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TTIN CAU]CXBI-..D
ACT I

SCENE 1

-A bedroom ir Reoerend Somuel Pauis' bouse, Salem,
folassacbusetls, ifl tbe Spring oJ tbe year, 1692.
-As the curtah rises ute see ?arris on his kxees, beside a
bed, situated h tbe c. of tbe stdge. Tfis dsugbtet Betty,
oged to, is asleep in it, but tbe beodboard blocks our
oiew oJ ber. lbe slow rlsing oJ ligbt rcoeolitrg tbe scene
sbould imply tbe dowtitg of day. One empbrtic sowce
ol ligbt is ot tbe L., but since tbe st6ge is surrounded by
black oelour [reedom is gioen to ligbt tbe areo as tbe
imagiflaliofl reQuires. lbe ody back drop in all scetes oJ
tbe pl6y is oJ black cwtains at tbe back ard sides of tbe
staqe. Ybe curtairs dt tbe sides of the stage ("\egs") arc
parallel to each other and parallel to tbe ltont of tbe
stdge. Jbere are tbree of tbese curtains ot eacb side ot
thc stage, -411 entrqflces are made between tbese "legs."
,4cross tbe back oJ tbe stage is ore curtain.'|n tro o[
lba curtlifls is a tnistJ bluisb ligbting efiect. tbis can be
ncbieoetl by a pipe ol ligbts directly in lront oJ tbe black
back drop. Rays ol liqbt cat extend sligbtly n. s. to be
used as a defnitioe u, s, border Jor the acting area, Jbis
uakcs tbe black back drop less stdrk ond produces a
sbcct ol ligbt to appear os the back wall of the set. Ibe
.liagrams at tbe erd ol tbe text ol this play sbow tbe ar'
ranqeftrent ol lurniture as used ir the Broadway produc'
tio . 'l,Lhere ent(o11ces are sbown, tbey are also locdted
as llrcy were in tbe Broadway productiox. Botb efltrances
dnd fwniture may be oaried iJ tlbe director wisbes.'h
Llct'l-Scene I there is only oxe ettrance Jrom wbicb
oll ertrances and exits qre fiode. tbis may be establisbed
wltereoer the director urisbes. Jbe mood must be one oJ
bigb nyslery, iffipending reDeloliofl. !'bere will be a
sttaigbt wooden cbair lo tbe Lelt of tbe bed, anotber at
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R. dfld upstdge ol it, afld a ftat-toDped clothes cbest Dbere
convenient. Jhe relatioe placing ol tbese objects depends
.tpotr tbe ocling scbefie, rclber lban upon tbe rc|uire-
ments of tbe florflnl bedroofl idea.'ln any case, tbe ide6
oJ lbis lunitwc is stark, ulilitariar, qtfi bequtilul irr
lbat diect way. ,[ctoss tbe back of tbe stage d cuttqifl
of bl$isb ligbt relieves tbe blackrcss of tbe drapes,'Jt
wil l be possible tor an actor Io sldnd bebifld lbis l i1ht
curtqin, and to be barely pisible to the audience as be
awaits bis entrance. Udil be steps tbrougb ihis cwtaifl
bc will be inactioe, and in efect, trot preseflt in tbe scene.
l1owcuer, entrances may be made directly lrom oflstage
il PrcJerred.
-ls ?arris prays, litubh dppears bebntd tbe ligbt cwtain.
Sbe is bis Negro slaoe, in ber ffties, Sbe besitates belore
entering, tbefl steps itto the ^ctirg area, dpprcaches her
master. glorcing ouet bis back at lhe child on tbe bed.

TITUBA. My Betty be hearty soon?

. - PARRlS.,0ut of here!
TITUBA. My Betty not goin' die .
PARRIS, Out of my sight! Out of my . . . (Iit ba exits bur-
riedly.lle kreels again.lfe is ooercome wilb sobs.) Oh, my God!
God help rne! (Quakhg witb a bodyJul ol fear, and uttering ur'
decipberable syllables ol sots.) Betty. Child. Dear child. Vill you
wake, will you open up your eyes! Betty, little orle . . . (Abigail
Williatns, t7, enters. A strikirgly beautiful gkl, orr orpban, witb
an etdless capacity lor dissembling. l.loru sbe is all worry and
aPPrehensiot and Pr o\riety.)
ABIGAIL. Uncle? Susanna \(allcott's here lrom Doctor Griggs.
PARXJS. Oh2 The doctor. (Risir4.) Let her come, let her come.
ABICAIL. Come in, Susanna. (Susarna 'llallcott, a liltle yo nger
tbar -4bigail, e ers.)
PARRIS. \fhat does the doctor say, child:

'Si13KNa. Dr. Griggs he bid me come ancl tcll you, Rcverend sir,
that he cannot discover no medicine for it in his books.

BABRIS. Then he must search on.
SUSANNA. Aye, sir, he have been searchin'his books since he
left you, sir, but he bid me tell you, that you might look to un-
natural things for the cause of it.
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PISBIS-No-tro. There be no unnatural causes here. Tell him I
have sent for Reverend Hale of Beverly, and Mister Hale will
surely conffrm that. Let him look to medicine, and put out all
thought of unnatural causes here. There be none.
SUSANNA. Aye, sir. He bid me tell you.
ABIGAIL. Speak nothin' of it in the village, Susanna.

. ..IA&RIS-Co directly home and speak nothin' of unnatural causes.
SUSANNA. Aye, sir. I pray for her. (Qoes out.)
ABICAIL. Uncle, the rumor of witchcraft is all about; I think
you'd best go down and deny it yourself. The parlor's packed with
people, sir.-l'll sit with her.

IARRIS. And what shall I say to them? That my daughter and
my niece I discovered dancing like heathen in the forest?l
ABIGAIL. Uncle, we did dance; let you tell them I confessed it.
But thcy're speakin' of witchcraft; Bettl/s not witched.

-P-ARR6--Abigail, I cannot go before the congregation when I
know you have not opened with me. Vhat did you do with her in
the forest?
ABIGAIL. \We did ddnce, Uncle, and when you leaped out of the
bush so suddcnly, Betty was frightened and then she fainted. And
there's the whole of it.
PARRIS. Child. Sit you down.
ABICAIL. I would never hurt Betry, I love her dearly, L . .
P{!31!Now look you, child-l have no desire to punish youi
that will comc in its time. But if you trafficked with spirits in the
forcst, I must know it, for surely rny enemies will, anil they'll ruin
me with it.
ABICAII-. But we never conjured spirits.
PAR$If Then why can she not move herself since midnight?
This child is desperate! It must come out----fly enemies will bring
it .out. Lct me know what you done there. Abigail, do you under-
stand tlrat I have many enemies?
ABICAIL. I know it, Uncle.

_PABIJ!. 
'l'hcre 

is a faction that is sworn ro drive me from my
pulpit. Do you understand that2
ABICAII-. I think so, sir.

-tABjtlg Norv then-in the midst of such disruption, my own
household is cliscovered to be the very center of some obscene
practice. Abominations are done in the forest,
ABIGAII-. It were only sport, Uncle!
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-J{!-RIS. I saw Titrrb:l r,aving her irrns over the ffre wlren I
camc on you; why wcre she doing that? And I heard a screeching
and gibbcrish comin' fr-on her mouth
ABICAII-. Shc alrvays sings her Barbados songs, and we dance.
PAItlt lS. I clnnot l) l inl i what I saw, Abigail-for my cnemies wil l
not blink it. I saw a drcss lying in the grass.
AIIICAII-. A drcss?
PAItlllS. Aye, a clrcss. And I thought I slw a . somcone naked
nrnni q thlorrl l l l  thc trccs!
ABI(IAll,. No onc was nated! You mistatc yoursclf, Unde!
PARRIS. I sirw it! Now tcll me truc, Abigail. Now my ministry,s
at stir l(c; nry ministry and pcrhaps your cousin's l i fe. . . . Vhat-
cvcr ibonlin:rt ion yorr havc done, give mc all of it now, for I dare
not bc ti l( 'n rrnlu'rrc whcn I go bcfore thcm down thcrc.
ABI(lAIl-. l f icrc is nothir ' more. I swcar it, Unclc.
PAIll i lS Abigri l, I havc fought here thrcc long ycars to bend
thesc str'6-nccked pcoplc to me, and nolv, irrst norv whcn thcre
musf be somc goocl respcct for nrc in thc perish, you conrpromisc
my vcry chiractcr. I havc given you I hornc, child, I have put
clothes upon your back-now givc me upright answcr:-your name
in thc town-it is cntirely white/ is it not ?
ABICAIL. Vhy, I am srrre it is, sir, thclc bc no blush about my
name.
PARRIS. Abigail, is there any other causc than you have told me,
for Goody Proctor dischargin' you? It hrs troubled me that you
are now scvcn months out of their horrsc, and in all this time no
othcr farnily Las cvcr c:rl lcd for your .cll icc.
ABIGAIL. They want slaves, not such as I. I-ct them send to
Barbados for that, I will not black my facc for any of them!
(€fier nlrs. iur ?uhun. Sbe is a iruistcd soul ol forty-foe, a
deatb-ridd.et wornaL baunted by dreatns.)
PARRIS. No-no, I cannot have anyonc. Vhy, Coocly Putnarn,
come in.
ANN. It is a marvel. It is surely a strokc of hcll rrpon you.
PARRIS. No, Goody Putnam, it is
ANN. How high did she fly, how high?
PARRIS. Nu-no, she nevcr flew.
ANN. Vhy, it 's surc she did; Mister Coll ins saw her goin, ovcr
lngersoll's barn, and conre down light as bird, he says!

fl

PARRIS. Now, look you, Coody Putnam; she never trler
lhomas Pd*tn, a uell to-lo, bar,l I,anded landomer near frfty.S
Oh, good rnornirg, Nlistcr l lutnant.
PUTNAN4. It is a providelcc thc rhirg is out now! It is a provi_
dence.
PAIiRIS. Vhat's out, sir, what,s ?
PUTNAM. (f.ookin1 down dt Beuy.) \rhy, ber eyes is closed!
Look you, Ann.
ANN. Vhy, that's strange. Ours is open.
PARRIS. Your little Ruth is sick?
ANN. t'd not call it sick, the Devil,s touch is heavier than sick,
it's d(,alD, y'know, it's death drivin, into them forked and hoofed.
PARRIS. Oh, pray nott.Why,bow does your child ail?
ANN. She ails as she must-she never waked this mornine but
her cyes open and she walks, and hears naught, sees naughi and
cannot eat. Hcr soul is takcn, surely.

IYMM, They say you'vc sent for Reverend Hale of Beverly?
PARRIS. A precautiotr olly. He has much experience in all de_
Inonic arts, arrd I
ANN. He has inrlccd, and found a oitcb in Beverly last year, and
Iet yo(r rcnrcr)rl)cr that.
PARRIS. Norv, Coody Ann, they only thought that were a wirch,
and I anr ccrtirin thcre be no elemcnt of witchcraft here.
PU INAM. No witchcraftl Now looli you, Mister parris .
PARIiIS. 'f'homas, 

Thomas, I pray you, leap z,ot to tDitcbcfdlt. I
knorv thlt you, you least of all, Thomas, would ever wish so dis-
aslrous l chlrsc laid rpon me. Ve cannot leap to witchcraft. Thev
r, i l l  lr ' ,r '  I r ' t. our of Salem for such corruption in mv house.
l ' t l l  NAI\I. Now, look you, Mistcr parri i; I have t"kcn you. part
in l l l  con(r'rt ion here, and I would continue; but I cannot if vou
holJ I 'r, l  irr rlr is. Thcre rre hurtfir l, vengeful spirirs layin' hancls
on tl)cso children.
PARIiIS. IJrrt, Thomas, you cannot .
Pu'l NAl\4. Ann! Tell Mister parris what you have done.
ANN. llcvclcnd Parris, I have laid seven babies unbaptized in the
eirrth. l]cl irvc me, sir, you never saw nlore hearty tabies born.
An,l y,.t, ,rclr would wither in my arms rhe very night of their
birth. I havc spoke noth;n,, but my heart has clamored lntimations.
Ard n',rv,_rhi" yelr, my Rrrth, my only-l see hcr turning strange.
A sccr' t child .he h:rs become this ycar, and shrivcls l ike 

"a 
suckilne
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mouth werc pullin' on her life, too. And so I thought to send her
to Your Tituba -

BA.RRIS. To Titubr! \X/hat may Tituba . . . ?
ANN. Tituba knows horv to speak to thc dcad, Mister Parris.
PARRIS. Goody Ann, it is a formidable sin to conjure up trhe dead!
ANN. I take it on my soul, (Risin4.) but who else may surely tell
us what pcrson murdered my babies.
PARRIS. Voman!
ANN. They wcrc murdered, Mister Parris! And mark this prooll
-mark it! Last night my Ruth were cvcr so close to their little
spirits, I know it, sir. For how else is she struck dumb now except
some power of.darkness would stop her morrth! It is a marvellous
sign, Mister Pirrisl
PUTNAM. Don't you understand it, sir? Therc is a murdering
witch among us bound to keep herself in thc dark. Let your ene-
mies make of it what they will, you cannot blink it more.
PARRIS. (1o Abig6il.) The\ you wcrc conjuring spirits last
night.
ABICAIL. Not I, sir, not l.-Tituba and liuth.
PARRIS. Now I am undone.
PL-ITNAM. You are not undone. Let you takc hold here. Vait for
no one to charge you-declare it yoursclf. You have discooered
w i t c b q a l t . . . .
PARRIS. In my house!? In my house, Tlromas?-they will topple
me with this! They will make of it a . . ([)rter Xlercy Lewis, a
sly, merciless gi of eigbteeh)
MERCY. Your pardons. . . . I only thought to see how Betty is.
PUTNAM. \(/hy aren't you home? \X/ho's with Ruth?
MERCY. Her grandma come. She's improvcd a little, I think-
she give a powerful sneeze before.
ANN. Ah, there's a sign of life!
MERCY. fd fear no more, Goody Putnam, it wcrc a grand sneezc;
another l ike it wil l shake her wits togcthcr, I 'm surc.

. PARRIS. Vill you leave me now. Tlonas, I would pray a while
alone. -
ABICAIL. Uncle, you've prayed since midnight. Vhy do you not
go down and . ?

. PARRIS. No-no. l'll wait till Mister Hale arrives.
PUTNAM. (to Parris.) Now look you, sir-let you strike out
agaiost the Devil and the village will bless you for it! Come down,
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speak to them-pray with them-they're thirsting for your word,
Mister! Surely you'll pray with them.
PARRIS. I have no stomach {or disputation this morning. I will
ledd them in a psalm. But let you say nothing of witchcraft yet
I will not discuss it. The cause is yet unknown. I have had enough
contenlion since I came, I want no more. (Putrom crosses L, lo
abooe table, gels bat, crosses and exils,)
ANN. 2{ercy, you go home to Ruth, d'ye hear?
MERCY. Aye, Mum. (lrla goes oLtt.)
PARRIS. If she starts for the window, cry for me at once. (Cross -
ing to door,)
ABICAIL. Yes, Uncle.
PAR$IS. There is a terible power in her arms today, (goes oxl'i,,ith 

i;/ina.s..l
ABIGAIL. How is Ruth sick?
MERCY. It's weirdish, I know not-she seems to walk like a dead
one since last night.
ABIGAIL. Betty? (Betty doesn't move. Sbe sbakes ber.) Now
stop this ! Bettyl Sit up now!
MERCY. Havc you tried beatin' her? I gave Ruth a good one and
it wakcd hcr for a minute. Here, let me have her. .
ABICAII-, No, he'll be comin' up. Now look you, if they be
qucstioning us tcll them we danced-I told him as much already,
MERCY. And what more?
ABICAIL. I'le saw you naked.
MERCY. Oh, Jesus! (folls back on bed. €rter 7rlary Warren,
breotblcss. Sbe is seoeflteen, a subserlient, ndhte girl.)
MARY. \MraCll we do, the whole village is out!
MEllCY. (7{nricking ber.) "\Xthatll we do?" (Sitting rp.)
MAIIY. I just come from the farm, the whole cormtry's talkin'
witchcraft! They'll be callirt' us witches, Abby!
MERC(. (,?{nricking lter.) ''f\ey'll be callin' us witches, Abby.',
Shc means to tellr I know it.
MARY. Abby, we've got to tell. Vitchen/s a hangin'eror, a
hangin' likc they done in Boston two year ago! Ve must tell the
truth, Abby!-you'll only be whipped for dancin', and the other
things!
ABIGAII-. Oh, roe'll be whipped !
MARY. I ncver done none of it, Abby, I only looked!
MERCY. Oh, you're a great one for lookiti, aren't you, Mary
\trarren?
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ABIGAIL. (Betty wbintpers.) Betty? Norv, Bctty, dear, wakc up
now. It 's Abigail. (Sltc .sil.s Setty ult, [rr iotsly sbakes ber.) l ' l l
beat you, Bctty! (Ilclly nbinpets.) My, you scem improving. I
talked to your papa and I told him evcrytlring. So thcre's nothirg
to
B['l-fY. I want l1ry nr:rmal
All lCAIl,. Vh:rt ails you, Betty? Yorrr lnanta's dead and
buliecl.
BI;l"lY. I ' l l  0y to lvlana, Ict me lly. I (.R,riscs her artns as
lbor4h lo ly, n[ercy and )bigail thrust iborr rloror.)
Atl lCAIl-. I told hirn cvcrything, he knor's now, hc tnorvs every-
thing wc . . (Bclly suddenly springs oJJ bed, rushes auoss
rooli lo rrriklow wbcrc -lhigail catcbes hcr.)
B[l-l 'Y. Yorr drank blood, Abby, you drank blrxxl!
ABIGAII-. (I)nq|itg Rclly back to bed at lorci4 hct itr lo it.)
I lctty, yor ncvcr say th:rt again! You wil l ncvcr
REI-IY. You did, you did! You dtank a charnr to kil l  John
l)roctor's wifc! Yorr drank a charm to l i i l l  ( ' ,oody l)r 'octor!
ABICAIL. (Slaps bcr [oce.'; Shutit! Now shrrt it!
I)[TTY. (Collapsirrg on lbe bed.) Marna, M:rnra . . . ! (Sbc dis-
.solucs iflto .sobs.)
ABIGAIL. Now look you. All of you. Vc clanccd. Anal Tituba
conjured Ruth Putnam's dcad sisters. And that is all. And mark
this-let either of you breathe a wor(I, or thc cdge of a word
about the other things, and I will comc to you in the black of
some terrible night and I will bring a pointy rcckoning that will
shudder you. And you knorv I can do it; I :.lv Indians smash my
dcar parents' heads or the pil low next 1o miuc, and I have seen
some reddish work donc at night, and I can m:rlic you wish you
hrd ncver seefl thc sun go down! (Bclly crislorder. Sbe goes to
Betly, sits r,. side ol berl o. s. of Mercy, mrl rou4hly sits be( up.)
Now you sit up and stop this! (Bclly crrl l ,pscs in ber bands.l
MARY. Vhat's got hcr? Abby, shc's going to dicl lt 's a sin to
con.iure and wc
ABICAIL. I say -<htrt it, Mary \farren ! (tttttt 

' ]ohu ?roctor.)
MARY. Ohl l lrr just going home, Mister Ploctor.
PROCTOR. Be yorr foolish, Mary Valrcn? Ilt you rlcoJr I for-
bid you lcave thc hoasc, dicl I not? Vhy shll! l  ply yorr?-I am
looking for you more oftcn than my cowsl
MARY. I only cone to scc the great doings in thc rr'orld.
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PROCTOR. I'll show you a great doin' on your arse one of these

days. Now get you horne; (fulary crosses up ard out) my wife is
waitin' with your work!
MERCY. (Risir4, crossing to entrcnce. litildted. Beirg aware o]

tbcit rclltionsbip) I'd best be off. I have my Ruth to watch .

