laugh or cry. I had to come and find you. 

PEER: But your father? 
SOLVEIG: I have no more mother or father. I have left them. 
PEER: My beautiful Solveig. To come to me? 
SOLVEIG: Yes. All for you. You must be my entire life now.  
PEER: And you know that if anyone finds me, they may kill me! 
SOLVEIG: When I was on my way here and asked for directions, when they 

asked ‘where are you going?’ I said, ‘home’. 
PEER: Are you sure? For the rest of your life? 
SOLVEIG: The road I’ve taken does not lead back.  
PEER: You’re really mine! I can’t believe it! My little princess! Found 

and won! Now I shall build a palace for us. 
  
MOUNTAIN KING enters with an ugly child 
  
MOUNTAIN KING: Good evening, Prince Peer. 
PEER: Who are you? 
MOUNTAIN KING: An old friend. I live nearby. Your neighbour.  
PEER: Well, I’m in a bit of a rush… 
MOUNTAIN KING: As always. Have you forgotten that night drinking with 
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me? 
PEER: What are you talking about? When did we meet? 
MOUNTAIN KING: We last met when we first met. (to the child) Give your 

father a drink. He looks thirsty to me. 
PEER: Father? You’re drunk! Are you trying to say… 
MOUNTAIN KING: Can’t you recognise a pig by its skin? Look at him. 

Can’t you see he’s crippled in his leg? The same way 
you’re crippled in your soul? 

PEER: You expect me to believe that… 
MOUNTAIN KING: Are you denying it? 
PEER: That ugly runt? 
MOUNTAIN KING: I told you he’ll grow up quickly. 
PEER: You ugly troll, don’t you dare flog him off on me. 
MOUNTAIN KING: If you want to see us beautiful, all you have to do is get 

rid of that girl. Kick her out of your house and out of 
your heart and we will be beautiful again.  

PEER: I’ll smash your head in! 
MOUNTAIN KING: I’m not scared of you, Peer Gynt. I will send my 

daughter here every day. She’ll open the door and look 
inside. When you’re sitting with her by the fire, 
fondling her, kissing her, loving here. Your wife will be 
there too and claim her stake. They will both share you. 
And it’s all the result of dream and desire! I feel sorry 
for you. 

PEER: It’s a lot worse for another. Oh, my pure innocent 
Solveig! 

MOUNTAIN KING: It’s always the innocent who suffer. 
  
He trudges off into the wood with the Child 

  
PEER: The Boyg said: Go around. It seems like it’s time for me to do just 

that. My castle, which I nearly held has come crashing down and 
suddenly my world is ugly and happiness is over. Go around, boy! 
What a waste of my life! He’s gone now. Out of sight, but not out of 
mind. Those thoughts will keep on following me. Will Ingrid also 
come and spitefully claim to be hugged or held? Go around, boy! I 
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have to get around this one way or another. I must find some way 
around, so that if I gain nothing, at least I won’t lose. One must 
forget!  

SOLVEIG: Are you coming? 
PEER: I’m getting around to it! 
SOLVEIG: What? 
PEER: You must wait. It’s dark and I have to bring something heavy. 
SOLVEIG: I’ll wait! 
PEER: I will have to go far. I will have to go as far as the sea and further 

still and travel for a long time!  
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Scene Six 
Movement Sequence – PEER’s travels 
Peer travels around the world, ending up on a bed in front of a doctor 
 
 

DOCTOR: Who are you? 
PEER: I remember that question. Quite easy. I am myself. 
DOCTOR: The answer to the riddle of life. How astonishing. May I know 

your name? 
PEER: Peer Gynt! 
DOCTOR: Peer Gynt, an allegory! A Norwegian myth! A classic Ibsen play. 

Your coming was foretold. 
PEER: You mean that… 
DOCTOR: Peer Gynt! Profound, mysterious. Each word is a goldmine. You 

can see truth in its highest aspect! 
PEER: What ought a man be? Himself. That’s it. He must live for himself 

and for himself only.  
DOCTOR: Surely you had to pay a heavy price for living like this. 
PEER: I have been travelling for many years. When I first left home, I 

was penniless. Believe me, things were hard. But within ten years 
of hard work, I became a millionaire! 

DOCTOR: what did you trade in? 
PEER: I was mostly a human trafficker and a war profiteer.  
DOCTOR: Oh, my! And what did you do with all your riches? 
PEER: I wanted to travel. I wanted to be emperor! 
DOCTOR: Emperor of where? 
PEER: All over the world. It’s always been my dream, and I had to be 

myself. 
DOCTOR: And what is the Gyntish self? 
PEER: Well, whatever allows me breathe in my unique way and allows 

me exist as the ‘me’ that I am. Look at that toad. Just sitting there 
in the middle of nowhere. Looking out at the world, being himself 
and to hell with the world. ‘To hell with the world’? I remember 
that sentence. Where did I hear it? I probably read it somewhere as 
a child. 
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DOCTOR: And what happened after that? 
PEER: All my possessions were stolen. I found an old robe and wore it 

and I was mistaken for a prophet! 
DOCTOR: A prophet? 
PEER: I was born to be a prophet. I was rich and successful again. 
DOCTOR: And what happened? 
PEER: A woman happened! 
   