Good morning, Mister Proctor. (n'lcrcy sidles out. Siflce ?roctot s

cnlraKc, Jlbi4ail bas stood absorbinl bis ptesence, wide'eyed)
ABICAIL. She's only gone silly, somehow. She'll come out of it.

PROCTOR. So she flies, eh? Vhere are her wings?
ABIGAIL. (Witb d neruous laugb ) Oh, John, sure you're not be'

licvr'n' she flies!
PROCTOR. The road past my house is a pilgrimage to Salem all

rnorning. The town's mumbling witchcraft.
ABIGAiL. Oh, poshl-Ve were dancin' in the woods last night,

end my uncle leaped in on us. She took fright, is all.
PROCTOR. (llis strile utidens. Crossing to door') Dancin' by

moonlight! (Abi,dil springs into bis patb.) You'll be clapped in the

stocks bcfore you'rc twenty.
ABIGAIL. (Barrirt l bis way al door') Give me a word, John. A

soft word.
PIIOCJ OR. No-no, Abby, I've not come for that.
ABlCAll.. Yorr conte ffve mile to see a sil ly girl f ly? I know you

l lc t fc f .

PR(X;I1)R. I come to see what mischief your uncle's brewin'

norv. I)rrt it orrt of mind, AbbY.
 RI(',All.. I,rhn-l am waitin' for you every night
|'ROCIOR. Abby, you'll put it out of mind l'll not be comin' for

yol l  nrr) fc ,

ABI(-,AIl,. Yorr're surely sportin' with me.
PROCI()l l. Yot know me better'
ABlcAll.. I lrtow how yorr clutched my back bchind your house

ancl s\rf:rtc(l l ike a stall ion whenevcr I come near! I saw your face

whcn slr. Drrt me out and you lovcd me then and you do now!

PROCI OR. Abby, that's a wild thing to say.
All lC,AIl.. A rvild thing may sav wild things l have seen you

.i c,. .1r,. lrrr rrle out, I l l irve secn you nigll ls.
PROCI()lt I have hardly stcpPed off my farm this sevenmonth'

ABICAIl. l lreve a sense for heat, John, and yours has drawn me

to my r"ind,r$,. Do you tell me you've never looked up at my

rvindou ?
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PROCTOR. Pcrhaps I . . . have.
ABIGAIL. I know you, John, I knoar you. (Sbe is weephg.) | can-
not slcep for drcanrin', I cannot dream but I wake and walk about
thc housc as though I'd find you comin' through some door,
PIIOCTOR. (lakirg ber bands.) &nld . , .
ABICAIL. (Witb a fidsb of anger. lbrooing his bands off.) How
do you call me child!
PROCTOR. '(Jls 3 ot 4 persons off-stdgc begh a Quiet chant-a
psalm or hynn.) Abby, I may think of you softly {iom time to
time. But I will cut off my hand before l'll ever reach for you
agaia. !?ipe it out of mind-(lokes bet otml) we never touched,
Abby.
ABICAIL. (luttirg bands ox bis sboulders,) Aye, but we did.
PROCTOR. (Pusbirg ber awoy.) Aye, but wc did not.
ABICAIL. (Witb a bltter aqer.) Oh,l marvel how such a (Beat-
ing ber fsts dgainst his cbesf.) strong man may let such a sickly
w i f e b e . . .
PROCTOR. (Coldly. $rabbing het wrists.) You'l1 speak nothin'
of Elizabeth!
ABICAIL. She is blackening my namc in the villagc! She is telling
lies about me! She is a cold snivelling woman and you bend to her!
Let her turn you like a . . . ?
PROCTOR. (Shakes ber.) Do you look for whippin'!
ABICAIL. (Outrdged.'Jt tears.) | look for John Proctor that put
knowledge in my heart ! I never knew what pretcnse Salem was,
I never knew the lying lessons I was taught by all these Christian
wonen and their covenanted men !-And now you bid me tear the
light out of my eyes? I will not, I cannotl (Sbakes free.) You
loved me, John Proctor, and whatever sin it is you love me yet!
(17e luft1s abruptly to go out. Sbe rusbes to door,l,locfts ii.) John,
pity me, pity me! (1be words "'lehooah' are heard in tbe psalm
-the song outside-4etty claps her ears suddanly, and wbines
loLtdly.) Betyz (Sbe burries to Belty, who is silting up and
screaming, Proctor crosses D, to u. L. of Jlbi4ail, t|ho is tryiflg to
pull Betty's hands down, callhg "Bettyl" Proclor is qrouring un-
neroed, calling, "'l'lhat's sbe doitr.gt Qirl, wbdt ails yo ) Stop tbat
wailit', Qirlt' Stugitg b6s stopped in tbe midst of tbis, and Parris
rusbes in.)
PABRIS. \Vhat happened? \(/hat are you doing to her! Betty!
. , . (Rrsbes to bed, crying "Betty, Bettyt" -4s -Ann ctosses to
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aboue Parris, leverisb witb curiosity, and lroitb het Putnam, who
crosses to bebind het,'1
ABICAIL. She heard you singin' and suddenly she's up and
screamin' .
ANN. The psalm! The psalm!-she cannot bear to hear the Lord's
namel

..J-AIRIA-No, God forbid. . . .
ANN. Mark it for a sign, mark it . . . | (Rebecc6 Nurse, 72, et-
ters. Slre is white-baired, atd leans upon ber walking stick.)
PUTNAM. That is a notorious sign of witchcraft afoot, a prodi
gious sign!
ANN. Mv mother told me that! Vhen they cannot bear to hear
the name of .

-,-PARRIS*Bsbecca, Rebecca, come to her . . we're lost, she sud-
denly cannot bear to hear the Lord's name. (Rebecca cros.ses to
bed. Qiles Corey enters. 17e is 83, knotted with muscle, canny,
in4uisitioe, ard still powerful.) Tferc is hard sickness here, Giles
Corey, so please to keep the quiet.
COREY. I've not said a word. No one here can testify I've said a
word. Is she going to fly again? I hear she flies.
PUTNAM. Man, be quiet now! (Rebecca stards by Betty, who be-
cofics 4uiet .)
ANN. Vhat have you done?
REBECCA. Pray, calm yourselves. I have eleven children, and I
am twenty-six times a grand{ra, and I have seen them all through
their silly seasons, and when it come on them they will run the
Devil bowlegged keeping up with their mischief. I think she'll
wake whcn she tires of it. A child s spirit is like a child, you can
never catch it by running after it; you msst stand still, and for
love it wil l soon itself come back.
PROCTOR. Aye, that's the truth of it, Rebecca.
ANN. Thk is no silly season, Rebecca. My Ruth is bewildeted,
Rebecca, shc cannot eat.
REBECCA. Perhaps she is not hungered yet. Mr. Parris, I hope
you arc not decided to go in search of loose spirits. I've heard
promisc of that outside.

-8AB&IS.-A wide opinion's running in the parish that the Devil
may be ainong us, and I would satisfy them that they are wrong.
PROCTOR. Then let you come out and call them wrong. Are you
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our minister, or Mister l-[ale? Did you consult the wardens of the
church bcforc you callcd this ministet to look for devils?

. PARRIS. I Ic is Dot conriD[i to look fo| dcrri lsl
PROCI'OR.'l 'hcn what's hc coming for?
PLITNAM.'l'ficrc be childrcn dyin' in thc village? Mister . !
PROCTOR. I scc nonc dyin' . . .
REBECCA. l)ray, John . . be calm. Mistcr Parris, I think you'd
bcst scncl Ilcvcrcnd llale back as soon as hc come. This will set
rus all to argrril' again in the society, ancl we thought to have
pcace this ycar. I think wc ought rely on Doctor Griggs now, and
good pr':rycr.
ANN. Rebccca, thc doctor's baffled.
RIBECCA. If so he is, thcn let us go to Cod for thc cattse of it.
1'hcrc is prodigious dangcr in the sccl<ing of loosc spirits, I fear it,
I fc:rr it. l .ct us rlther bleme ourselves and
PLITNAM. I low may we blame oursclvcs? I am onc of nine sons;
the Putnam scecl have pcopled this provincc. And yct I lave but
oflc child lcft of cight-and now shc shrivcls!
REBECCA. I cannot fathom that.
ANN. You think it Cod's work yorr shottlcl never lose a child,
nor a grandchild either, and I bury all but one?
PUTNAM. 'Vhen Reverend Hale comcs you will ploceed to look
for signs of witchcraft here.
PROCTOR. You cannot command Mistcr Parris. lve vote by
name in this society, lrot by acreage.
PUTNAM. I never heard you worricd so on this society, Mister
Proctor. I do not think I saw you at Sabbath mceting since snow
flew.
PROCTOR. I have trouble enough without I comc llvc nrile to hear
him preach only hellf ire and bloody darnnation. 

' l l tcle 
rre many

others who stay away from church thc"^c tlays bcc:rrrsc hc hardly
ever mention Cod any more,
PARRIS. \t(.rhy, that's a drastic charge .
REBECCA. It's somewlrat true; there arc nrirny thit quq,il to bring
their childrcn

-P,ARBIS I do not Prcach for childrcn, lLbccca. It is not the' 
chilfuen who are unmindful of their obligations toward this min-
istry. Vhere is my wood? My contract provides I be supplied
with all my ffrewood. I am waiting sincc November for a stick,
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and even in November I had to show my frost-bittcn hands like
some London beggar!
COREY. You are allowed six pounds a year to buy your wood,
Mister Parris.
PARRIS. I am paid little enough without I spend six pound on
fiiewood. The salary is sixty-six pound, Mister Proctor! I am not
some preaching farmer with a book under my armt I am a grad-
uate of l-larvard College.
COREY. Aye, and well-instructed in mathematic!
PARRIS. Mister Corey, you will look far for a rnan of my kind
at sixty pound a yearl I am not llsed to this poverty; I left a
thrifty business in the Barbados to serve the Lord. I do not
fathom it, why am I persecuted hcrc?! I cannot ofier one proposi-
tion but there be a howling dot of argument. I have often won-
dered if the Devil bc in it somewhere; I cannot understand you
people otherwise.
PROCI'OR. Mister Parris, you are the ffrst minister ever did de-
mand the deed to this housc -

. PARRIS. I am your third preacher in seven years. I do not wish
to be put out like the catr whenever some majority feels the whim.
You pcople secm not to comprehend that a minister is the Lord s
man in thc parish; a minister is not to be so lightly crossed and
cortrndictcd
I)U'l 'NAM. Aye !
PAIiRIS. 

'l'hcre 
is either obediencc or the church will burn like

hil l is brrrning !
PROCfOR. Can you speak one minute without we land in hell
again? I am sick of hell!
IIARRIS. It is not for you to say what is good for you to hear!
PROC|OR. I may speak my heart, I think!
PARRIS. \X/hat, are we Quakers? We are not Quakers here yet,
Mister Proctor. And you may tell that to your followers!
PROCIOR. My followers!
PARRIS. There is a p4rly in this church; I am not blind; there is
a faction :lnd a party.
PROCfOR. Against yon7
PUTNAM. Against him and all atrthority.
PROCfOlt. Vhy, then I must ffnd it and ioin it.
REBECCA. I Ic does not mean that.
PROCTOR. I mean it solemnly, Rebecca; I like not the smell of



this "authority," I have a crop to sow, and lumber to drag home.
Vhat say you, Giles? Lct's find that party. IJe says there is a
party.
COREY. I've changcd my opinion of this man. Mister Parris, I
beg your pardon. I ncvcr thought you had so much iron in you.
PARRIS. 'Why, thank you, Giles.
COREY. lt srrggest to the mind what thc troublc be among us all
thesc years. Think on it, wherefore is everybody suing everybody
clse. I havc bccn six times in court this ycnr.
PROCTOR. Is it drc Devil's fault that a man cannot say you Good
Morning without you clap him for defamation? You're old, Giles,
and you're not hcnrjng as wcll as you did.
COltEY. John Proctor, I havc only last month collcctcd four pound
damages for you publicly saying I burncd dre roof off your house,
a n d  I _
PROCTOR. I ncver said no such thing, brrt I paid you for it, so I
hopc I can call you deaf without chargc. Conrc alorrg, Ciles, and
help me drag my lumbcr home.
COREY. I'll be damncd ffrst!
PUTNAM. A moment, Mister Proctor. Vhnt lrrnrbcr is tbat you're
draggin' home, if I may ask you?
PROCTOR. My lumber. From out my forcst by thc riverside.
PUTNAM. Vhy, we are surely gone wild dris yc:rr, u,hat anarchy
is this?-that tract is in my bounds, it's in my borrnds, Mister
Proctor.
PROCTOR. In your bounds! I bought Ihrt trlct from Coody
Nurse's husband ffve months ago.
PUTNAM. He had no right to sell it. It stanrls clcrr in my grand-
father's will that all the land between thc rivcr' :rnrl
PROCTOR. Your grandfather had a habit of wil l inl; land that
never belonged to him, if I may say it plain.
COREY. That's God's truth; he nearly rvillctl nv;ry nry north
pasture but he knew I'd break his fingets bcforc hc sct his name
to it. Let's get your lumber home, John, I fccl a srrcldcn will to
work coming on.
PUTNAM. You load one oak of mine and yorr'll liglrt to drag it
home!
COREY. Aye, and we'll win, too, Puham-tlis fool and I. Come
o n !

PUTNAM. I ' l l  lave my men on you/ Corcy! I ' l l  clap a writ on
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you ! (trler Reverencl Jobn Jfole, 't:', a ruddJ, brigbl young fian.
Jle is loaded down witb balf a do=ci beavy books.)
HALE. Pray you, someone take these! (Putndfl crosses lo llale's
L.! belps bitf l.)

_ PABRIS' Mister Hale ! Oh, it's good to see you ag in! (llelpiflg
bim as tbey cross D. lo table,) My, they're heavy!
HALE. (Puttin4 books on table.)'Ihey rnust be, they are weighted
with authority.
PARRIS. Vell, you do come prepared!
HALE. \(e shall need hard study, if it comes to tracking down
the Old Boy. You cannot be Rebecca Nurse?
REBECCA. I am, sir. Do you know me?
I-IALE. [t's strange how I knew you, but I suppose you look as
such a good soul should. \X/e have all heard of your great charities
in Beverly.
PARRIS. Do you know this gentleman?-Mister Thomas Putnam.
And his good wife Ann.
HALE. Putnam! I had not expected such distinguished company,
sir.
PUTNAM. It does not seem to help us todayi Mister Hale. We
lool( to you to come to our house and save our child.
IIALE. Your child ails, too?!
ANN. FIer soul, her soul seems flowd away. She sleeps aod yet
shc walks.
PUI'NAM. She cannot eat.
l lAl,ll. Cannot eatl (Jo Prcclor ond Corey.) Do you men also
havc nll l ictcd children?
PAIll l lS. No, no, these are farmers. John Proctor .
(X)RllY. I Ic don't believe in witches.
PROCIOR. I never spoke on witches one way or the other. \flill
you comc, Ciles?
CORIIY. No-no, John, I think not. I have some fevr queer ques-
tions of my own to ask this fellow.
PROCI'OR. I've heard you be a sensible man, Mister Hale-l
hope vorr'll leave some of it in Salem. (Proctor 1oes out.)
PARIiIS. \rill you look at my daltghter, sit? ('llale c/osses R. to
bcl. lollotocd by Parris, Corey Jollows to u, L, of Parris. Leads
Jlale lo lbe bed.) She has tried to leap out the window; we dis-
covered hcr this morning on the highroad, waving her arms as
though shc'd fly.
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HALE. Trics to fly?
PUTNAM. She cannot bear to hear thc Lord's name, Mister Hale;
that's a srrfc sigrr of rvitchclaft afloat.
I-IALE. No- no. . Now lct me instruct you. \We camrot look
to supcrstit ioD il t lr is. l 'Le Devil is precise; the marks of his
prcscr)cc:lrc rlci initc as stone aDd we must look only for his proper
signs arrd jrrtlgc nothing bcforehand/ ancl I must tell you all, that I
shall not prrcccd unless you are prcpared to believe me if I
should li:xl no tlacc of hell in this.
I']Aliltls. It is agrccd, sir-it is agrecd-rvc will abide by your

irrdgmcnt.
IIALll. (lood thcn. Now/ sir, what were your lirst warning of this
strangencss?
I'AIlltlS. Vhy, sir I discovercd hcr and ny niece Abi-
gail and tcn or twelve of the other girls, dancing in thc forcst last
night.
tlAl-l. You pcrmit dancing?!
PARlllS. No-no, it w(re secret.
ANN. Mister Parris'slave has knowlcdgc of conjurin', sir.
PARRIS. \|tre cannot be sure of that, Coody Ann.
ANN. I krou.' it/ sir. I sent my child shc should learn from
Tituba who murdered her sisters.
REBECCA. Coody Ann! You sent i chikl to conjtrre up the
d e a d . .  ?
ANN. (llystericaily.) Let Cod blame mc, not you, not you, Re-
becca ! I'll not have yo! judging me any morcl Mr. Hale, is it a
natsral work to lose seven children beforc tlrly livc a day?
PARRIS. Sssh!
HALE. (Leafng tVou4b tbe book.) Scvcn dcad in childbirth?
ANN. Aye. ('Jlale looks in book.)
PAR!.IS. Vhat book is that?
ANN, Vhat's tlrere, sir?
HALE. (Wnb d tusty loue of ifltellectudl l|r\tit. Looki g dt open
book.) Here is all the invisible world, car'tlrt, dcllncd and cal-
culated. (ltroro lookiflg dt tbem. tbey are all enthrallcd toitb tbis.)
In these books the Devil stands sttipped of all his brute disguises.
Here are all your familiar spirits-your inctrbi encl succubi, your
witches that go by land, by air, and by sca; your wizards of the
night and of the day. Have no fear now-wc shall ffnd him out
if he has come among us, and I mean to crush him utterly if he
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lras shown lris face! (Corey crcsses ncar bed,looking ot Betty.)
REBECCA. \X/ill it hurt the child, sir?
HALE. I cannot tell. If she is tnrly in the Devil's grip we may
Ilave to lip and tear to get her frec.
REBECCA. I think I'll go then. I am too old for this.
PARRIS. Vhy, Rebecca, we may open up the boil of all our
houbles today!
REBECCA. Let us hope for that. (Up toward door.) [ go to God
for you, sir,
PARRIS. (dpetq;doiir.) I hope you do not mean we go to Satan
here!
REBECCA. I wish I knew. (She goes out.)
PUTNAM. Come, Mister Hale, let's get or. Sit you here. (?lale
sits otr stool.)
COREY. Mister Flale . . . I have always wanted to ask a learned
man-ri(/hat signifies the readin' of strange books?
HALE. Vhat books? (lnn rises.)
COREY. I cannot tell; she hides them.
HALE. Vho docs this?
COREY. Martha, my wife. I have waked at night many times and
found hcr in a corner, readin' of a book. Now what do you make
of that?
HALE. \{zhy, that's not necessarily
COREY. [t discomffts me! Last night*mark this-l tried and
tried and could not say my prayers. And then she close her book
and walks out of the house, and suddenly-mark this-l could
pray againl
HALE. Ah!-the stoppage of prayer-that is strange. (Sits on bed,
beside Betty.) I'd like to speak further on that with you.
COREY. I'm not sayin' she's touched the Devil, now, but I'd ad-
mire to know l:baf books she reads and roDy she hides them-she'll
not answer me, y' see.
HALE. Aye, we'll discuss it. Now mark me, if the Devil is in her
you will witness some frightful wonders in this room, so please
to kccp your wits about you. Mister Putnam, stand close in case
she flies. (jurrs to Betty, belps her sit p.) Now, Betty dear, will
you sit up2 (Sits ber flp.) H'mmmm. Can you hear me? I am John
Hale, minister of Beverly. I have come to help you, dear. Do you
remember my two little girls in Beverly?
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PAIll i lS. I low cen it bc dre Devil? Vhy would he choose my
housc to strikc ?
HALE. Vlrat victory would the Devil bavc, to win a soul already
hed? lt is t l)c hcst t lrc Dcvil wants, alt l rvho is better than the
ministcr?
COllEY. l-hrt 's dccp, Mister Parris, dccp.
I IAI-E. Docs sonreonc afflict you, child? It nced not be a woman,
mincl yorr, or a man. Pcrhaps some bitl, invisible to otheisr cones
1o yorr, perhaps a pig, or any beast at all. Is there some figure bids
you fly? (J)orrse-s. J)asses bis botd ootr lter f oce.'; [n nomine
Donrini Sabroth, sui ff l i ique ite ad Infclnos. (l latly is laid back on
pillour. fooks to ,4bigail.) Abigail, (fook-s lrdck to Beft/.) what
sort of dancing wcre you doing with lrer in thc forcst?
ABICAII-. Vhy-comrnon dancing is all.

.PARIiIS. I think I ought to say that I-l sih' a kct{lc ;n tllc grass
whcrc thcy were dancing.
ABICAIL. That were only soup.
F{AI-E. Soup? \What sort of soup werc irr t lr is kcttle, Abigail?
ABICAIL. Vhy, it were beans-and lintcls, I think, and -
HALE. Mister Parris, you did not noticc, did you-any living
thing in the kettle? A mouse, perhaps, a spiclcr, a frog -r
(Patris looks at ber.)
ABIGAIL. ('Jlysterically, seeing Parris' l()(lt.) Ihrt frog jumped
inr we never put it in!
PARRIS; A frog, Abby!
ABICAIL. rVe never put it in!
HALE. Abigail, it may be your cousirl is clyirrll -, L)id yotr call
the Devil last night?
ABICAIL. I never called him! Tituba callrrl hinrl
P!1RR!9. She called the Devil!
tlALE. I should like to speak with Tituba.
PARRIS. (7akes ,|nn to door, and rehrns rrr rl)( 41,c\ orrt.) Coody
Ann, will you bring hcr up2
HALE. How did shc call l'rim?
ABICAIL. I know not-she spoke Barbados.
HALE. Did you fecl any strangeness whcn shc called him? A
sudden cold wind, perhaps? A trembling bclorv the ground?
ABICAIL. I didn't see no Devil!-(7o Bc y, [r ontically.) Betty,
wake up, Betty! Betty!
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HALE. You canflot evade me, Abigail.-Did your cousin drink
any of the brew in that kettle?
ABIGAIL. She never drank it!
HALE. Did you drink it?
ABIGAIL. No, sir!
HALE. Did Tituba ask you to drink it?
ABIGAIL. She tried but I refused.
HALE. 1l'by are you concealing? Ilave you sold yourself to
Lucifer?
ABIGAIL. I never sold myself! I'm a good gir[-l-(lnt erters
witb lituba.) I did drink of the kettle!-She made me do it! She
made Betty do it!
TITUBA. Abby !
ABIGAIL. She rnakes me drink blood!

-, IARRIS. B.lood !!
ANN. Mv baby's blood?
TITUBA. No-no, chicken blood, I give she chicken blood!
HALE. \7oman, have you enlisted these children for the Devil?
TI'|UBA. No-no. sir, I don't truck with the Devil!
HALE. (Ol lJetty.) Vhy can she not wake? Are you silencing
this child?
TITUIJA. I love me Betty!
IIALE. You have sent your spirit out upon this child, have you
not? Are you gathering souls for the Devil?
ABIGAIL. She send her spirit on me in cburch, she makc me
laugh at Ptoyerl

. PARRIS. She have often laughed at prayer!
ABICAIL. She comes to me every night to go and drink bloodl
TITUBA. You beg me to conjure, Abby! She beg me make
charm -
ABIGAIL. I'11 tell you somethiflg. She comes to me while I sleep;
she's always making me dream corruption"l
TITUBA. Abby!
ABIGAIL. (At R. ol Betty's bead. llysterically, horrifed.) Some-
times I wake and ffnd myself standing in the open doorway and
not a stitch on my body! (Cooering bersell urith ber arms, turfixg
tP sld4e afltl aooy.) I always hear her laughing in my sleep. I
hear hcr singing her Barbados songs and tempting me with -

T ITLIBA.  Mis tc r  Rcverend,  I  nevcr -  I  r r ^ r , r l , " , r
l IALE.  T i r r rh r ,  I  want  you to  wakc  dr is  ch i ld .  f '  

" '  ' " -  '
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TITLIBA. I |avc no porvcr on this child, sir.
IIAl,E. Yorr nrost certir inly do, and you wil l loose her from it
now! Whcl di(l you compict with thc Dcvil?
TI t LIRA. I (lon't compact with no Devil!
PARRIS. Yorr will confess yourself or I will take you out and whip
yorr to your clcatlr, Tituba !
PUTNAM. This woman must be hangcdl Shc must be taken and
hanrcrl I
TITUBA. (Xncclirrg.) No--no, don't hang Tituba. I tell him I
don't dcsirc to work for him, sir.
HALE. Vho, thc Dcvil? Now, Tituba, I know that when we bind
oursclvcs to I lell it is vcry hard to brcak with it entirely. Now, we
rre going to hclp you tcar yoursclf frcc.-You would be a good
Christian woman, rvould you not, Tituba2
l ITUBA. Ay, sir, a good Christian woman.
FIALE. And you love thcse little childrcn?
TITUBA. Ol!, yes, sirr I don't desire to hurt l i tt lc children?
FIAI"E. And you lovc Cod, Tituba?
TITUBA. I love God with all my bcin'.
HALE. Now in God's holy name .
TITUBA. Bless Him . . . bless Him.
HALE. And to His Glory . .
TITUBA. Eternal Glory. . Bless Him. Blcss God. .. .
HALE. Open yourselfr Tituba-open yoursclf and let Cod's holy
Iight shine on you.
TITUBA. Oh, bless the Lord.
HALE. Vhen the devil comes to you clocs hc cvcr come
with another person? Pcrhaps anothcr pcrs{xr in thc village?
Someone you know.
PARRIS. Vho came with him?-PUtNANI. 

Sarah Good? Did you evcr scc Sarab (loocl with him?
-or Osborn?

JARRIS Vas it man or woman camc with him?
TITUBA. Vas was woman.
PARRIS, Vhat woman? A woman, vou said. \Yy'hat woman?-TIT1IB=A. 

It was black dark, and I . . .
IARRIS. You could see him, why could you not see her?
TITUBA. Vr:ll, they rvas always talking, drcy rvas always runnin'
round and carryifl' on.

,tL

.,P$RRIS. You mean out of Salem? Salcm witchcs? (l ldle irdicates
to Paris lo td,kc it easy.)'f lTUBA. 

I believe so, yes, sir.
HALE. (Cahrrly. lJoo be takes ber band.) Tituba. You must have
no fear to tell us who they are, do you undefstand? Ve will pro-
tect you. The Devil can never overcome a minister. You know
that, do you not?
TITUBA. Aye, sir, oh, I do.
HALE. You have confessed yourself to witchcraft, and that speaks
a wish to come to heaven's side. And we will bless you,
Tituba.
TITUBA. (Deeply rclieoed.) Qh, God bless you, Mister
H a l e . . . !
HALE. You are Gods instrumelt out in our hands to discover the
Devil's agents among us. You are ielected, Tituba, you are chosen
to help us cleanse our village. So speak utterly, Tituba, turn your
back on him and face God, face Cod, Tituba, and God will pro-
rect you.
TITUBA. Oh, Cod, protect Tituba!
HALE. Vho came to you with the Devil? Two? Three? Four?-
how many?
TITUBA. (Sbe pants, dfld beghs rockiflg back ond lortb, statitrg
nbcad.) Thcre was four. There was four.

.. PARRIS. Vho? Vho? Their names, their names!
TITUBA. Oh, how many times he bid me kill you, Mister Parris!
PARRIS. Kil l me!-TITUBA: 

(Startiflq to ureep.) He say Mister Parris must be kill!
Mister Parris no goodly man, Mister Parris mean man and no
gentle man, and he bid me rise out of my bed and cut your throat!
(Patis backs owdy d step L., tbefl all strcigbten up. Jhey qosp.)
I tell him, nol I don't hate that man! I don't want kill that man!
But he say, You work for me, Tituba, and I make you free! I give
yor pretty dress to wear, and put you way high up in the air and
you gone fly back to Barbados! And I say, You lie, Devil, you
liel And then he comc one stormy niglrt to me, and he say, Look!
I havc white people belong to ne. And I look. . . . And there
was Coody Cood.

. ,PARRIS,- Sarah Cood!
TITUBA. (Rockirq uiolently.) Aye, sir, and Coody Osburn. . .
ANN. I knew it! Coody Osburn were midwife to me three times.



I begged you, l lomas, dicl I not? I beggcd him not to call Osburn
because I fcar ccl hcr', ury l:abics always shrivellcd in her hands.
I lAl. l i . ( l)urirr4 l l js l i lrrbo is crying Pftl iscs to lbe fold.) Take
couragc, you nlust gilc us all thcir ranrcs. l low can you bear to
scc tlrcsc childrcn sulfcri lg? Look at thcnt, l ' i tuba-(' l |e is lndi'
catirg Rell! on lfu bed.) look at their Cod given innocelce; their
souls arc so tcndcri we must protect thcm, Tituba; the Devil is
out and prcying on them likc a beast upon the flesh of the pure
lamb. . . God wil l bless you for your hclp. . .
ABICAIL. (JlLnLls clasped, eyes closed.) I want to opcn myselfl
I wnDt the l ight of Cod, I want the swcct lovc of Jcsus! I danced
for thc Devil; I saw him; I wrote in his book; I go back to Jesus;
I kiss I I is hand-l saw Sarah Good (lJclly s l-,arrcls nDpcqr 6boee
beadboanl niscd toward heauen.) with thc DeviM saw Coody
Osburn with drc devil! I saw B dgct Bishop with the Dcvil! ( ls
sbe is speaking l)etty picks it lp ds a cbant.)
BE'l-l Y. (ls oll turn to ber.) [ saw Gcorgc Jacobs rvith dre Deril l
I saw Coody I lowe with the Devil!
PARRIf, thc speaks. She speaks!
HALE. Glory to Cod!-it is broken, thcy arc f r cc !
BF|TY. (Callnrg it out bysterically t kl e)ilb 4re,tt rclicJ.) I saw
Martha Bellows with the Dcvil!
ABIGAIL. ('lt is rkiflg to a gte6t glee.) | saw Goody Sibber with
the Devil !
PUTNAM. The marshal, l'll call the malshall
HALE. Let the marshal bring irons.

ACT I

ScENr 2

Proctor's bouse, eigbt days latcr. -Arrangeflent oJ Isrfli-
tute is indicated in diagran. Ot back ol wasb stand
o. R. is a nail on wbicb bdngs Elizabetb's sbdwl. On u. s.
etd oJ berch 4t R. c. is d rrqil to sup|ott gun wbicb
Ptoctot leans against bencb.'h tbe same bencb is a bole
h wbicb is o wbip. lberc dre two ertroflces, one to out'
side of bouse, D. L.t tbe otber leading to rest oJ bouse,
eitbel D. R. or u, R.
On tbe rise, the common roofi is effiply. Trom abooe
tlizabelb is beard soltly singing to the cbildren.' lobn
Prcctor eflIers D, R.t caftyitrg bis gur, tbree seconds
alter curtdin, lle glances about tbe roon, Crosses to
wall u. c., lcttns gutr dgainst bercb n. Crosses o. n. lo
wasb stand, Pows urater into it lrom pitche(. -4s he is
wasbing, €lizabetb's lootslcps are beard. tlizabetb en'
ters, D. I-.

ELIZABE fI I. Vhat kecps you so latc? It's almost dark.
PROCTOR. I were planting far out to the forest edge.
ELIZABETI-I. Oh, you're done thcn.
PROCTOR. Aye, thc farm is seedcd. The boys adeep? (Dips
hands ir woter, wipes tbetn.)
ELIZABETH. (Remooes water dnd lowel, goes out L.t and returns
toitb disb oJ steu.) They will be soon. (Serres steru in o djsh,)
PROCTOR. Pray now for a fair summer,
ELIZABETH. (Qoes out L.t rclrvtrs toitb aflotbet disb.) Aye.
PROCTOR. Are you well today?
ELIZABE|H. I am. It is a rabbit.
PROCTOR. Oh, is it! In Jonathan's trap?
ELIZABETH. No, she walked into the housc this afternoon; I
found hcr sittin' in the corner like shc come to visit.
PROCTOR. Oh, thaCs a good sign walkin' in.
Ilt.lZABllTH. Pray Cod. It lrtrrt my heart to strip her, poor
rabbit.
PROCfOli. Oh, it is well seasoned.
ELIZABIIIH. I took great care. Shc's tender?
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BEfiY. I saw Alice Barrow with the Dcvil I
BETTY. I saw Coody Pike with the Dcvil. I
ABIGAIL. I saw Goody Hrwkins wirh tlx ' ( r,r, l, l lr. '  )

! ' - - " - f
ABICAIL. I saw Mister Barton with thc Dt'vil!
BETTY. I saw Coody Cobb with the Devil.
ABIGAIL. I srw Coody Franklin with thc l)evil.
BETTY. I saw Coody Flopper with thc Dcvil. (()n lbcir ecstatic
cries, C1.IRJ AJN TALES.\



PROCTOR. Ayc. I think rvc'l l  sec grccn ficlds soon. lt 's warm
as blood beneath thc clods.
ELIZABtrfI L ' l 'hat's 

wcll.
PROC|OR. If thc crop is good I'll buy Ccorge Jacobs' heifer.
I{ow woulcl thlt pleasc yo[?
EI-lZABEfl L Ayc, it would.
PROC|OR. Ilrrcan to plcasc you, Elizabcth.
ELIZAIII]I l l . (1t is harl to say.) I know it, John.
PROCl-Olt. (,1s qcntly as be can.) Cider?
ELIZABEII I. (-,1 sensc ol ber reprinanditg berselJ for bauing
lor4ot.) Aycl (qcb iuq hon olf t., pours drink into pevtter nug,
brin4s it lo hin.)
PROC'I'OR. 'l'his 

farm's a continent when you go foot by foot
droppin' sccds in it.
ELIZABEI'I-1. It must be.
PROCTOR. On Sunday lct you cornc with me and we'll walk the
farm togctlrer; I never sec such a load of flowers on the earth.
Massachusctts is a beauty in the springl
ELIZABE fI-I. Aye, it is.
PROCTOR. I think you're sad again. Arc you?
ELIZABETH. You come so late I thought yor'd gone to Salem
this afternoon.
PROCTOR. Vhy? I have no business in Salem.
ELIZABFIH. You did spcak of goin', earlicr this wcek.
PROCTOR. I thought bener of itr since.
ELIZABETH. Mary l7arren's there today.
PROCTOR. Vhy'd you let her? You hcard rnc forbid hcr go to
Salem any more !
ELIZABETH. I couldn't stop her.
PROCTOR. It is a fault, it is a fault, l3lizabcth-you'rc thc mis-
tress here, not Mary Varren.
ELIZABETH. She frightcned all my strcngth away.
PROCTOR. How may that mouse frightcn you, Dizabcth?

ELIZABF|IJ. It is no mouse no tnore. I forbid hcr go, and she
raises up her chin l ike dre dauglrter of a plince, rnd says to me,
"l must go to Salem, Coody Ploctor, I rm an ofl icial of the corrrt!"
PROCTOR. Corrrt! Vlrat court?
ELIZABF|H. Ay, it is a proper court they have now. Tfiey've
sent four judges orrt of Boston, she says, wcighty magistrates of
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the General Court, and at the head sits the Deputy Covernor of
the Province.
PROCTOR. (.4stonisbed.) Vhy, she's mad.
ELIZABETH. I would to God she were. There be fourteen people
in the jail now, she says. And they'll be tried, and the court have
power to hang them too, she says.
PROCTOR. Ah, they'd never hang.
ELIZABETH. The Deputy Governor promise hangin' if they'll not
confess, John. The town's gone wild, I think-Mary Varren
speak of Abigail as though she were a saint, to hear her. She
brings the other girls into the corrt, and where she walks the
crowd will part like the sea for lsrael. And folks are brought be-
fore them, and if Abigail scream and howl and fall to the floor-
the person's clapped in the jail for bewitchin'her. ( 'Jle cant look
dt ber.\
PROCTOR. Oh, it is a black mischicf.
ELIZABF|IJ. I think you must go to Salem, John. I think so. You
must tell them it is a fraud,
PROCTOR. Ayc, it is, it is surely.
ELIZABETH. Lct you go to Ezekiel Checver-he knows you well.
And tcll him what she said to you last week in her uncle's house.
She said it had naught to do with witchcraft, did she not?
PROCTOR. (?n tbougbt. Sigbirg.) Aye, she did, she did.
ELIZABETH. (Quietly, learitg to arqer him by prodding. A step
r-.) God forbid you keep that from the court, John; I think they
must be told.
PROCTOR. Ay, they must, they must. . . It is a wonder that
they do believe her.
ELIZABETH. I would go to Salem now, John . . . let you go to-
night.
PROCTOR. l'11 think on it.
ELIZABETH. (Witb ber courdge no1u.) You cannot kecp it, John.
PROCTOR. ("Aflgerifg.) I know I cannot keep it. I say I will
think on it!
ELIZABETH. (11wt, and uery co\dly.) Good then, let you think
on rt.
PROCTOR. (DeJensiuely.) [ am only rvondering how I may prove
what shc told me, Elizabeth. If the sirl's a saint now, I think it is
not easy to prove she's fraud, and the town gone so silly. She told
it to mc in a room alone-l have no proof for it