The DOCTOR turns into ANITRA, singing and dancing 
  
 Anitra, now dance for me, woman! The prophet wants to forget! 
ANITRA: (dancing) The prophet is good, the prophet is meek. Praise to the 

prophet, he opens paradise for the sinners. 
PEER: You have moved the prophet. I will make you a goddess in 

heaven. 
ANITRA: Impossible, master! I don’t have a soul.  
PEER: That can be arranged. Leave it to me.  
ANITRA: I don’t care too much about a soul. I would rather… 
PEER: What? 
ANITRA: Your beautiful jewellery. 
PEER: Anitra, you beautiful creature. How can I refuse you? I am but a 

man! Come, Anitra. Too much intelligence is folly. Do you know 
the secret of life? 

ANITRA: No, teach me! 
PEER: To be oneself. 
  
He tries to kiss her 

  
ANITRA: Give me the ring on your finger. 
PEER: Take it. I’m young, Anitra. Don’t forget it. Don’t take me too 

seriously. I’m being foolish, which is a sign of youth. 
ANITRA: Alright, you’re young. Do you have any more rings? 
PEER: There. Take them. By god, I’m young. I’ll dance to prove it. 
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ANITRA: You’re sweating, my prophet! Let me carry your heavy bag for 
you.  

PEER: So kind of you. When you’re in love, who cares about 
possessions? You know, Anitra. You remind me of someone. 
Someone I knew a very long time. You look just like her. 

ANITRA: Such a beautiful dance, Prophet! Farewell! 
  
She runs away with his belongings, and becomes the DOCTOR again 
  
PEER: So once again, I was penniless and stranded in the middle of 

nowhere. 
DOCTOR: And what did you do then? 
PEER: Kept travelling. I lived with the apes for a while, then I became an 

archaeologist, travelled all over the world… 
DOCTOR: And back home? 
PEER: I’ve left so long ago, I don’t think I remember anything from 

there. 
  
SOLVEIG, an old woman, enters and sings 

 
SOLVEIG: 

 
The winter may pass and the spring disappear  
The spring disappear  
The summer too will vanish and then the year  
And then the year  
But this I know for certain: you'll come back again  
You'll come back again  
And even as I promised you'll find me waiting then  
You'll find me waiting then  
Oh-oh-oh... 
God help you when wandering your way all alone  
Your way all alone  
God grant to you his strength as you'll kneel at his throne  
As you'll kneel at his throne  
If you are in heaven now waiting for me  
In heaven for me  
And we shall meet again love and never parted be 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And never parted be!   
Oh-oh-oh... 

  
SOLVEIG exits 

  
DOCTOR: So, what are you? 
PEER: I’ve always attempted to be myself.  
DOCTOR: Again, that mysterious word. The Emperor of Knowledge has 

arrived.  
PEER: Emperor? But Doctor… 
DOCTOR: I am not a doctor anymore. I used to be, Peer, can you keep a 

secret? Last night, at 11 o’clock, reason died. 
PEER: Dear God… 
DOCTOR: It’ a terrible tragedy. Particularly for me, in my position. You see, 

up until now, this place used to be a madhouse. 
PEER: A madhouse? How do I get out? 
DOCTOR: I’m afraid getting in here is easy, but the gates don’t open 

outward. Obviously, with reason dying last night, a worldwide 
revolution has began. Those who were regarded as mad became 
sane last night at 11 o’clock. This logically follows that at the 
exact same time all the so-called sane began to go mad. But, the 
emperor is finally here! 

PEER: This honour is too high! 
DOCTOR: This is no time for false modesty! 
PEER: No, I am not the answer! 
DOCTOR: Of course you are! You are the man that solved the greatest riddle 

of life. Who is oneself? 
PEER: That’s just it! I am myself in everything. But here, as far as I can 

see, it’s all a matter of being beside yourself. I think it’s time for 
me to start my journey back home! 
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Scene Seven 
PEER’s village 
Peer is back home, an hold man 
 
 