29



ELIZABE|I-I. You werc alone with her?
PROCTOR. For a momcnt alone, aye.
ELIZABETI L Vhy, then, it is lrot as you told me.
PROC'I'OR. Iror a momcnt, I say. The others come in soon after.
ELIZABETI L Do as you wish, then
PROCTOR. Vomen. l ' l l  not have your suspicion any more,
ELIZABIII'I L (.1 liule loftily.) t haye no
PROCTOR. I'l l not have itl
ELIZABEII L Thcn lct you not earn it.
PROCTOR. (1lilh a oiolent uxdertone) You doubt me yet?!
ELIZABITI I. John, if it were not Abigail that you must go to
hurt, would you falter now? I think not.
PROCTOI{. Now look you .
ELIZABE fH. I see what I see, John.
PROCTOR. You will not judge me more, Elizabcth. I have good
reason to think bcfore I charge fraud on Abigail, and I will think
on it. Lct you look to your own improvement before you go to
judge your husband any more. I have forgot Abigail, and .
ELIZABETH. ANd I.
PROCTOR. Spare me! You forget nothing and forgive nothing.
Learn charity, woman. I have gone tiptoc in this house all seven-
month since she is gone; I have not movcd from there to there
without I think to please you, and still a an everlasting fu-
neral marches round your heart. I cannot spc:rk brrt I am doubted;
every moment judged for lies as though I comc into a court when
I come into this housel
ELIZABETH. (Tirmly.) lohn, you are not opcn with mc. You saw
her with a crowd, you said. Now, you .
PROCTOR. I'll plead my honesty no more, Elizabcrh.
ELIZABF|H. (Now she would justily bcrscl/.) fohn, I arn
omy
PROCTOR. (7n outburst.) No more! I shorrld havc roared you
down when ffrst you told me your suspicion. Ilut I wiltccl, and like
a Christian, I confcssed. Some dream I hacl nrust hlvc mistaken
you for God that day, but you're not, you'rc oot. [-ct you remem-
ber it. Let you look sometimes for the goodncss in me, and judge
me not.
ELIZABETH. I do not judge you, The nragistrate sits in your
heart that judges you. I never thought you brrt a good man, John,
only somcwhat bewildered.
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PROCTOR. Oh, Elizabeth, your justice would freeze beer. (}le
turns suddenly toward o souxd outside, rt|.ary'rVaften eflte$ R.)
How do you go to Salern when I forbid it! Do yos mock me? l'll
whip you if you dare leave this house again!
MARY. ('Weakly, sickly.) I am sick, I am sick, Mister Proctor.
Pny, pray, hurt me not. My insidcs are all shuddery; I am in the
proceedings all day, sir.
PROCTOR. (Angtily in a loud ooice as Ttlaty is crossifl4.) And
what of these proceedings here?-when will you proceed to keep
this house as you are paid rine poutd a year to do?-and my wife
not wholly well2
MARY. ( Crossin4 t . to €limbeth, taking small rcg doll Ircln
pocket h ber undercbirt.) I made a gift for you today, Goody
Proctor. I had to sit long hours in a chair, and passed the tirne
with sewing.
ELIZABETH. (Perplexed, sbe looks at tbe doll.) \Why, thank you,
it's a fair poppet.
MARY. (leruenfiy, tl)itb a tremblin!, decayed uoice.) Ve must all
love each other now, Goody Proctor.
ELIZABETH. (Amazed at ber strangeness,) -Aye, indeecl we
n'rust.
MARY. fll gct up early in the morning and clealt the house. I
must sleep now.
PROCTOR. Mary. Is it true there be fourteen women arrested?
MARY. No, sir. There be thirty-nine now. (Sbe suddedy
breaks oft and sobs.)
ELIZABETH. (Risix1 and qossing to 7,4ary.) Vhy, she's weepin'!
w h A t  e ' l s  v o u .  c h l l d /

MARY. Coody Osburn . . will hang! (tlizabetb hugs her.)
PROCTOR. Hang! Hang, y'say?
M A R Y . A y e . . . .
PROCTOR. The Deputy Govcrnor will permit it?
MARY. He sentenced her. He must - (lakinq her bead lrom
€lizabeth's shoulder. Jo tneliorate it.) But not Sarah Good. For
Sarah Good confessed, y'see.
PROCTOR. Confessed! To what?
MARY. That she sometimes made a compact with Lucifer, and
wrote hcr name in his black booli-with her blood-and bomd
herself to tormcnt Christians till God's thrown down and we
all must worship Hell forevcrmorc. (€lizabetb puts doll on table,)
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PROCTOII. But surely you know what a jabberer she is
Did you tell thcm that?
MAllY. Mistcr l)roctor', in open court sl)c Dear to choked us all
to dcath.
PROCl'Olt. t loro chokcd you?
MARY. Shc scnt hcr sDirit orrt,
ELIZAIID|I I. Oh, Mary, Mary, surely you .
MARY. Shc triccl to liill mc many timcs, Coody Proctor!
ELlZABllfl I. V/hy, I never heard you mentior that before.
MAI{Y. (lrrrrocortly.) I never kneru it before. I never knew any-
thing bcforc. Vhcn shc come into the court I say to myself, I
must not accusc this woman, for she sleep in ditches, and so very
old and poor. But thcn then she sit therc, denying and
denying, and I fcel a misty coldncss climbin' up my back, and
the skin on nry sftull begin to creep, and I feel a clamp around my
neck and I cannot breathe air; and then (€xtranced as
tbougb it wue a miracle.) I hear a voice, a screaminJ yoice, and
it werc my voice and all at once I remcmbered everything
she donc to me! (Sli4bt pouse as Proclor wotcbcs €lizabeth poss
bin, tbcn speaks, being aware ol €lizabctb s alann.)
PROCTOR. (Looking at €lizabetb.) Vhy?-Vhat did she do to
you?
MARY. (Xike ofle ou)akened to d mmuelots sccrct ifsigbf.) So
many time, Mister Proctor, she come to this vcry door beggin'
bread and a cup of cider-and mark lbis-whcnever I turned her
away empty-she mumbled.
ELIZABETH. Mumbled! She may mumblc, hungry.
MARY. But wbot does she mumble? Yon must remcmber, Coody
Proctor-last month-a Monday, I think*shc walkccl away and
I thought my 4rts would burst for two days rftcr. Do you re-
member it?
ELIZABETH. Vhy. . . 1 do, I think, but. . .
MARY. And so I told that to Judge Hathornc, and hc rsks her so
-"Goody Good," says he, "what cr.rse do you mumble that this
girl must {all sick after turning you away?" And then she replies,
(futlfiickirg an old crone.) -"Vhy, yotrr exccllence, no curse at
all; I only say my commandmentsi I hope I nray say my com-
mandments," says she !
ELIZABffi-{. And that's an updght answer.
MARY. Aye, but then Judge Hathorne say, "Rccite for us your

commandments !"-alld of all tte ten she could not say a single
one. She never knew no commandments, and they had her in a
flat lie !
PROCTOR. And so condemned her2
MARY. (tflpatierf at bis stupidily.) Vhy, they fl'u.tsf when she
condemned herself.
PROCTOR. But the proof, the proof?
MARY. (vifb gre\ter iflpatience witb bitr,) I told you the proof
-iCs hard proof, hard as rock the judges said.
PROCTOR. You will not go to that court again, Mary \farren.
MARY. (Defantly.) I must tell you, sir, I will be gone every dqy
now. I am amazed yo| do not see what weighty work we do.
PROCTOR. \i(4rat work you do! It's strange work for a C'trristian
girl to hang old women!
MARY. But, Mister Proctor, they will riot bang them if they
confess. Sarah Good will only sit in jdil some time , . and here's
a wonder lor you! think on this. Goody Good is pregnant!
ELIZABETH. Pregnant! Are they mad?-the woman's near to
sixty!
MARY. (ltappy witb wonders oJ tbe court.) They had Doctor
Griggs examine her and she's full to the brim. And smokin' a
pipe all these years and r'oh sband eitber !-+vt she's sa{e, thank
Cod, for they'Il not hurt the innocent cbild. (Smiling bappily.) B,rt
be that not a maroel? You must see it, sir, it's God s work we do.
. , . So I'll be gone every day for some time. I'm . I am an
official of the court, they say, and I
PROC|OR. I'll official you! (Rise.s, gcts urbip.)
MARY. (Stririag Jor ber authority.) I'll not stand @biDDing dfly
more! Tl..e Devil's loose in Salem, Mister Proctor, we must dis-
cover where he's hidingl
PROCTOR. l'll whip the Devil out of you . . | (Witb tobi7
rdtsed s lJe vel ls . I

MARY. (Point;r4 at €lizabetb.) I saved her life today! (Sileflce.
'Jfis wbib comes down.\
ELIZABETH. (Softly.) I am accuscd?
MARY. You are somewhat mentioned. Btrt I said I nevet see no
sign yor cver sent your spirit out to hurt no one, and seeing I do
live so closely with you, they dismisscd it.
EI-IZABETH. Vho accused me?
MARY. I am bound by law; I cannot tell i t. (Jo Proctot.) | . . .
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I hope you'll not be so sarcastical no more-four judges and the
King's deputy sat to dinner with us but an hour ago. I . . I
would hlvc yorr spcak civil ly to me, from this out.
PROCI'OR. (7rr rl is4rrst ot ber.) Go to bcd.
MARY. l '11 not bc ordercd to bed no norc. Mister Proctor! I am
ciqlttcr'n:rrr, l :r rvnnrrn, however singlc!
PROC|OR. I)o you wish to sit up?-thcn sit up.
MARY. (Sldrrf, i l4 /ool.) t wish to go to bcd!
PROC1 OR. (1tr an4er.) Cood night, thcn! (Sbe starts out L.)
MARY. Cood night. (Sl.rc 4oes out L. Jle tbrows wbip dowx.)
El.lZABIll l  L Oh, thc noose, the noose is up!
IRO(lI 'Oll. T1r"r,. ' l l  bc no noose.
El-lzABllfl I. Shc wants ne dead; I ftncw all week it would come
to this!
PROCIOR. (l lt i lbout co,lniction ) They dismissed it. You heard
hcr say
ELIZABETII. And rr'hat of tomorrorv?*she will cry me out until
thcy take me!
PROCTOR. Sit you down.
ELIZABETH. She wants me dead, John, you tnow it!
PROCTOR. I say sit down! Now we must bc wisc, Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH. (1litb sarcasm, axd a sense ol bainq lost.) Oh, in-
deed, indeed!
PROCTOR. (Not looking at ber.) Fear nothing. I'll ffnd Ezekiel
Cheever. I'll tell him shc said it werc all soort.
ELIZABETH. John, with so many in thc jri l , nrorc rlr:rn rhat is
needcd now, I think. Vould you favor mc with dris?-Co to

PROCTOR. Vhat have I to say to Abigail?
ELIZABETH. John . . . grant me this. Yorr havc a farrlty under-
standing of young girls. There is a promisc nrndc in any bed
PROCTOR. (Shiutuq against bis angcr..Cootirr4 ot ber.) Vhat
promise?
ELIZABF|H. Spoke or silent, a promise is surcly mrde. And she
rnay dote on it now-l am sure she does-and thinks to kill me,
then to take my placc. It is her dearest hopc, John, I know it.
Thcre be a thousand nnmcs/ why does shc call rninc? There be a
certain danger in calling such a name-l am no Coodv Good
that sleeps in ditches, nor Osburn drunk end hilf.winJ. She,d

dare not call out such a farmer's wife but there be monstrous profit
in it. She thinks to take my place, John.
PROCTOR. (11e krows it is trre.) She cannot think it!
ELIZABETH. John, have you evcr shown her somewhat of con-
tempt? She cannot pass you in thc church but you will blush . , '
PROCTOR. I may blush for my sin.
ELTZABETH. I think she sees another meaning in that blush.
PROCTOR. And what see you? Vhat see you, Elizabeth?
ELIZABETH. I think you be somewhat ashamedr for I am there,
and she so close.
PROCTOR. When will you know me, woman? Vere I stone I
would have cracked for shame this scven-month!
ELIZABETH. Then go-and tell her she's a whore. rVhatever

promise she nay sense-brot' 1it, John, break it.
PROCTOR. (Rising, gettin .) Cood, then. I'll go.
ELIZABETH. Oh, how uny5 a64r !
PROCTOR. I will curse her lr,,*er than the oldest cinder in hell,
fear not. But pray, begrudge me not my anger!
ELIZABE*IH. Your anger! I only ask you . .
PROCTOR. Voman, am I so base? Do you truly think me base?
ELIZABETII. I never called you base.
PROCTOR. Then how do you charge me with such a promise !
The promise that a stallion gives a mare I gave that girl!
ELIZABE fH. Then why do you anger with me when I bid you
break it?
PROCTOR. (So axgry be gropes fot words and pbrases.) Because
it speaks deceit, and I am honest! But l'll plead no more! I see now
your spirit twists around the single error of my life, and I will
never tear it free !
ELIZABETH. (Cries ort.) You'Il tear it free-when you come to
know that I will be your only wife, or no wife at all!-she has
an arrow in you yet, John Proctor, and you know it rvelll (Proctor
rf4rts R. Qrit€ suddenly as tbougb [rcn tbe ak, Jlqle appears R.
lbey start sligbtly. l7ale is dillerent noto, drutDfl-o little, eoeq ol
guilt about bis fidflner row.)
HALE. Good evening.
PROCTOR. Why, Mister Hale! Good evening to you, sir. Come
in, come in.
HALE. I hope I do not startle you.
ELIZABETH. Nc-no, it's only that I heard no horse. .
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HALE. You are (loodwife Proctor.
PROCTOR. Ayc, lilizabeth.
HALE. I hope you'rc not off to bed yet.
PROCTOR. No-no let you comc in, Mister Hale. !7e are
not used to visitors after dark, but you're welcome here, Vill
you sit you down, sir?
HALE. I wil l. Lct you sit, Goodwife Proctor.
PROC|OII. Vil l  you drink cider, Mister f lale?
HAI-ll. No, it rcbcls my stomach-l havc some further travelling
yet tonight. Sit you down, sir. I will not krcp you long, but I have
somc brrr inr:,s uith yorr.
PROCI'OIi. l lusiness of the court?
IJALE. (3lc-sila'1tly,) No . . . no, I come of my own, without
thc court's arrthority. l lear me. I l. 'rv not if you are aware, but
your wife's nlmc is . mentigll.) Trrthe court.
PIiOCTOR. \Ve know it, sir. g. rury \0arren told us. \i{/e are
entircly amirzed. :rl'tt(r

HALE. I am a strarger bcre, as you ftnow. And in my ignorance,
I ffnd it hard to draw a clear opinion of them that come accused
before the couft. And so this afternoon, alrd now tonight, I go
from house to house. I come now from Rebecca Nurse's

ELIZABETH. (Sbocked.) Rebecca's charged!
HALE. Cod forbid such a one be chargcd. Shc is, however . . .
mentioned somewhat.
ELIZABETII. You will never believe, I hopc, thrt Rcbecca traf-
ncKeo wrtn tne lJevrl l

l.l.ALE. (Regretfully.) Voman, it is possible,
PROCTOR. (Token aback.) Surely you cannot think so.
HALE. This is a strange time, Mister. No man nray longer doubt
the powers of the dark are gathered in moDstrous lttack upon
this village. There is too much evidence now lo dcny it. You will
aBree, sir?
PROCTOR. (Euadinq.) I . . . have no knowledge in that line.
But it's hard to think so pious a woman be sccrctly a Devil's bitch
after seventy year of such good prayer.
HALE. Aye. But the Devil is a wily onc, you cannot deny it.
However. she is far from accused, and I know shc will not be. I
thought, sir, to put some questions as to the Chtistian character
of this house, if you'll permit me.

PIiOCTOR. Vhy, we. have no fear of questions, sir.
FIALE. Good, then. In the book of rccord that Mister Parris keeps,
I flote tlut you are rarely in thc clrurch on Sabbath Day. . . .
PROCTOR. No, sir, you ale mistakcn.
I {ALE. Only tweoty-six time in scventeen month, sir. I must call
that rare. \l/i11 you tell me why you are so absent?
PROCTOR. Mister Hale, (Sligbt pause as be controls bimselJ.)
I never knew I must account to thirt man for I come to church or
stay at home. . . My wife were sick this winter.
HALE. (Kirdly.) So I am told. But you, Mister, why could you
not come alone?
PROCTOR. I surely did come when I could, and when I could
not I prayed il this house.
HALE. Mister Proctor, your house is not a church; your theology
must tell you that.
PROCTOR. (Restraixing bis anger.) It does, sir, it does; and it
tells me that a minister may pfay to Cod without he have golden
candlesticks upon the altar.
HALE. Vhat golden candlesticks ?
PROCTOR. (Ll pa se. lllis L. ba grippiflg edge ol table as be
coktrols his anger.) Since we built the church there were pewter
candlesticks upon the altari Francis Nurse made them, y'know,
and a sweeter hand never touched the metal. But Parris came, and
tor twenty oeek he preach nothing but golden candlesticks until
he had them. I labor the earth from dawn of day to blink of night,
and I tell you lrae, when I look to heaven and see my money
glaring at his elbows-it-it hurt my prayer, sir, it hurt my
prayer. I think, sometimes, the man dreams catbedrals, not clap'
board meeting houses.
HALE. And yet, Mister, a Christian on Sabbath Day mnst be in
church. . Tell me-you have thrce children.
PROCTOR. Aye. Boys.
HALE. How come it that only lruo are baptized?
PROCTOR. (Pouses as be controls bimself and looks at tlizabelb.
'lltcomfortable dt tbe tbougbt.) I like it not that Mister Parris
should lay his hand upon my baby. I see no light of Cod in that
man. I'll not conceal it.
HALE. I must say it, Mister Proctor; that is not for you to decide.
The man's ordained, therefore the light of Cod is in him.
PROCTOR. Vhat's your suspicion, Mister Hale?
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[.IAI-E. No--rro, I have no
PROC|OR. I n;ri lcd the roof upon the church, I hung the
door .
HALE. (to4oly.) Oh, /id you! That's a good sign, then.
PROCTOII. It rnay bc I have been too quick to bring the man to
book, but you cannot think we euer dcsired thc destruction of re-
ligion. I rhi,rk that's in your mind, is it not?
HALE. t . ltave . there is a soflncss in your record, sir,
a softncss.
ELIZABEIIL I think, maybe, we baue been too hard with
Mister l)arris. I think so. But sure we nevcr loved the Devil here,
I'IALE, Dr-r you know your commandmcnts, Elizabeth?
ELIZABE|I l. ('llitboit bcsitltion, si'nDly, primly ) [ surelv do.
Therc bc no mark of blame upon my lifc, Mister Llale/ I am a

covcnantcd Christian woman.
FIALE. And you, Mister?
PROCTOIf. I am sure I do, str.
HALE. Lct you repeat thcm, if you will.
PROCTOR. . The Commandments?
I-IALE. Aye.
PROCTOR. Thou shalt not kill.
HALE. Aye.
PROCTOR. Thou shalt not steal. Thou shalt not covct thy neigh-
bor's goods, nor make unto thee any graven image.'l'hou shalt not
take the name of the Lord in vain; thou shalt havc lo other gods

before me . . thou shalt remember the Sabbath Dly and keeP it

holy. Thou shalt honor thy father and rnothcr. 
'lhort shalt not

bear {alse witness. Thou shalt not make unto thcc illy graven

image.
HALE. You have said that twice, sir.
PROCTOR. Aye.
ELIZABE-fII. (Delicately.) Adultery, John.
PROCTOR. (As tbougb a secret affow bad pained his beart.)

Ayel (1ryi4 to grin it away-to llale ) Yorr sce, sir, between the

two of us we do know them all (T1ale orly look' at l 'roclor' dcep

ir his olle// 'pt lo defne tbis man. Ptoclot gtotos more uneIsy )
I think it be a small fault.
HALE. (lhougbtfully afld rcgretlully.) Theologv, sir, is a fortress;

no crack in a fortress may be accormted small.
PROCTOR. There be no love for Satan in tbis house.

3 8

HALE. I pray it, I pray it dearly. (Risin!.) Vell, then, l'll bid
you good night.
ELIZABETH. (Urcble to restratu her araiefy.) Mister Hale. I
do think you are suspecting me somcwhat? Are you not?
HALE. Goody Proctor, I do not judge you. My duty is to add
what I may to the Godly wisdom of the court, I pray you both
good health and good fortune. Good night, sir. (Starts ort R,)
ELIZABETH. (Wltb a flote ol despctotion.) I think you must tell
hin, John.
FjALE. $7hat's that?
ELIZABETH. Vill you tell him?
PROCTOR. I I have no witncss and cannot prove it, except
my word be taken. But I know thc children's sickness had naught
to do with witchcraft.
HALE. (Stopped, str'lck.) Naught to do . ?
PROCTOR. They were discovered by Mr. Parris sporting in the
woods. They were startled, and took sick.
IIALE. Vho told you this?
PROCTOR. Abigail \filliams.
HALE. Abigail !
PROCTOR. Aye.
I-IALE. Abigail Villiams said it had naught to do with witchcraft?
PROCTOR. She told me the day you came, sir.
l IALE. \7hy . . . why did you keep this?
PROCTOR. I never knew untll tonigbt that the world is gore daft
with this nonsense.
HALE. Nonsense! Mister, I have myself examined Tituba, Sarah
Cood and numerous others that have confessed to dealing with
the Devil. They have confessed it.
PROCTOR. (1'ltitb dry, bitter humor.) And why not, if they must
hang for denyin'it? There are them that will swear to anything
before they'll hang; have you ncvei thought of fbat 7
HALE. (tt is his owt susfticion, but be resists it.) I have. I . . .
I have indeed. And you . worrld you testify to this in courtT
PROCTOR. I . . . . had not reckoned with going into court.
. . .  B u t i f  I  m u s t  I  w i l l .
IIALE. Ah, you falter there? I tfiinlt you .
PROCTOR. (Controlling bitnself.) . . . I falter nothing, but I
. I may wonder if ny story l'ill be credited in such a court.
I do wonder on it, when a minister as steady minded as you will
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suspicion such a woman that never liedi shc cannot lie, and the
world knows shc cannot. I may falter somcwhat, Mister, I am no
fool.
HALE. (Qrrictly-it lras i,npressed bim.) I)roctor, let you open
with mc nowi for I havc heard a thing that troubles me. [t's said
you hold no bclicf that there may even be witches in the world.
Is that t(rc, sir?
PROCIOR. I know not what I have said; I may have said it, I
have wonclcrcd if thcre bc witches in the world.
IIALE. 'l-hcrr you do not believe . . . ?
PROC|OR. I havc no knowledge of it, the Bible speaks of
witclrcs, and I will not deny tbem.
IJALE. And you, woman?
ELIZABE|I{. I I cannot believe it.
I lAl-E. (Sl.rocftcd.) You cannot!
PROC|OR. Elizabcth, you bewildcr him!
ELIZABF|I L (Io 'Jlale. ,Ln$ily.) | cannot think the Devil may
own a woman's sorrl, Mister Hale, whcn she keeps an upright
way, as I havc. I am a good woman, I know it; and if you believe
I may do only good work in the world, and yct be secretly bound
to Satan, then I must tell you, sir, I do not bclicve it.
I{ALE. But, woman, you do believc there arc witches in . . . ?
ELIZABETI I. If you think that I am onc, thcn I say there are
none,
HALE. You surely do not fly against the Cospcl, thc Cospel . . .
PROCTOR. She believe in the Gospel, cvcry word !
ELIZABETH. Question Abigail \Willi'ams about thc C,ospel, not
myself!
PROCTOR. She do not mean to doubt thc Cospcl, sir, you can-
not think it. This be a Christian house, sir, :r Cl)ristian house.
tlALE. (Sigbirg.) Cod keep you both; lct thc third child be
quickly baptized and go you without fail cach Srrnclay into Sab-
bath praycr; and kcep a solemn, quiet way inronq you. I drink., .
(€nter Corey, *.)
COREY. John!
PROCTOR. Giles! Vhat's the matter?
COREY. Thcy takc my wife. And Rebecca Nrrrse! (Nrrse en-
teru R.)
PROCTOR. (70 lJrrr.sc,.) Rebecca's in the joilr
NURSE. Iohn, Checver come and take her in his wagon. lWe've

,{o

only now come from the jail and thcy'll not even lct us in to see
them.
ELIZABETI-I. 

'l 
hey've surely gonc rvild now, Mister Hale!

NURSE. Revcrend llale. Can you not speak to the Dcputy Cov-
ernor?-l 'm surc he mistakes thcsc pcoplc
I{ALE. Pray cahn yourself, Mistcr Nurse.
NURSE. My wife is the very brick and mortar of the church,
Mister Flale-and Martha Corey, there cannot be a woman closer
yet to God than Martha.
HALE. (lrcredulously.) How is Rcbecca charged, Mr. Nurse?
NURSE. For nrurder, she's charged! "For the marvelous and super-
natural murder of Coody Putnam's babies." Vhat am I to do,
Mr. Hale?
HALE. Believe me, sir, if Rebecca Nurse be tainted, then nothing's
left to stop the whole green world from burning. Let you rest
upon the justice of the court; the court will send her home, I
know it .
NURSE. You cannot mean she will be tried in court!
PROCTOR. [-low may such a woman murder children?
HALE. Man, remember, until an hour before the Devil fell, God
thought him beautiful in Heaven.
COREY. I never said my wife werc a witch, Mister Hale, I only
said she were reading books!
HALE. Mister Corey, exactly what complaint were made on yolr

COREY. That bloody mongrel \Vallcott charge her. Y' see, he buy
a pig of rny wife four or ffve year ago, and the pig died soon after.
So he come dancin' in for his rnoney back. So my Ma*ha she
says to him, "Vallcott, if you havcn't the wit to feed a pig prop-
pe y, you'll not live to own many,'r she says. Now he goes to
court and claims that from that day to this he cannot keep a pig
alive for more than four weeks because my Martha bewitch them
with her booksl (€nter Cbeeoer n.)
CHEEVER. Good evening. Cood evening to you, John Proctor.
(l l i l lard, enters R., to just inside door.)
PROCTOR. Vhy . . . Mister Cheever. Cood evening.
CHEEVER. Good evening, all. Good cvening, Mister Hale.
PROCTOR. I hope you come not on business of the court?
CHEEVER. I do, Proctor, aye. I am clerk of the court now,
y'know.
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r COREY. It's a pity, Ezckiel, that an honcst tailor might have gone
to heave[ must bur n in hcll. You'l l burn for this, do you know it?
CI-IEEVER. You knorv youlself I must do ls lln told. You surcly
know thrt, Cilcs. And I'd as l icl you'd not bc scnding mc to hell.
I like not thc sotrnd of it, I tell you, I likc lrot the sound of it.
Now believe rnc, I)roctor, how heavy be the law, all its tonnage
I do carry on my back tonight. , . . (lakes a warrant from
pockel.) I havc a warrant for your wife.
PROCI'OR. Vhat say you? A warrant for my wife? (!o Jlale.)
You said shc wcre not chargcd!
HALE. (Confounded.) t know nothin'of it. (/o Cbeeuer.) \(hen
were slrc charged?
CHEEVDI. I am given sixtccn warrant tonight, sir, and she is one.
PROCT'OII. (fo Cbecvcr.) rifho charged her2
CHEEVEIi. Vhy, Abigail Villiams charge her.
PROCI Olt. Abigail $filliams? On what proof, what proof !
CHEEVER. Mister Proctor/ I have little time. . The court bid
me search your house, but I like not to search a house. So will you
hand mc any poppets that your wife may keep here.
PROCTOR. Poppets?
ELIZABF|H. I never liept no poppets, not sincc I were a girl.
CHEEVER. I spy a poppet, Coody Proctor.
ELIZABETH. (Qets doll.) Oh I-Vhy, this is Mary's.
CHEEVER. Vould you please to give it to mc?
ELIZABETH. ('Jlanding doll to Cbeeuer.) Ilas the court discov-
ered a text in poppets now?
CH$VER. (Carelully bolds doll.) Do you kecp :rny othcrs in this
house?
PROCTOR. No, nor this one either till tonight. Vhat signifies a
Poppet?
CHEEVER. \7hy, a poppet . , . a poppet rnay signify. Now,
r{oman . will you please to come with nrc.
PROCTOR. She will not. (1o €lizabetb.) fctch Mary here.
CHEEVER. No-no, I am forbid to leave her from my sight.
PROCTOR, You'll leave her out of sight and out of mind, Mister.
Fetch Mary, Elizabeth. (€lizabetb goes out D. 1..)
HALE. (Bewildered.) Mrat signilies a poppct/ Mistcr Cheever?
CHEEVER. (luns doll ooer in bis bands.) 'Why, they say ir may
signify that she . . . (}le bas lifted doll s sftirl, and bis eyes
widen in aslonisbed fear.) \Why, this, this . . .
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PROCI'OR. Vhat's there?
CFIEEVER. Why . . . (Drotos out a lonE reedle ftom doll.) it is
a needle! Vil lard. Vil lard. it is a needle!
PROC|OR. And what signiffes a nccdle!
CHEEVER. Vhy, this go bard wfih her, Proctor, this . . . I had
my doubts, Proctor, I had my doubts, but here's calamity.
( Cro-s.$es to J7ale, sbows reedle.) yoLt sce it, sil, it is a needle!
I'IALE. \Vhy? Vhat meanin' has it ?
CHEEVER. The girl, the Villiams girl, Abigail \X/illiams, sir. She
sat to dinner in Reverend Parris' horrse tonight, and without word
nor warnin', she falls to the floor. Like a struck beast, he says,
and screamed a scream that a bull would weep to hear. And h€
goes to save her, and stuck two inches in the flesh of her belly he
draw a needle out. And demandin' of her how she come to be so
stabbed, she . . . (Jo Proctor.) testify it were your wife's fa-
miliar spirit pushcd it in.
PROCTOR. \flhy, she done it herself! I hope you're not takin'
this for proof, Mister Hale.
CHEE\ER. 'Tis hard proofi-I ffnd here a poppet Goody Proctor
kceps. I have found it, sir. And in the belly of the poppet a needlc
stuck. I tell you true, Proctorf I never warranted to see such proof
of llell, and I bid you obstruct me not, for | . . , (€nter €liza
betb toith nlary.)
PROCTOR. Here now! Mary, how did this poppet come into my
nouse 1
MARY. Vhat poppetJs that, sir?
PROCTOR. This poppet, this poppet.
MARY. (.fooks at it, dtd evasioely says.) Vhy, I . . . I think it
is mine.
PROCTOR. (A tbteot.) It is your poppet, is it not?
MARY. It . is, sir.
PROCTOR. And bop did it come into this house?
MARY. \Y1hy . I made it in thc court, sir, and give it to
Coody Proctor tonight.
PROCTOR. (to l1ale.) Now, sir-do you have it?
HAL,E. Mary Varren a needlc have been formd inside this
popPet.
MAIiY. \7hy, I meant no harm by it, sir.
PROCIOR. You stuck that ncedlc in vourself?
MARY. I I believe I did, sir, I
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PROCIOR. ( ftr 3l,rlc.) What say you now?
HALE. (Slrl l  kivlly culcoooring to get at tbc lratb.) Child . . .
you are ccrt;rin (his bc your natural memory?-may it be, perhaps,
that sonrcono conjrrrcs yorr even floD to say this?
MARY. Conjrrrcs nrc?-Vlry, no, sir, I am entirely myself, I
think. I-ct yorr ask Srrsanna Vallcon-she saw me sewin, it in
court. n sk ,l,Jry, Abby srt beside mc whcn I maclc it.
PROC1'()R. ( 1o'JL c, ol Lheeoer.) Bid, binr begone, Mistcr. Your
mind is surcly scttlcl l Do!v. Bid him outi Mister.
ELIZAI}Ii l l  l . ( l lcuti l lerccl.) \X/hat signiffcs a recdleT
I lALIl. Mary yorr charge a cold and crucl murder on Abigail.
MARY. Mrrrclcrl I chargc no
IIALE. Abigail werc stabbcd tonight, a ncedlc were found stuck
into hcr bclly.
ELIZABIIIIL Ancl shc charges mc2l
I1ALE. Ayc.
ELIZABDI Il. Vhy . . l-The girl is murdcr! She must be
ripped out of thc world!
CHEEVER. You've heard that/ sirl-Rippcd out of thc woddl
Vil lard, you hcard it! ..
PROCTOR. (Sudde y sflatches toartatlt ott of Cbeeoer's bands.)
Out with you !
CHEEVER. Proctor, you dare not touch the warrant.
PROCTOR. (Rips utarrant.) Out with you!
CHEEVER. You've ripped the Deputy Covernor's warrant, manl
PROCTOR. Damn the Deputy Covernor! Out of my housc!
HALE. Now, Prodor, Proctor
PROCTOR. (1o llale.) Get y' gonc with thcn! you arc a broken
minister.
HALE. Proctor/ if shc is innocent thc court
PROCTOR. If sbe is innocent! Vhy do yorr ncvcr wonder if
Parris be innoccnt, or Abigail? Is the accuscr l lways holy now?rVere thcy born this morning as clean as Cod,s ffngers? I,ll tell
you what's walking Salcm-vengeance is walkirrg Salem. \We are
what we always were in Salem, but now thc littlc crazy children
are jangling the keys of the kingdom, and common vcngeance
writes the lawl This warrant's vengeancei I will not give my wife
to vengeance !
ELIZABETLI. I'll go, John . . .

PROCTOR. You will not go! (Sflrccpr bis gun up, pointiq it ol
Cbeeuer.'1
\7[LLARD. John, I have nine mcn orrtside. You cannot keep hcr.
The law binds me, John, I cannot budge.

. PROCTOR. (Jo ilale.) You will sce her taken?
HALE. Proctor, the court js just.
PROCTOR. Pontius Pilate ! God will not lct you wash your hands
of this !
ELIZABETH. John . . . (Sbe presses tbe rifle down.) | think I
must go with them. (laking o[l apron, banding ft b nbty.) Mary
. there is bread enough for the morning; you will bake in the
afternoon. Help Mister Proctor as you were his daughter . . .
you owe me that, and much morc. (7akes Ptoctor's band, Jo
Proctor. ..) Vhen the children wake, speak nothing of witch-
craft . it will frighten them.
PROCTOR. (Jakhg ber bands.) | will bring you home. I will
bring you soon.
ELIZABETFL Oh, John, bring mc soonl
PROCTOR. I will fall like an ocean on that courtl Fcar nothing,
Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH. I wil l fear nothing. (7akcs sbawl lrou wasb sland,
he puts it ox ber, Ibey ctoss R. Cbecocr and'lhllard exit n.) Tell
the children I have gone to visit sonrcone sick. . . , (Sbe Dreaks
oft, goes out R, lldle sits berch a. of table, bcad bowed in t-.
band, bis t. band on table, After four seconds cbains Ne bedrd
oll R.)
PROCTOR. (Runxing off n.) Villard! Villard, dont chain her!
Damn you, man/ you will not chain her! (Outside.) Off with
them! I '11 not have it! I wil l not havc her chained! (-lnd otber
tnefl's voices dqainst bis. Corey calls lo 11ale.)
COREY. And yet silent, Minister? It is fraud, you kloru it is
fraud! Vhat keeps you, man! (Pr.octor is tbrown lnto room by
two guards, lollowed by 'Lltillord. 

Quards exit R. alter Proclot
pulls aLoay.)
PROCTOR. I'll pay you, Villard, I will surcly pay you! (Sits
ltcrcb a., head h bands.)
\7ILI-ARD. In Cod's name, John, I cannot help myself. I must
chaiD tl)em all. Now let you keep insiclc this house ti l l  I anr gone!
(Jo'l ldle.) lvlau, are you blind? (?lc cxils n.)
HALE. Mister Proctor .
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PROCTOR. (Jlis ureepirg heart pressing bis urords.) Out of my
sight !
HALE. (?leading.) Cbdrity, Proctor I Cbarity-what I have heard
in her favor I will not fear to testify in court. God help me, I
cannot iudgc her guilty nor innocent. I know not, Only this
consider-drc world goes mad, and it profit nothing you should
lay the causc to thc vcngeance of a little girl.
PROCI'OR. You are a coward! Though you be ordained in God's
own tears, you:lrc a coward now!
HALE. (-Sbakcn. Qrcatly disturbed, trying to convince bifiseu.)
Proctor, I cannot think God be provoked so grandly by zuch a
petty causc, Thc jails are packed, our greatest iudges sit in Salem
now-and hangin's promised. Man, we must look to cause pro-
portionatc. Vcre there murder done perhaps, and never brought
to light? Abomination? Some secret blasphemy that stinks to
hcavcn? Think on cause, man/ and let you help me to discover it,
For thcre's your way, believe it, there is your only way, when
such confusion strikes upon the world. (Crossitrg to Nurse. Plead-
ing witb tbefi.) Let you counsel among yourselves; think on.your
village, and what may have drawn from heaven such thundering
wrath upon you all. I shall pray God open up our eyes. (lfale
goes out R,)
NURSE. I never heard no rnurder done in Salem,
PROCTOR. Leave me, Francis, leave me. (ltrrrse slou.'ly e"xits n.)
COREY. John . . . tell me, are we lost?
PROCTOR. Go home now, Giles. Ve'll speak on it tomorrow.
COREY. Let you think on it; we'll come eady, eh?
PROCTOR. Aye. Go now, Giles.
COREY. Good night, then. (Corey goes out R. fong pause.)
MARY. Mister Proctor, very likely they'll let her come home once
they're given proper evidence.
PROCTOR. You're coming to the court with me, Mary. You wilJ
tell it in the court.
MARY. I cannot charge murder on Abigail. . . .
PROCTOR. You will tell the court how that poppct come herc
and who stuck the needle in.
MARY. She'll kill me for sayin' that ! Abby'll charge lechery on
you, Mister Proctor!
PROCTOR. (Stops.) . . . She's told you!
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MARY. I have known it, sir. She'll !.uin you with it, I know she

will.
PROCTOR. (-Advoxcilg on ber.) Good. Then her saindiness is

done with. Vy'e will slide together into our pit. You will tell the

court what you know,
MARY. I cannot. They'll turn on me.
PROCTOR. ($rabs ber.) My wife will never die for me. I will

bring your guts into your mouth, but that goodness will not die

for me.
MARY. I cannot do it. I camot.
PROCTOR. Make your peace with it. Now Hell and Heaven
grapple on our backs, and all our old pretense is ripped away'

Make your peace. (lbrows her down.)
MARY. (Sobs.) I cannot.
PROCTOR. (Crossirg to door l.) Peace! It is a Providence and

no great change. rife are what we always were' but naked now'

Aye, naked. And the wind, God's icy wind, will blow' (fulary col-

tinues sobbiflg, "'l carnotl")

CURTAIN
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ACT II

SCENE 1

scrNll: -4 wooLl. Jlight. f,igbl is concenlrLted on log
l). s. I-.
J)rocl()r orlers D. L, witb la tctn, glaflcitrg beblnd b|m,
tbur lnlls, ltolcling la efl raised. ibigdil appea$ D. L.
rj i tb a ot.t lt ooer ber nigbt|oon, ber hair down. A mo-
fiant ol 4rcslionitlg sileflce.

PROCfOR. (Searclti4. Crosses io o. a. ol log.) I must speak
with yorr, Abigail. (-Sbc, does not looe, stofing af birn.) Vil l you
sit?
ABIGAIL. I low do you come?
PROCI OIt. Friendly.
ABICAIL. (AI( cif lg about.) I don't l ike the woods at night.
Pray you, stand closer, (11e comes closer to ber.) I knew it must
be you.'i/hen I heard the pebbles on thc window, before I opened
up my eycs I knew. (Sits on t. of 1og.) | thought you would come a
good time sooner.
PROCTOR. I had thought to come many times.
ABIGAIL. Vhy didnt you? I am so alonc in the world now.
PROCTOR. (JIs a Jact. Not btterly.) Are you! I'vc heard that
people ride a hundred mile to see your face thesc days.
ABICAIL. Aye, my face. Can you see my facc?
PROCTOR. (}lolds lanletn to ber lace.) 1'hen yotire troubled?
ABIGAIL. Have you come to mock me?
PROCTOR. (Sets lodern orr ground. Sits ' lcxl to ber.) No, no,
but I hear only that you go to the tavern every night, and play
shovelboard with thc Deputy Governor, and they give you cider.
ABIGAII-. I have oncc or twice played thc shovclboard. But I have
no joy in it.
PROCIOR. This is a surprise, Abby. I'd thought to ffnd you gayer
than this. I'm told a troop of boys go stcp for step with you
wherever you walk thcse days.
ABIGAIL. Aye, they do. But I have only lewd looks from the boys.
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PROCTOR. And you like that not?
ABIGAIL. I cannot bear lewd looks no more, John My spirit's
changed entircly. I ought be givcn Codly looks when I suffer for
them as I -do.
PROCTOR. Oh? Ilow do you suffcr, Abby?
ABIGAIL. (Pulls up dress.) Vhy, look at my leg. l'm holes all
over from their damned needles and' pins. (foucbing ber stomacb )
The jab your wife gave me's not hcalcd yet, y'know.';
PROCTOR. (Seeing ber madness now.) Oh, it isn't.
ABIGAIL. I think sometimes she pricks it open again while I sleep.
PROCTOR. Ah?
ABIGAIL. And Ceorge Jacobs-(Slidiq ,rp lrer sleeue ) he comes
again and again and raps me with his stick-the same spot every
night all this week. Look at the lump I have.
PROCTOR. Abby-Ccorge Jacobs is in the jail all this month.
ABIGAIL. Thank God he is, and bless the day he hangs and lets
me sleep in peace again! Oh, John, the wodd's so full of hypo-
critest (Astoxished, outrc\ed.) They pray in jail! I'm told they all
pray in jail I
PROCTOR. They may not pray?
ABIGAIL. And torture me in my bed while sacred wotds are
comin' from their mouths2 Oh, it will need God Himself to cleanse
this town properly!
PROCTOR. Abby-you mean to cry out still others?
ABICAIL. (Jro .) lf I live, if I am not murdered, I surely will,
until the last hypocrite is dead.
PROCTOR. Then there is no ore good?
ABICAIL. Aye, there is one.7or are good.
PROCTOR. Am I!How am I good?
ABIGAIL. \7hy, you taught me goodness, therefore you are good.