PEER: Back to my village. Forward or back, it’s equally far. Out or in, it’s 
equally narrow. Go around, said the Boyg. I best do that here too. 
(finds an onion) The most important thing in life is to fill one’s belly. 
Fill it with onions? That won’t get me far. Now then, little Peer. I’m 
going to peel you, and you won’t escape by crying or begging. 
(starts peeling the onion) The outermost layer is old and torn. The next 
layer still tastes of old Peer Gynt, journeying back. The juice is 
gone, if it ever had any. The next layer looks like my time as 
emperor of the mad. Thank you very much, we will throw that away 
without further comments. Now the archaeologist, brief but 
vigorous. The prophet, fresh and juicy, stinks of lies. Here is Peer 
with the apes, so wild and dirty. The layer that comes off so easily 
is the businessman living in luxury. (takes out several layers at once) So 
many layers. Surely I’ll get to the heart of it soon. (he pulls the entire 
onion to pieces) No, there isn’t one. Just a series of shells getting 
smaller and smaller. Nature is witty. 

  
The RECYCLER enters 

  
PEER: Who are you? 
RECYCLER: I am the recycler. You must come to my recycling bin. 
PEER: What for? 
RECYCLER: Why, so I could recycle you, of course.  
PEER: Recycle me? 
RECYCLER: I have instructions from my boss to collect your soul right 

away. 
PEER: You can’t. Not without warning, 
RECYCLER: I’m afraid it’s an old tradition when it comes to births and 

deaths. I don’t often inform the guest of honour in advance.  
PEER: That’s not fair. I’ve never been a real sinner. 
RECYCLER: Exactly. You’re not a sinner at all, which is why you’re spared 

from down below, but to call you ‘good’ would be quite a 
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stretch, so I must recycle you. If you have a broken button, you 
would melt it and recycle it into a new one, no? 

PEER: No. I would throw it away! 
RECYCLER: But you see, the master is thrifty. He never throws away 

worthless objects. You were meant to be a shining button on the 
waistcoat of the world, but you broke and now I must recycle 
you. 

PEER: Well, I refuse to be melted down and absorbed like a molecule 
into someone else’s body? To no longer be Peer Gynt? That’s a 
revolting thought! 

RECYCLER: Mr Gynt, you have never been yourself. 
PEER: Don’t make me laugh. If you could look into my heart you will 

find Peer Gynt, the whole Peer Gynt and nothing but Peer Gynt. 
Let me prove to you that I’ve been myself my whole life. 

RECYCLER: Prove it? How? 
PEER: I’ll get witnesses. 
RECYCLER: Very well. If you wish. But remember, I will meet at the next 

crossroad. 
  
THE RECYCLER 
exits 

 

  
PEER: The next crossroad?! How can I know how much time I have? 

A witness. Where can I find a witness? 
  
The MOUNTAIN KING enters 

  
MOUNTAIN KING: Spare some change for an old man. 
PEER: Sorry, I don’t have any change. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Prince Peer! Well, well, well. Fancy meeting you again. 
PEER: Who are you? 
MOUNTAIN KING: You don’t remember the king of the trolls? 
PEER: You’re not… 
MOUNTAIN KING: I was. Now I beg the streets for food. 
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PEER: A witness! I’m so glad to see you. 
MOUNTAIN KING: I see that your highness has aged since we last met. 
PEER: My dear father in law, let’s not waste time talking about 

the old days and get into family arguments. I was a bit 
wild in those days. 

MOUNTAIN KING: Yes, your highness was young. But the prince was wise 
to turn down his bride. You saved yourself a lot of grief. 
She turned out rotten. 

PEER: Has she? 
MOUNTAIN KING: She has gone to the dogs. And my grandson has taken 

after his father. He had become a fine lad with children 
all over the country.  

PEER: Let’s not worry about any of that. I need your help with a 
sticky situation I’m in. I need a witness. Do you 
remember that night when I came to your palace? 

MOUNTAIN KING: Of course I do. 
PEER: You remember you wanted to slit my eye and distort my 

vision and turn me from Peer Gynt into a troll? What did 
I do? I refused. I need you to swear to that in court. 

MOUNTAIN KING: I can’t do that. 
PEER: What do you mean? 
MOUNTAIN KING: I won’t lie. You put on a tail… 
PEER: Yes, but I refused the final test.  
MOUNTAIN KING: You’ve got it all wrong. 
PEER: What do you mean? 
MOUNTAIN KING: You left us with our motto tattooed on your forehead. 
PEER: What motto? 
MOUNTAIN KING: To hell with the world. Ever since then, you have lived 

your life as a troll.  
PEER: Me? A troll? That’s ridiculous. 
MOUNTAIN KING: Being a troll is more than just having a tail. It’s the spirit 

that matters. It’s believing in ‘to hell with the world’ and 
you are a fine example of that. 

PEER: A troll? Me? 
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MOUNTAIN KING: Most definitely! 
PEER: Are you saying I could have just stayed as king of the 

mountain?  
  