It were a ffre you walked me through, and all my iSnorarice was
burned away, It were a fire, John, we lay in lire. And from that
night no woman dare call me wicked any more but I knew my
answcr. I used to weep for my sins whcn the wind lifted up my

sliirts; and blushed for shame because some old Rebecca called
ne loose. And then you burned my ignorance away. As bare as
some December tree I saw them rll-walking like saints to church/
running to feed the sick, and Lypocrites in their hearts! And God
gave me strength to call them liars, and Cod made men to Iisten

to me, and by Cod t rvill scrub the world clean for the love of
40
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r Him! Oh,.lohl, I wil l maltc you such a wife when the world is
white again! (.!bc kisscs bis hand.) You wil l bc amazed to see me
cvery day, a liglrt rrf lrcavcn in your housc, ̂  -- (jle lises, backs
.1tD6y, a. tLt-LLl.) \why arc you cold?
PROCTOI{. My rvifc goes to trial in dre norning, Abigail.
ABICAIL. ( /)istrlr l/y.) Your wife?
PROCI'OR. Surcly you knew of it?
ABICA Il-. I clo rcmcmbcr it now. How*how - Is she well?
PROCIOR. As wcll as she may be, thirty-six days in that place.
ABICAII-. You saicl you came friendly.
PltOCl Olt. Shc will not be condemned, Abby.
AIllGAll". You brought rue from my bed to speak of her?
PliOCl Oli. I comc to tcll you, Abby, what I will do tomorrow in
thc cou,t. I would not take you by surprise, but give you all good
tiDrc to think on what to do to save yourself.
ABICA|I.. Savc mysclfl
Pl{OCfOlt. If yoLr do flot free my wife tomorrow, I am set and
bound to ruir you, Abby.
ABIGAIL. (llcr ooice small-astonisbed.) How-ruin me?
PROCTOR. I have rocky proof in docuncnts that you knew that
poppet werc none of my wife's; and that you yourself bade Mary
Varren stab that needle into it.
ABIGAIL. (A wildness stirs if her, a cbild is standitg berc who is
unutterably tustrdted, denied ber wisb, but she is still grasping

lor ber wits.) I bade Mary Warren -?

PROCTOR. You know what you do, you are not so mad!
ABIGAIL. Oh, hypocrites! Have you won himr too?! John, why
do you let them send you?
PROCTOR. I warn you, Abby!
ABICAIL. They send you! They steal your honcsty and -

PROCTOR. I have found my honesty!
ABIGAIL. No, this is your wife pleading, your snivelling, envious
wifel This is Rebecca's voice, Martha Corcy's voice. You were no
hypocrite!
PROCTOR. I will prove you for the fraud you are!
ABIGAIL. And if they ask you why Abigail would ever do so
murderous a deed, what will you tell them?
PROCTOR. I will tell them why.
ABICAIL. Vhat will you tell? You will confess to fornication?
ln the couft?
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PROCTOR. If you will have it so, so I will tell itl (Sbe utters d
disbelieoixg laugb.) | say I will! (.sbe laughs louder, xow witb
more dssurlflce be will neoer do it. l te sbakes her rougbly,) ll you
can still hear, hear this! Can you hcar! (Sbe is treffibling, stariflg
up at bim as tbouqb be were out oJ bis mixd.) You will tell the
court you are blind to spirits; you c:tnnot see them any more, and
you will never cly witchery again, or I will make you famous for
the whore you are !
ABIGAIL. (Qrabs bim.) Never in this world! I know you, John-
you are this moment singing secret l-lallelujahs that your wife will
hang!
PROCTOR. (lbrows ber down.) |on mad, you murderous bitch!
ABIGAIL. Oh, how hard it is whcn pretense falls! But it falls, it
falls ! (Sbe arcps berselJ up as thougb lo go.) You have done your
duty by her. I hope it is your last hypocrisy, I pray you will come
again with sweeter news for me. I know you will-now that your
duty's done. Good night, John. (Sbe is backixg auray L., rcising
ber baxd ix farewell) Fear naught, I will save you tomorrow.
(As sbe turns and 4oes o. L.) From yourself I will save you. (Sbe
is gofle D, L. Proctor is leJt alone, amazed, ix terrot, Jakes up bis
laxtern and slowly exits ts. t. as ligbts dim out and curtaix lalls,)

CURTAIN

ACT II

SCENE 2

7he oestry room of tbe nleeting 'Jlouse, lbere are z
ertrances: one qt D. L, leadiflg to outside, one at n, n,
leading to courttoom and one at u. R, leoding to tbe
judges' cbambers.'Jfl tbe fuIeetiflg 1louse proper, beyond
tbe n. wall, oftstage, at examinatiotr is going ofl ds cur-
tdir rises. Ibe stoge is eflpty, but we hear oftstage . . .

HATHORNE. Now, Martha Corey, there is abundant evidence in
our hands to show that you have given yourself to the reading of
fortunes, Do you deny it2
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MARTI IA. I a|r innoccnt to a witch. I know not what a witch is.
HATHORNIT. I low do you know then that you are not a witch?
MARTHA. ll: I wclc I would know it.
HATI-IORNll. Vhy do you hurt these children?
MAR'II IA. I clo not hurt them. I scorn it l
COI{EY. I havc cvidcncc for the courtl ('Ltoices ol townsfolk rise
in cxcilcl,rc'rl.)
DANI()lt l l  L You wil l kecp your seatt
COllLY. Ihonres l)utnam is reachin'out for land! (Crowd louder')
DANIiOR l l L l lcmcrve that man, Marshal! (,4 rodring goes up

lto t thc lt!plc.)
COill-Y. YoLr'r 'c hcering l ies, l iesl
I IAl l lOllNIl. Arrcst him, Excellency !
COltljY. I havc cvidcnce, why will you not hcar my evidencel
(Cotcy is ltall-catricrl inlo tbis Deslry rootn by WiIIard, followed
by ?trtris, ull come lron D. R.) Hands ofi, damn you, lct mc go!
\V IL I -ARD.  C i les ,  C i les . . .  !
COREY. (1Io 'lltillard who is pullhg bitrl qcross stage.) Out of my
way, Vil l:rJl I bring evidence.
VILI-ARl). You cannot go in there, Ciles-it 's a court!
HALE. (trrlering D. R.t going dlter tbefl.) Pray be calm a mo-
ment.
COREY. You, Mr. I{ale, go in there and demand I speak.
IJALE. A moment, sirr a moment.
COREY. They'll be hangin' my wife - (Jlatborne esters D. R.
liarse erters o. n. aJter 'llatborne,)

HATHORNE. How do you dare come roarin' into this court! Are
you gone daft, Corey2 (Ctowd subsides.)
COREY. You're not a Boston judge yct, llathorne. You'll not call
me daft! (tnter Deputy Qooerflor DarJortb ard bebind him,
€zekiel Cheeoer u. n. Silelce Jalls. Danlortb is a qraoe man it bis
sixtiesl oJ some bumor and sopbistication tlJat does rot, hopeoer,
intetJere witb an exact loyalty to bis posilion altd bis causc.)
DANFORTH. (Looki1lg ot Corey.) Vho is tlris man?
PARRIS, Ciles Corey, sir, and a more contentious
COREY. (7o Porris.) I am asked the question and I am old enough
to .rnswer it! (Io Dan[orlh.) My name is Colcy, sir, Ciles Corey.
I have six bundrcd rcrcs, and timber in adclition. It is my wife
you be condcmning now. (1le indicates thc couflfooll l D. R.)
DANFORTFI. And how do you imagine to hclp her cause with

52

such coltcrnptuous riot? Now bcgolc, your old age alole keeps
you out of iail for this.
COREY. They're tellin' lies about my wife, sir, I . .
DANFORTH. Then you take it upon yourself to decide what this
court shall believe and what it shall sct aside?
COREY. Your Excellency, we mean rro disrespect for . .
DANFORTH. Disrespect, indeed!-lt is disruption, Mister. This
is the highest couft oI the suprernc governmeot of this province, do
you know it?
COREY. (}Ie is begixniflg to weep) y oL\r Excellency, I only said
she were readin'books, sir, and they come and take her out of my

DANFORTFI. \lflhat books, what . . ?
COREY. (Ibrough helpless sobs.) It is my third wife, sir, and I
never had no wife that bc so taken with books, d'y'understand,
sir, and I thought to lind the cause of it, d'y'see, but it were no
witch I blamed her for. . . (!le is opexly weeping.) | have
broke charity with the woman, I have broke charity with her. (}ie

couers bis Jace, asbamed. Danlortb is respectJully silent')
I{ALE. Excellencv. he claims hard evidence for his wife's defense.
I rhink that in all justice you must
DANFORTH. Then let him submit evidence in proper affi-
davit. You are cerfainly aware of our procedure here,rMr. Hale
(Jo Ttti l lard.l Clear ti is ,oo^. 'f

$ [LLARD. Corne now, Ciles. ($6ntly pLtsbes Corey out D' L)
NURSE. Ve are desperate, sir; we come here three days now and
cannot be heard.
DANFORTH. Who is this man?
NURSE. Francis Nurse, your Excellency.
HALE. His wife's Rebecca that were condemned this morning.
DA|IFORTH. Indeed! I am amazed to ftnd you in such uproar-
I have only good report of your character, Miste! Nurse.
HATHORNE. I think they must both be arrested in contemPt, sir.
DANFORTH. (1o Tlurse.) Let you write your plea and in due
t i m e  I  w i l l  . . .
NURSE- Excellency , we have prooJ for your eyes, God forbid you
shut them to it. The girls, sir, the girls are frauds.
DANFORTH. (With interest.) \iXhat's what?
NURSE. Ve have proof of it, sir. 1'hey are all deceiving you.
HATHORNE. This is contcmpt, sir, contempt!
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r DANFOI{II I. Pcacc, Judge Hathornc. Do you know who I am,
Mister Nursc?
NURSE. (RespectJtlly.) I surely do, sir, and I think you must be
a wisc judge to bc what you are.
DANFOR fI I. ( l)chberdtely.) And do you know that near to four
hundrcd arc in thc jails from Marblchcad to Lynn, and upon my
signat(rrc?
N U R S I .  I . . .
DANI;Olt l l I. And seventy-two condcmned to hang by that
signatrrre?
NURSII. (?/ttb tlclercnce but empbasis.) Exccllcncy, I never
drought to say it to such a weighty judgc, but you are deceived.
(JIII hfftr lo sce n\ory'llorren eflter D. t.. toitb Proclor and Corey.
l lary is kcaqing ber cyes to the ground, Proctor bas her elbow as
tbouqh she ocre breakable.)
PARRIS. (ln sbock.) Mary Warren ! !(rhat, what are you about
,fl&i7'
PROCfOR. She would speak with the Deputy'Covernor.
DANFORIII. (1o Willard.) Did you not tcll me Mary Varren
were sick in bed?
\7lLLnRD. She were, Your Honor-when I go to fetch her to
the court last week, she said she were sick.
COREY. She has been strivin'with her soul all week. Your Honor;
she comes now to tell the trutb to you.
DANFORTH. \(ho is this?
PROCTOR. (UrdJraid.) John Proctor, sir. Elizabeth Proctor is
my wife.

*,PARRIS, ,Beware this man, Your Excellcncy, this man is mischicf.
HALE. (Wnh greot urgercy.) I think you nrusi hear the girl,
sir, she .
DANFORTH. (11e has become Dety irlctcsted in nlary Tlarret
and only ruises a band toward llale.) Peace. Vhat would you tell
us, Mary \Warren?

PROC|OR. (11e and ary Worren stcl, /onuard.) She never
s4{, no spirits/ sir.
DANFORTH. ('llitb great alarm and surDtise t lo .n4ary.) Never
saw no spirits?!
COREY. (ta4erly.) Ncvcr.
PROCTOII. (I1as tbrce pqpel.s in bis band.) Slrc has signed a
deposition, sir.
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DANFOIiTI I. No, no, I acccpt no dcpositions. Tell me, Mister
Irroctor, havc you given out this story in the vil lage?
PROCTOR. Ve have not.
l'jAl{RIS, 1lcy've come to overthrow thc courtr sir! 

'fhis 
man

DANFORTH. I pray you, Mister lhffis. Do you know, Mister
Proctor, that the entire contention of dre State in these trials is
that the voice of Heaven is speaking tLrough the children?
PROCTOR. I know that, sir.
DANFORTH. And you, Mary Varrcn how came you to
cry out people for sending their spirits against you?
MARY. (Belu-rcen Corey and Proclor.) It were pretenseT sir.
DANFORTH. I cannot hear you.
PROCTOR. It were pretense, she says.
DANFORTH. (Witb gteat unbelief .) Ah? And the other girls?
Susanna rVallcott, and thc othcrs? Thcy are also pretending?
MARY. Aye, sir.
DANFORTH. Indeed. Now, Mister Proctor, before I decide
whether I shall hear you or not, it is my duty to tell you this.
Ve burn a hot fire here; it rnelts down all concealment. Are you
certain in your conscience, Mister, that your evidence is the truth?
PROCTOR. It is. And you will surely knou it.
DANFOIITH. I take it you cane here to declare this revelation
in the open court before the public?
PROCTOR. I thought I would, aye with your permission.
DANFORTH. Now, sir-what is your purpose in so doing?
PROCTOR. Vhy, I . . I would frce my wife, sir . . .
DANFORTH. There lurks nowhere in your heart, nor hidden in
your spirit, any desire to tlndermine this court?
PROCTOR. Vhy, no, sir.
DANFORTH. ('l/itb af iffiplied tbreat.) I tell you straight, Mister
-l have seen marvels in this court. I hlve seen oeoole choked
before my eyes by spirits, I havc sccn lhcm stuck by pins and
slashed by daggers. I have until this momcnt not the slightest
reason to suspect that the children may bc deceiving me, Do you
understand my meaning?
PROCTOR. (ta4ely.) Excellency, does it not strike upon you
that so many of these womcn have lived so long with such upright
reputation, and
PARRIS. Do you read thc Gospel, Mistcr Proctor?
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PROClOll. I rcad thc Cospel.
PARIIIS. (Slrrrgly.) I think rrot, or yor.r should surely koow that
Cain wcrc an ufrfi8lrt nran and yet hc did kil l  .4hcl.
I 'ROClOll. Ayc, Cotl tcl ls t ls t lrat. [ ' lut rvho tclls us Rebccca
Ntrlsc urur'<lcrcd scvcn b:rbics by scncliug out hel spirit on thcrlr?
It is thc childlcn ouly, aud this onc wil l swcar she licd to you,
DANITOII'I l . l . Judgc I lathorne! (Danlo b leans actoss tdble, to
J I tllt o r rre, rrtli.s|cr -r to h i::n.'JI atb ot ne n o Ll s.)
l lA l l lOItNIl. Ayc, she's the one.
DANI;OIi l l l .  Mistcr Proctor this morning, your wife sent
nrc a claim in which shc states that she is pregnant now.
I)ltocl Oli. My wife pregnant!
DANIjOItll I. 

-f.helc 
be no sign of it-wc lravc examined her

bocly.
I ' l to(;l Oli. I lut if shc say she is pregnant/ thcn she must be!'l'hat 

woman will nevcr lie, Mistcr Danforth.
DANI:OI{ f l I. She wil l not?
Pl{OC-lOlt. Never, sir, never.
DANI:OII1H. Mister Proctor, if I should tell you now that t will
let her bc kept another month; and if she begin to show her nat-
ural signs, you shall have her living yet rnotller ye4r until she is
dclivered-(.Cooks at Proctor,) what say you to that? (Procior
is struck silent.) Come now. You say your only purpose is to save
your wife. Good then, she is saved at lcast this year, and a year
is long. Vhat say you, sir? (Claps bands.) lt is done now. \Vill
you drop this charge? (Proctor tbinks, looks at Corcy.)
PROCTOR. I I think I cannot.
DANFORTH. Then your purpose is somewhat larger?

-l$!ji- ('I.riumpbantly ) He's come to ovcrthrow (his court,
r our nonorl

(Sirrcerely.) These are my friends. 'fheir wives are

DANFORTH. () sudden cbange ol lt.arncr.) I judge you not,
sir, Sit down. I am ready to hcar your evidencc. (Nurse crosses L,
to Corey, tolks to bin.)
PROCTOII. (Crossing, Duts 7 ary or slool t,. ol toble.) I come
not to hurt the court, I only . . (Proclor c,'os-ses D. L., t4l[s
witb Corey. and Nurse,)
DANFORTH. Marshal, go into the Court and bid Judge Stough-
ton and Judge Sewall dcclare recess for one hour. And let then
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go to the tavern, if they will. All witncsscs and prisorers are to be
kept in the building.
\7ILLARD. (Io DanJorlb.) If you'll forgive me, sir, I've known
him all my life. It is a good man, sir.
DANFORTH. I'm sure of it, Marshal. (Will6rd, exits D. R. Dds'

[ortb crosses up qbooe toble to c, cbair. Patis pulls chair out.
Dafiortb sits, puts ofl glasses.) Now what deposition do you have
for us, Mister Proctor? And I beg you be clear, open as the sky,
and honest.
PROCTOR. I am no lrwyer, so I ' l l  .
DANFORTH. The pure in heart nced no lawyers. Proceed as you

PROCTOR. (11oxding Donfortb poper.) \Will you read this ffrst,
sir? [t's a sort of testament. The people signing it declare their
good opinion of Rebecca and my wife, and Martha Corey. (Dan-

lorlb looks at paper.)
PARRIS. Their good opinionl (Danlorth gocs on reading.)-RCFOR. 

Thir" 
"r" 

all cou'enani people, landholdin! farmers,
members of the chtrrch. (Delicately, trying to point out o paro-
grapb,) lf you'll notice, sir-they've known the womer many
years and ncver saw no sign they had dealings with the Devil.
DANFORTI-{. (Qldflcing ot lon4 list.) FIow many names are here?
FRANCIS. Ninety-one, Your Excellency.
PARRIS. These people should be surnmoned for questioning.
NURSE. (llaraed.) Mister Danforth, I gave them all my word
no harm would come to thcm for signing this.
PARRIS. This is a clear attack upon the court!
HALE. (1o Paris. Irying to cottaix himself.) Is every defense
an attack upofl the court? Can no one ?

' 
PARRIS. (Witb pleaswe.) All innocent and Christian people are
bappy for the courts in Salem! ( edning Dcople on the list.'1

, T.lrese people are gloomy for it- (to Danfortb directly.) And' 
I think you will want to know, from each and every one of them,
what discontents them with you!
HATHORNE. I think they ought to be cxamined, sir.
DANFORTH. It is not necessarily an rttack, I think. Yet . .
NURSE. 

'l'lrese 
are all couenanletl C'hristians. sir.

DANFORTH. (Kirdly.) Thcn I am srrre they rnay have nothing
to fear. (llarrds Cbeeoer lbe t.tpcr.) Mister Cheever, have war-
rants drawfl fol all of these-arrest for examination. (Cbeeper
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exifs u. R. Io Proclor,) Now, Mister, what other information do
you have for us? (?{urse is still standirg, borrified.) You may sit/
Mister Nursc.
NLIRSE. I hrvc brorrght trouble on these people, I have.
DANI:Oll'fl I. No, old man, you havc not hurt these people if
they arc of good conscience. But you must understand, sir, that a
person is cithcr with this court or he must be counted against itl
thcrc bc no road bctwcen. This is a sharp time, nowr a precise
time-wc livc no longer in the dusky aftcrnoon when evil mixed
itsclf with good ancl bcfuddled the world. Now, by Cod,s grace, the
shining sun is up, and them that fear not light will surely praise
it. I hopc yorr will be one of those. (7fary slldorly sobs.) She,s
not l)cirty, I sce-
l'l{OCIOli. No, she's not, sir. (Io nlaty, bendin4 to her, hokj-
in4 bcr shoddets. 4uletly and ktrdll,.) Now rcmember what the
angcl llaphacl saicl to the boy Tobias. Remember it.
MAIIY. (l lardly audible.) Aye.
PROCTOIi. "Do that which is good and no harm shall comc ro
thce."
DANFORTI I. Come, man, we wait you.
COREY. John, my deposition, give him mine.
PROCTOR. Aye. (Cbeeoer erters u. R. Proctor bands Danlorth
dnotber paper.) This is Mister Corcy's deposition. (Crosses back
to oboue lWary, pats ber sboulders, tben drops bands.)
DANFORTH. Oh? (lle looks dowfl at it.)
HATHORNE. (.Smpicioasly.) Vhat lawyer drcw this, Corey?
COREY. You know I never hired no lawycr in my life, Hathorne.
DANFORTH. (Tinisbixg tbe readin1 ol ft.) It is very welf
phrased. My compliments. Mister Parris, if Mr. putnam is in the
court, bring him in. (Parris exits o. n.) Yorr have no legal training,
Mister Corey?
COREY. I havc the best, sir-I am lbirty tblce time in court in
my life. And always plaintiff, too.
DANFORTII. (Liabtly.) Oh, then you,fc mrrch put-upon.
COREY. I am never put-upon; I know nry righti, sir, and I will
have them. You know, yonr father tricd a casc of mine, might be
thirty-ftvc year ago, I think.
DANFORTH. Indeed?
COREY. He never spoke to you of it?
DA\FORTI l. No I cennor recrll i t
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COREY. That's strange. He give nrc ninc pound damages. He
rvetc a fair judge, your fathct. Y's,rc, I had a white mare that
ti,ue, and tlris fellow comc to borro\v thc mare - (Pntrattr
otters.) Aye, therc he is!
DANFORTH. Mr. Putnam, I havc hcr.e an accusation by Mr.
Corcy against you, He states that you coldly prompted your
daughter to cry witchery upon Ceorge Jacobs that is now in jail.
PUTNAM. It is a lie!
DANFORTH. Mr. Putnam states yorrr charge is a lie. Vhat say
you to that?
COREY. A fart or Thomas Putnaml l'l)at is what I say to that !
DANFORTI-i. lVhat proof do you srrbmit for your charge, sir?
COREY. My proof is lberel (Jbe Dapcr.) lf Jacobs hangs for a
witch he forfeit up his property-that's lawl And there is none
but Putnam with the coin to buy so great a piece. This man is
killing his neighbors for tbek londl
DANFORTH. BLrt proof, sir, proof.
COREY. (tnpbrlically.) The proof is tlretel-l have it from an
honest man who heard Pstnam say it!The day his daughter cried
out on Jacobs, he said she'd given him a fair gift of land.
HATHORNE. And the name of this man?
COREY. (7aken aback.) \fhat Damc?
IIATHOIINE. The man that give you this information?
COREY. (}le besitates.) 'Why, I I cannot give you his
name.
HATHORNE. And why not?
COREY. You know well why not!-l'le'll lay in jail if I give his
name !
HATHORNE. This is contempt of the court, Mister Danforth!
DANFORTH. (Kixdly, as to a chiltl.) You will surely tell us the
flame.

COREY. (Quietly.) I will not givc you no name. I mentioned my
wife's name once and I'll burn in hell long enough for that. I
stand mute.
DANFORTH. (Ratber regretfully.) In that case, I have no choice
but to arrest you for contempt of this corrrt, do you know that?
COREY. This is a hearing; you cunnol clap me for contemPt of a
hearing.
DANITORTH. Oh, it is a proper lawyer! Do you wish me to
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declare the court in full session here?-or will you give me good
reply?
COREY. I cnnnot give yort no name, sir, lcannot.
DANFOR IIi. Yorr are a foolish old man. Mister Cheevcr.
(Cbccuer cros.r s i). lo stool oboDe tablc. Srts, opers wril ing box,
preparcs lo Lltllc. J)uts o11 glasses,) begin the record. The court is
now in scssion. I ask you, Mister Corey .
PROCIOR. Your I lonor . . . he has tbe story in conffdence, sir,
a n d  h c .
PARltlS. The Dcvil l ives on such conffdencesl (!o Dafllortb.)
lifithout con6dcnces there could be no conspiracy, Your lJonor!
I IATIIORNE. I think it must be broken, sir.
DANIIOIITIJ. (1o Corey, in lriendly tone, but a little hnpdtient.)
OId man, if your informant tells the truth let hirn come here
openly like a deccnt mar. But if he hides in aoonymity I must
linow why. Now, sir, the government and central church demand
of you thc name of him who reported Mister Thomas Putnam a
common murderer.
HALE. txcellenry . . .
DANFORTH. Mister Hale.
HALE. (RegretJully.) Ve cannot blink it more. There is a prodi-
gious fear of this court in the country. (Corey nods sligbtly
ln qgreefieflt)

DANFORTH. Then there is a prodigious guilt in the country.
Are yor afraid to be questioned here?
HALE. (lJof sure.) . I may only fear the Lord, sif, but there
is fear in the country, nevertheless.
DANFORTH. (17e is angered roro,) Reproach me not with the
fear in the country; there is fear in the country because there is a
moving plot to topple Christ in the country!
HALE. But it does not follow that everyone accused is part of it.
DANFORTH. No uncorrupted man may fear this court/ Mister
Hale! (Directly at Proctot.) Nonel Mr. Corey, you are under
arrest in contempt of this court. Now sit you down and take
counsel with yourself, or you will be set in the jail until you
decide to answer all questions.
(Corey goes lor Putnim.)
PROCTOR. No, Ciles!
COREY. ftl cut your throat, Putnam! I,ll kill you yet.
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PROCTOR. (Put Qiles on beflcb L.) Peace, Giles, peace! lfe'll
prove ourselves/ now we will.
COREY. Say nothin' more, John. FIe's only playing you. He
means to hang us all.
DANFORTH. This is a court of law/ Mister. I'll have no ef-
fdontery here.
PROCTOR. Forgive him, sir, for his old age. Peace, Giles, we'll
prove it all now. (Putrarn exits D. R.)
PROCTOR. (Crossi\! to u. L. oJ futary, puts bands on ber arms.)
You cannot weep, Mary. Remember the angel what he say to the
boy. Hold to it, now; there is your rcck. (Xlary rluiels.'Jle takes
out 4 poper and turfls to Danfortb.) This is Mary \farren's depo-
sition. I I would ask you remember, sir, while you read it,
that until two week ago she were no different than the other chil-
dren are today. (J1e is s\eaking rcosonably, restrtiniq all bis

tears, bis anger, his aflxietJ, like a young laroyer.) You saw her
scream, she howled, she swore familiar spirits choked her; she
even testified that Satan/ in the form of women now in jail, tried
to win her soul away, and then when she refused .
DANFORTH. Vy'e know all this.
PROCTOR. Ay, sir. She swears now that she flerer saw Satan;
nor ary spirir/ vague or clearr thrt Satan m:ry have scnt to l lurt
her. And she declares her friends are lying now.
HALE. Excellency, a momcnt. I think this goes to the heart of the
ma$er, slr.
DANFORTH. It surely docs.
HALE. I cannot say he is an honest man, I know hirn little. But
in all justice, sir, a claim so weighty cannot be argued by a farmer.
In God's name, sir? stop here; scnd him home and let him come
again with a lawyer.
DANFORTH. (Potiefltly.) Now look you, Mister Hale .
I-IALE. (l plea ol an borest nan.) Excellency, I have signed
seventy-two death warrants; I am a minister of the Lord, and I
dare not take a life without tlrelc be a proof so immrculate, no
slightest qualm of conscience may doubt it,
DANFORTH. Mister Hale, you surely do not doubt my iustice?
HALE. I have this morning signed away the soul of Rebecca
Nurse, Your Honor. I'll not conceal it-I tell you true, sir, my
hand shakes yet as with a wound! I pray your sir, tbis argument
let lawyers preseht to you.



I
DANFOR'fl.l. Mistcr I late, believe me; for.a man of such terrible
lealning vorr :uc nrost bewildered-l hope yoa rvi l l  forgive me.
(Relisbirr4 rrr bis [norr ' /cr l4c af tbe ldu.) I  have bcen thirty-two
year at thc b:rr', sir', anel I should be conforrndcd were I called upon
to dcfcnd thcsc Pcoplc. Let you cor$idcr, now-and I bid you all
do lilicwisc,-in an orclinary c nre, how does one defend the ac-
cuscd? Onc calls rrp witnesses to provc his innocence. But witch-
craft is ipso /rrclo, on its face and by its nature, an invisible crime.
llelcforc, who mry possibly be witncss to it?-the witch/ and
thc vict im. Nonc othcr. Now we cannot hopc the witch wil l  accuse
hcrsclf ;  { l r i r) ted? lhcrcfore, we must rely upon hcr vict ims-and
thcy clr tcstify, the chilclren certainly do tcstify. As for the witches,
nonc wil l  cleny lhat we are f iost cdgcr for thcir confessions.
'l'hclcforc, 

rvlrrt is lcJi for a lawyer to bring out? I think I have
nadc nry point. I lavc I not?
IIAI- l l .  But this chi ld claims the gir ls are not truthful,  and i f  they

DANI;OII fl l. That is precisely what I am about to considcr, sir.
\(/lTat molc may you ask of me? Unless you doubt my probity?
I IALE. (DeJcatcd.) I surely do not, sir. Let you consider it, then.
DANI:OIITIJ. And let you put your heart to rest. Her deposition,
Mistcr Proctor. (Proctor hands it to him, 'Jlathome goes to L. ol
DarJortb atd starts readirg. Parris comes to his side,)
PARRIS. (Iinidly.) I should like to question .
DANFORTH. (T1is first real outbtLrst, in whicb bis contempt lor
Parris is clear.) Mister Parris, I bid you be silentl Sit you down,
Mr. Proctor. You sit tlrere. (!o n4ary, indicalinq bencb o. s. ol
table, Proctor takes Xlary to beflcb, relurns atvl sits L, ol table.)
Mister Cheever, will you go into the court ancl bring the children
hete. (Cbeeoer gets up, goes out D. R. DLtn[otlb now tutas to
Xl.ary.) Mary 'Varren, how came you to this turnabout? Has
Mister Proctor thrcatened you for this deposition?
MARY. No, sir.
DANFORTH. Has he euer threatened you?
MARY. (Wecker.) No, sir.
DANFORTH. (Sensing a oeakening, barder.) I-l.as he threatened
you?
MARY. No, sir.
DANFORTH. Then you tell me that you sat in my court/ callossly
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Iying when you knew that peoplc wor'ld hang by your evidence?
Answer me!
MARY. (-4lnrost inaudibly.) | dil, , i t .
DANFORTH. How wcre you irstrrrctr(l in your l i fe?-Do you
not know that God damns all liars? O| is it now that you lie?
MARY. No, sir-l am with God norv.
DANFORTH. You are with God no'u.
MARY. Aye, sir.
DANFORTH. I will tell you tlris-yorr are either lying now, or
you were lying in the court, and in t'ither case yott have com-
mitted perjury and you will go to jail for it. You canflot lightly
say you lied, Mary. Do you know tLat?
MARY. I cannot lie no more. I am with Cod, I arn with Cod. . ,
(But slte breaks inlo sobs at tbe lhou4ht of it. tnter Cbeeoer,
Sus+nflq'll6llcott, n'[ercy f.ewis, antl fnolly ,rlbigail n n.)
CHEEVER. Ruth Putnam's not in thc court. sir. nor the other
children.
DANFORTH. Thcsc will be sufficicnt. Sit you down, children.
(Silently tbey slt. ' l l t i l lord cnlerc D. n., -slordi 4t D. n.) Your friend
Mary Varrcn has given us a deposition. In which she swears that
shc nevcr saw familiar spirits, apparit ions/ nor any manifest of the
Devil. She cl:rims as wcll, that nonc of you have scen these things
either. Now, childrcn, this is a court of law. The law, based upon
the Bible, and thc Biblc rvrit by Alnrighty God, forbid the practice
of witchcraft, and dcscribc deeth :rs the penalty thereof. But, like-
wise, children, thc law ancl Biblc damn all liars, and bearers of
false witness. Now thcl it docs not escape me that this de-
position may be devised to blind rrs; (1o'JlaLborne.) it nay well
be that Mary tVarren has been conqrlcrcd by Satan who sends her
here to distract our sacred purpose. lf so, her neck will break for
it. But if she speak truc, I bid yorr rrorv cilop your gtile and con-
fess your pretense, for a qrrick confcssion will go easier with you.
Abigail Williams, rise. (Abigail risc-r slorrl/.) Is there any truth

ABIGAIL. (.4 conlelnptuous looli at l\Iary.) No, sir.
DANFORTH. Childrcn, a very augrrr bit will now be turned into
your souls until your honesty is provcd. Vill either of you change
your positions now/ or do you forcc mc io hard questioni[g?
ABIGAIL. I have naught to chani;c, sir. SJrc l ic-s.
DANFORTII. (1o fuary.) You rvoultl srill go or with this2
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I
MARY. (Iairrt ly.) Ayc, sir.
DANFORTI l. (Jo -[bi4ail.) A poppet werc discovered in Mister
Proctor's housc, stabbcd by a needle. Mary V/arren claims that
you sat bcsiclc hcr in thc court when she nade it, and that you
saw hcl nrlkc it, and witnessed how shc hcrsclf stuck her needle
into it for s;rfc-l iccping- Vhat say you to that?
ABICAII-. (I sl i4bt f lote ol it ldignation.) It is a l ie, sir. (nlory
looks  t l  r lb i r ta i l , lLc i  back  u .  s . )
I)ANIroR'l ' l  I Vhilc you worked for Mistcr Proctor, did yotr see
poppt'ts in tl lat housc?
ABI(-,All.. Coody Proctor alrpays kcpt poppcts.
l 'R(X. l ( )R (()rric!ly.) Yorrr Honor, my wifc ncvcr ltept no pop-
pct,; h4;rry Varrcn confcsses it was hcr poppct.
(l l  l l j l ;Vll l i . Your Exccllcncy.
l )ANI iO l i  l I I .  M is tc r  Cheever .
(--l lllvllt. \X/hcn I spoke with Goody Proctor in that housc, shc
seid shc rrcvcr ftcpt no poppets. But she said shc did keep poppets
whcn shc wcrc a gi .
PROCfOR. Shc has not been a girl thesc fiftcen yearsT your
FIonor.
I IATI IOITNE. But a poppet will keeD ffftcen years, will it not?
PROCTOR. k will keep if it is kept, but Mary rVarren swears she
never saw flo poppets in my house, nor anyonc else.
PARRIS. Vhy could thcre not have becn poppets hid where no
one ever saw them?
PROCTOR. There might also be two goldcn candlcsticks in my
house, but no one ever saw them!
PARRIS. \X/e are here, your Honor, plecisely to discover what no
one has ever seen.
PROCTOR. Mister Danforth, what profff Mary \X/arren to turn
herself about? Vhat may she 4ais brt hard questioning and
worse?
DANFORTFI. ('Wilb astonisbment.) You arc charging Abigail
Villiams with a marvclous cool plot to murdcr, do you understand
that?
PROCTOR. I clo, sir'. I believe she mcans to mrrrdcr.
DANFOIi fFl. (1w edrlously.) This child would murder your

PROCTOR. It js not a child, sir'. Now hear rne, sir. h the sight
^4

of thc congtegation she were twicc lhis ) (Iu put oI'It of this meetin'
house for larrglrtel duritg prayer. (.rlbi,t 'rr i Ioros bc,r/.)
I)t\NlrOltTl l. (Sl.rocked, Le ltnn\ to )lbi4dil.) What's this?
l-aughter during . !
l)AlllllS. Iixcelletcy . . .
DANFORTH. Do you deny it, Mistcl l ' :rrris?
PARRIS, ,1". do believe it happcncd once*she is sometimes
silly, but she is solemn now.
COREY. Ay, now she is solemn and gocs to hang people!
DANFORTH. Quiet, man.
IIATFIORNE. Surely it have no bcaring or the questior, sir. He
charges contemplation of murder.
DANFOR'I'H. Aye. . . . (Studying Jlbigail.) But it strikes hard
upon me that she will laugh at prayer. ContiDue, Mister Proctor.
PROCTOR. Mary.-Now tell the Governor how you danced in
the woods.
PARRIS, Excellency, since I come to Salcm this man is blackening
my name. He
DANFORTH. [n a momcnt, s;ir. (Io V,Iory. Sbocked.) !/hat is
this danci g?
MARY. L (She glarces ot Llbigoil wbo is staring down at ber
renorselessly.) Mistcr Proctor
PROCTOR. Abigail lcacls the girls to dre
and they lr:rvc d;rnccd rlrcrc nrkcrl.
looks at, ' lbigail rwd tbc qils.)
PARRIS. Your Honor, this
PROffOR. Mister Parris discovcrccl thcn
night!-there's the "child" she is !
DANFORTH. Mister Parris
PARRIS. I can only say, sir, that I ncvcr
naked, and this man is .
DANFORTII. You discovered thcm clarrcing in the woods? (tyc.s
ox Parris, be poiflts at -Abigail ) Abig^i1?
HALE. Excellency, when I first arrivccl fiom Beverly, Mister
Parris told me that.
DANFORTH. Do you deny it, Mister Parris?
PARRIS. I do not, sir, but I nevcr saw any of them nakec,
DANFORTH. But she have danccd?
PARRIS. (Urr.oillin4ly.) Aye, sir.
HATHORNE. Excellency, will you pcrmit me? (Poirfs at T ary.)
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woods, your Honor,
('Jlale crosses slowly,

thcre in the dead of

found any of them-



I DANFORTI-I. Play, proceed.
HATHORNII. Yorr say yon never saw lo spiritsr Mary, were
trer€f thrcatcnccl or alllicted by any manifcst of the Devil or the
Devil 's agcnts?
MARY. (7cry Joirrl ly.) No, sir.
I-IATFIORNII. Aod yet, when people accused of witchery con-
frontcd you in court, you would faint, saying their spirits came
out of thcir bodies and chokcd you.
MAllY. That wcre pretense, sir.
Dn NITOR'I l-t. I caonot hear you.
MAIIY. I)retensc, sir.
I 'AItl{ lS. But you did turn coldr did yon not? I mysclf picked you
up many timcs, and your skin were icy. Mislcr Danforth, you . . .
I)ANITORI'H. I saw that many tjmcs.
I'ltOCfOR. She olly pretended to faint, your
' l 'hcy'rc 

all marvelous pretenders,
I IATI IORNE. Then can she pretend to faint now?
PROCTOR. Now?
PAIiRIS. Vhy not? Now thcre arc no spirits attacking her/ for
none in this room is accused of witchcraft. So lct hcr turn herself
cold now, let her pretend she is attacked now, let her faint. Faintl
(lwns to futary.)
MARY. Faint?
PARRIS. Aye, faint! Prove to us how you preiended in the court
so many hmcs.
MARY. (fooks to Prcctor,) I cannot faint now, sir.
PROCTOR. ("4lormed. Quieily,) Can you not pretend it?
MARY. I . I have no serlie of it now, I
DANFORTH. \Vhy? \Vhat is lackins now?
MARY. I . cannot tell, sir, I .
DANFORTH. Might it be that here wc have ro afflicting spirit
loose, but in the court there were some?
MARY. (DesDerdtely.) [ never sa\a' no spirits.
PARRIS. Then see no spirits 11oto, and prove to us that you can

-- *TifniTfvo". own will, as you claim.
MARY. (lahes deep bre6tb, stares seorcbing lor tbe emotion ol
it, ard tber sbokes head.) | . . . canrot do it.
PARRIS. Then you will confess, will you not? Attacking spirits
t7r44e vou to taln
MARi. No. sir. I

PARRI$. Your Excellency, this is a trick to blind the court.
MARY. It's not a trick! I I uscd to faint because . I
. . . I t b o u g b t  I  s a w  s p i r i t s .
DANFORTH. thought you saw thcm!
MARY. But I did not, your Flonor.
HATHORNE. Ilow could you tbirrL you saw them tuless you
saw them?
M A R Y .  t .  I  c a n n o t  t e l l  h o w ,  b r r t  I  d i d .  I . . . I h e a r d t h e
other girls screaming, and you, your I lorror, you seemed to belieee
them and I It were only sport in thc beginning, sir/ but then
the whole world cried spirits, spirits/ and I . . . I promise you,
Mister Danforth, I only thought I saw thcm but I did not.
PARRIS. Surely your Excellency is not taken by this simple lie.
DANFORTH. (,4 tbreat.) Abigail Villiams! (She bolds ber cbix
ap.) I bid you now search your hcart, and tcll me this-and be-
ware of it, child, to God every soul is precious and His vengeance
is terrible on them that talie life without cause. Is it possible,
child, that the spirits you have seen are illusion only, some decep-
tiofi that may cross your mind when
ABIGAIL. (tndilrast.) \{&y, this . .
tion, sir.