The MOUNTAIN KING exits 

  
 That motto… ‘To hell with the world’. It’s ruined me. 
  
INGRID, an old woman, enters 

  
INGRID: Burn it to the ground! 
PEER: What’s going on over there?  
INGRID: They’re burning Peer Gynt’s old house.  
PEER: Peer Gynt? Who was he? 
INGRID: He was a silly liar. 
PEER: Liar? 
INGRID: He would read stories and pretend they happened to him. 
PEER: And where is he now? 
INGRID: He was left stranded in the desert and died there. 
PEER: Well… poor Peer Gynt was himself to the very last moment.  
INGRID: No, he wasn’t. He was just a myth. 
  
INGRID leaves  
AASE’S GHOST enters 
  
AASE’S GHOST: Well, you’re one hell of a driver! Look where you dropped 

me off. I’m wet and frozen in the middle of nowhere. You 
went the wrong way, Peer. The castle isn’t anywhere near 
here. You call this a send-off? Instead I am here all alone in 
the cold with nothing but the thoughts that you never 
thought, the children you never had! 

PEER: I had one child. He was a monster. 
AASE’S GHOST: The words you should have spoken… The songs you should 

have sung… they were waiting in your heart and you never 
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let them out!  
PEER: Who had time for songs? 
AASE’S GHOST: And the tears you never shed.  
PEER: I shed tears in the mountain and ended up with a tail. 
AASE’S GHOST: The deeds that you left undone. You will pay for all of those 

things. 
PEER: How dare you punish me for things I haven’t done! I was 

being myself! 
AASE’S GHOST: Never.  
  
AASE’S GHOST exits 
  
 I must find someone. Anything but the recycling bin. 
  
THE RECYCLER enters 

  
RECYCLER: So, Peer, have you found your witness? 
PEER: Are we at the crossroad already? That was quick. 
RECYCLER: I can see on your face that you’ve failed.  
PEER: Tell me, what does it mean to ‘be oneself’? 
RECYCLER: That’s an odd question. Particularly coming from a man who 

not long ago said… 
PEER: Just answer the question. 
RECYCLER: To be oneself is to be what you’re meant to be. 
PEER: But what if one never discovers what they’re meant to be? 
RECYCLER: One’s instinct should guide them. 
PEER: But instinct can sometimes lead you astray. 
RECYCLER: Very true.  
PEER: Fine. I abandon the claim that I was myself. I can see that’ll be 

too hard to prove. But I think that I am a sinner. 
RECYCLER: Now we’re back to where we started. 
PEER: Not quite. I mean, I was a big sinner. 
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RECYCLER: I must ask for some proof. 
PEER: Yes, just give me time and I’ll get proof. 
RECYCLER: You have until the next crossroads, but not a step further.  
  
The RECYCLER exits 
SOLVEIG enters, she is blind 

  
PEER: I know her! 
SOLVEIG: (sings) My love’s far away, but he will come home 

His burden is heavy, it will weigh him down 
I am ready for him 
My love’s far away, but he’s not lost 
His burden is heavy, he takes his time 
But I’ll wait for him, for he is mine 

  
SOLVEIG exits  
  
PEER: One who remembered and one who forgot, one who kept what 

the other had lost. And the game can never be played again. A 
shooting star! Greetings from Peer Gynt! Like stars, we burn 
bright for a short moment and then disappear into darkness. What 
a sad state of affairs when a soul comes into this world and leaves 
with nothing. Beautiful earth, don’t be angry with me for having 
trampled on your green grass to no purpose. Beautiful sun, you 
have wasted your warmth and light on a pointless body. An 
empty shell with nothing inside to warm. Apparently, the owner 
of the body was never at home. Life is a terrible price to pay for 
birth. Oh, I was dead long before I died. 

  
The RECYCLER 
enters 

 

  
RECYCLER: Good morning, Mr Gynt. Where is your list of sins? 
PEER: I looked everywhere. 
RECYCLER: Well, time’s run out. 
PEER: Yes. Like everything else. 
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SOLVEIG sings in the distance 

  
 Yes! That’s where I will find my sins. Let me out. 

Your recycling bin is too small for me and my sins. 
  
PEER approaches SOLVEIG 

  
 Please condemn me! Judge the sinner! 
SOLVEIG: He’s here! He’s here! He’s back! 
PEER: List all my sins! 
SOLVEIG: What sins? You’ve done nothing wrong. 
RECYCLER: The list, Peer Gynt? 
PEER: Shout out my guilt! 
SOLVEIG: But why? You’ve turned my life into a song and now you’re 

back again. 
PEER: Then I’m lost.  
  
The RECYCLER takes PEER away 

  
 THE END 

 