. is a base ques-

DANFORTFL Child, I would have you consider it -

ABICAIL. (,4 step to bim. 1,lnaJrcid.) I have been hurt, Mister
Danforth; I have seen my blood runnin' outl I have been near to
murdered every day because I done my duty pointing out the
Devil's people-and this is my reward? To be mistrusted, denied,
q u e s t i o n e d l i k e a . .
DANFORTH. ('Jle weakens.) Child, t do not mistrust you.
ABICAII,. (J,IOW it pouts. Sbe does flot urdit for bis speech.)
Let yor beware, Mister Danforth-think you to be so mighty
that the power of Hell may not turn yorrr witsl?*beware of it !
(Sbe sbioers and looks at 1llary, tlrcn lolds ber arms oroutld ber.)

DANFORTH. (lppreheflsiDely.) Vhat is it, child?
ABIGA,IL. (Bockilig oody to benclt n. atld sits. Cldsping ber d(ns
abo t her as thou4b cold.) | . .. I know not. A wind, a cold
wind has come. (l1er eyes lall on AlMy.)
MARY. t Terri j ied. plcaJnrA.) Abhy
MERCY. Your Honor, I freeze !
PROCTOR. They're pretending!
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HATIIORNE. (Joucbing ,4bigdil s hond.) Shc is cold, your
Honor, touch herl
MERCY. (Riscs. i lhrcot.) Mary I do you scnd this shadow on me?
(5its sloull,.)
MARY. l-ord savc
slotl'iy -5ils. )

(Slllsdrr4 riscJ lookirg at n4ary, tbex

ARICAIL. (Sbc is sbiocrit! oisibly.) | hccze-l freeze. (n4ercy
bLtlls bcr (ts lhcy sbiocr.)
MAIIY. (lt l i tb grcdt Ieat.) Abby, don't do thatl (Proctor crosses
to bcr, 4tabs bcr.)
DANITOIITI L (tlitnsclf en1oged and e ctcd by .4bigail.) Mary
Varrcn, do you witch her? I say to yotr, do you send your spirit
ottt I
MAIIY. (: l l ,rosl collapsing. Putting bcr i,r .scdt.) l-ct mc go, Mister
I)roctor, I cennot, I cannot
nBICAll-. (SboLtlirg.) "Oh, l ' lcavclly Father, takc away this
shadow."
PROCfOR. Vhorc! How do you dare call Flcaven!
DANFORTI L Man! Vhat do you -:
PROCTOR. It is a whore.
PAIIRIS. Now here, here
DANFORTH. You charge -
ABICAIL. Mister Danforth, he's lying!
PROCTOR. Mark her, now she'Il suck a scream to stab me with/
but -
DANFORTH. You will prove this, this will not pass.
PROCTOR. I have known her, sir. I have known her.
DANFORTH. (A pouse.'lfis eyes store incredtiously dt Proctor.)
You you are a lecher?
NURSE. (llorrifed.) John, you cannot
PROCTOR. No, Francis, it is rrue, it is truc. (Back to Danlortb)
She wil l deny it, but you wil l believe rh., <ir; a man . a man
will not cast away his good name. sir, you surely t116s glxg -
DANFOI{TH. In what time . . . ? In what time. in what place?
PROCTOR. (' l fanainq bead. turnin| hort.\ In rhe propei place
-whete my beasts are bedded. Eight months now, sir, it is eight
months. She used to scrve me in my house, sir. A man rnay think
Cod slceps, but God secs everything. I linow it now. I bcg you,
sir, I beg you-see lrer what she is. My wife, my dear good wife
took this girl soon after, sir, and put her out on the high road.
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And being what she is, a lump of vality, sir. . . (Sfaras to
reep.) Excellency, forgive me, forgivc mc. She thinks to dance
with me on my wife's grave! And wcll shc might!-for I thought
ol her softly, God help me, I lusted, antl there is a promise in such
sweat! But it is a whore's vengeancc, ancl you must see it; I set
mysclf entirely in your hands, I know yorr must sce it now. My
wife is innocent, except she know a wlrorc whcn she see one.
DANFORTH. (lurns to -Abigail.) Yor deny
tittle of this?
ABICAIL. (Risif l4.) If I must answcr that, sir,
will not come back again. (Starls Jor o. n. cxit.)

every scrap and

I will leave and I

HALE. She does not deny it, Mr. Danfor.th. She does not deny it!
DANFORTH. (Jo .4bigail.) You will rcmain where you are. Sit
you down! (tookiflg at Abigail. Slops lrl u. s. of D. R. door,
slowly turns to bifl.) Mister Parris, go into the court and bring
Goodwife Proctor ot\t. (Proctor crosses L. Ddnlortb is peeDed at
Pdrrii.) Mister Parris. (Parris stops.) And tell her not one word
of what's been spoken hcrc. And let you knock before you enter.
(Patris goes ort Lr. R.) Now we shall touch the bottom of this
swamp. (7o Proclor'.) Your wife, you say, is an honest woman?
PROCTOR. In her iile, sir, she have neoer licd. There are them
that cannot sing, and them that cannot weep-my wife cannot lie
DANFORTH. And when she put this girl out of your house, shr
put her out for a harlot -
PROCTOR. Ay, sir.
DANFORTH. And knew her for a harlot?
PROCTOR. She knew her for a harlot.
DANFORTH. Good, then. (Jo trbiglil, a tbreai,) And if she tell
me, child, it were for hadotry, may Cod spread l{is mercy on
youl (Ibere is a knock 6t door R. Tle calls off.) Holdl (to -Abi-
gail.) Tun your back. Turn your back. (Sbe does, facing o. n.
1o Proctor.) You do likewise. (Proctor laces o/l r-,) Now let
neither of you turn to face Goody Proctor. No one in this room
is to speak one word/ or raise a gesturc ay ot nay. ('JIe turns
toword door rr. n., calls,) Errterr. (€lizabetb enters u. n., Jollowed
by Parris. Sbe statds alone, ber eycs looking for Proctor.) Mister
Cheever, report this testimony in all cxectness. Are you ready?
CHEEVER. Rcady, sir.
DANFORTH. Come here, rvoman. (tliznluetl crosses fo R. oJ
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I Danlorth, Iookiq toward Ptoctor.) Look at mc only, not at your
husband. In my eycs only. (Sbe looks at bin.)
ELIZABETFI. Cood, sir.
DANFORTI I. Ve are given to understand that at one time you
dismissed your scrvant, Abigail \Williarns.

ELIZABEfI I. 
-l'bat 

is true, sir.
DANITOIITI I. For what cause did you dismiss ber? (€lizabctb
tries lo glancc at Prcctot.) You wil l lool< in my eyes only and not
at your hrrsbald. l'hc answer is in your mcmory and you need no
help to give it to me. \Vhy did you disrriss Abigail \Xy'illiams?

ILIZABETH. (j,lot knowing tobat to sdy, sensifl! a situatiofl, she
oels ber lips to stall lor tifle,) Shc . dissatisfied me .
Qldding.) afi my husband.
|)ANI:OIITI-1. In what uay dissatislicd you?
D-lZAllLl ' l  l . She were (Sbe glancas at l)toclor [or a cue.)
DANFORTH. Voman, look at rrel Vere shc slovcnly? Lazy?
Vhat clisturbance did she cause?
EI-|ZABETII. Your Honor, I . . . in that t ime I were sick. And
l... My husband is a good and rigl 'rteous man, He is never
drunk, as some arer nor wastin' his time at the shovelboard, but
always at his work. . But in my sickncss-you see, sir, I were
a long time sick after my last baby, and I thought I saw my
husband somewhat turning {rom me. And this girl . . . (Sbe
tut1ls to Abid6il.\
DANFORTH. (Sboutirg.) Look at me!
ELIZABETH. (Weeping.) Aye, sir. Abigail \X/illiams (5be
brcaks off.)
DANFORTH. (Slightly inpatient.) Vhat of Abigail Villiams?
ELIZABETFI. I came to think he fancicd her. And so one night I
lost my wits, I think, and put her out on thc high road.
DANFORTH. Your husband . . . did he indeed turn from you?
ELIZABETH. (A plea.) My husband is a goodly man,

DANFORTIJ. Then hc did not trrn fro yorr!
ELIZABETH. (Sbc .rtdlfs to glance ot Proclot.) l],c
DANFORTI I. Look at me! To your own knowledge, has John
Proctor ever committed the crime of lechery? (1n a crisis ol in-
decision sbe cdnnot slreak.) Answer my qucstion! Is your husband
a lechcrl
ELIZABETI-1. (lointly.)

7o

DANFORTFI. Remove her. (?roclor nnl Llbigail lw'x drolnd ltllo

.sccre.)
l ' l iOCTOIt. Elizabeth, tell the trutlr, l i l i ;ebcthl .
IJANFOITTI L She has spokcn. Rcm<tve hcr. (llaie crosscs n loi'
looinq tl izabetb.)
PROCTOR. (Cries out.) Elizabeth, I havc confessed it!
IILIZABETH. Oh, John! ($oes out tr. Ir.)
PROCTOR. She only thought to savc nry name!
I1ALE. Excellency, it is a natural lic to tcll; I beg you, stop now;

before another is condemned! I may sllrtt my cotlscience to it no

more . . . pivate vengeance is working through this testimony!
Fronr the beginning this man has struck me true. I believe him

nowl By my oath to heaven, I believc him, and I pray you call

back his wife before we
DANFORTH. She spoke nothing of lechery, and this man lies!

HALE. (l-Ie cries out in angdsb ) | belicvc him! I cannot turn my

face from it no more. (Pointirg ot Abigoil.) This gid has always

struck me false! She . . , ('4blgail with a weird cry scre*rts up

Io ceil irg.)
ABICAIL. You wil l notl BegoDe! Begone, I sayl ( etcy ard Su'

sotna rise, looknr4 ul.)
DANFOR'fll. \X/hat is it, child? (But '4bigail, pointittg with fe^t,
is now raisitg t4t her lrigblencd eyes, her auted face, toward ceil'

iflg-tbe gi s doing tbe sane-6nd now lfatborne, !1a1e, Putnam,
Cbeeuer axd Danlortb do the sane.) \What's there? ('Jle lolaers
bis eyes from tbe ceilirg and now bc is lrigbtened tbere is (ell ten'

sion ir bis uoice,) Childl (Sbe is lronsfxed-witb all tbe girls, itl

complete silence, sbe is opefl moulbed, a\ape al ceiliflg, qnd ifl
great fea(.) Girlsl \(/hy do you ?
MERCY. It's on the beam!-behind tbc rafterl
DANFORTH. (Iookirg tP.) \(/herc!
ABICAIL. Vhy . . . ? Vhy do you comc, yellow bird?
PROCTOR. (A toxe ol reason, fnnly.) \Where's a bird? I see no

bird!
ABICAIL. My face? My face!?
PROCTOR. Mister Hale .
DANFORTH. Be quiet!
PROCTOR. (Io 1lale.) . Do you see a bird2
DANFORTH. Be quiet!!
ABIGAIL. (Io ceil in4, in o genrite conttersalion with tbe "bird,"
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as tbo gb trying Io lalk it out ol allacking ber.) But God made
my facc; yr-,u cillrot \valt to tear my facc. IJrrvy is a dcadly sin,
Nlary.
MAltY. Atrby !
ABICAIL. (LhrpcrlubcLl, cortiflues lo "bnd. ) O\ Mary, this is
a black art to change your shape. No, I cannot/ I cannot stop my
moutlt; i t 's cod's work I do.
MARY. Abby, I 'm bcrel
PIIOCIOI{. Thcy'r'c pretending, Mistcr l)auforthl
AB|CAIL. (?{oru sbe takes d backward stclr, os lbougb tbe bir[
would swoolt dowr momentarily,) Oh, plcase, Mary!-Don't

ANN. I Icr claws, she's stretching her claws!
I'ROCl OR. l-ics-l ics -
ABIGAIL. (Backing luftber, sti l l  f ixed above.) Mary, please don't
hrrt tuc!
MARY. (7o DrLly'orth.) I'm not hurting herl
DANFOR11'I. (1o Ahry.) \Y/hy docs she see this vision!?
I IALE. You cannot believe them.
MARY. (Riies.) She sees nothin'!
ABICAIL. (.4s lbougtt bypnotized, ninricking tbe exdct tone ol
1ltary's cty-) She sees nothin'l
MARY. Abby, you mustn't !
ABICAIL. ()low all girls join, kansfxed.) Abby, you mustn't!
MARY. (7o all giis, frcntically.) ['m here, I'm here!
ABICAIL. ( ' lui lb all gir\s.) I 'm here, I 'rn here!
DANFORTII. Mary Varren!-Draw back your spirit out of
them !
MARY. Mister Danforth . . !
ABICAIL. (lnd all girls.) Mister Danforth!
DANFORTII. I lave you compacted with the Devil? Have you?
MARY. Never, neve r!
CIRLS. Ncvcr, never!
DANFORTIL ((1owin4 hysterical.) Vhy can they only repeat
you2 !
PROCTOR. Civc me a wl p-l'll stop it!
MARY. They're sporting . !
ABICAIL. (.Lrd oll girls, cutting ber o/[.) They're sporting!
MARY. (7rlrrir4 ot tbem oll, bysterically anl stamping ber feet.)
Abby, stop it!
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ABICAIL. ('4fld a1t girls, stamping thcir Icci.) Abby, stop it!
MARY. (Screamin4 it out ot top o[ bcr lunls, and ruising ber

fsts.) Stop it l!
ABIGAIL. (And all, rcisilg tbcir fsls.) Stop it! l
MARY. Stop it.
CIRLS. Stop it.
(74dry, utterly conJounLled, and beconir4 ooerobelmed by Abi4oil
-dnd tbe g;rls'-Ltttet conoictiotl, sldt ls to whim\er, bands boll
rcised, powerless-and all gils bcqin tubitnperiflg exactly ds sbe
does.)
DANFORTH. A little rvhile ago yorr wcfc afflicted. Now it seems
you afflict others; where did you ffnd this power?
MARY. (Starin4 dt -Abigdil.) I havc no power.
ABII-CAIL and ALL CIRLS. I havc no porvet.
PROCTOR. They're gulling you, Mister!
DANFORTH. Vhy did yorr turrr about this past two wecks? You
have scen the Dcvil, have you not?
M A R Y .  I . . .
C I R L S .  I . . ,
PROCTOR. (Scnsing ber weakcritg.) Mary, Mary, God danns
all l iars!
DANFORTI-I. (Pouncling it inlo bct.) You have seen the Devil,
you have madc compact with Lrcifcr, have you not?
PROCTOR. (Qrrietly.) God damns liars, Maryl (n4ory utte6
sometbing unintelligible, sto(ing at llbigail tubo keeps watcbing
tDe otra aoooe.)
DANFORTH. I cannot hear you. Vhat do you say? (fuIdry utte6
dgaitl nintelligibly.) You will confcss yourself or you will hangt
('Jle twns ber rougbly to face bin.) Do you know who I am? I
say you will hang if you do not opcn with me!
PROCTOR. Mary, remember the angcl Raphael . . do that
which is good and . . .
ABIGAIL. (Poiftting upLoord.) The wings! Her wings are spread-
ing! Mary, please, don't, don't ! Shc's going to come down!
She's walking the beam! Look out! Sbe's coming downt (-4ll
screanr. Abiqail dosbes across sta4c os lltougb pwsued, lbe alhcl
gkls skedk bysterically in and out belwcen tbe men, all cowerying
o, s, a.-dnd as tbei scrcctrninq sul.,sidcs only n'[ary 'lfarrer's is
left. AII watctt ber, struck, eoen borrifei by this euideft lit.)
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PROCTOR. (Leanirg across tbe lable, llLrrlting ber gestly by tbe
arm.) Mary, tell the Covernor what thcy .
MARY. (Backin4 away.) Don't touch mc . don't touch me!
PROCTOR. Mary!
MARY, (1'ointin4 at Proctor,) You arc thc Dcvil's manl
PA-RRIS. Praisc Cod !

ffit. Marv. how ?
MARY. I'll not hang with you! I love Cod, I love God-
DANFORTH. (Io futary.) He bid you do the Devil's work?
MARY. (lfysterically, ird.icating Proctor.) 1le come at me by
night and evcry day to sign, to signr to .
DANFORTII. Sien what?
PABBJS. The Devil 's book? He comc with a book?

"-@-tltytteically, pointing ot Proctor.) My namc, he want-iiiy 
namc; I'll murder you, he says, if my wife hangs! Ve must go

and overthrow the court, he says . !
PROCTOR. (Eyes lollow ,vlary.) Mister Hale . . . !
MARY. (Hcr sobs begiwing.) Hc wake me every night, his cycs
wcrc like coals arrd his ftngers claw my neck, and I sign, I sign. . , .
HALE. Excellency, the child's gone wild.
PROCTOR. Mary, Mary. . . I
MARY. (Screamirg ct binr.) No, I love God; I go your way no
note, (Looking at Abigoil.) I love Cod, I bless God. . . . (Sob'
bhg, sbe rusbes to .4bigoil.) Abby, Abby, I'll never hurt you more!
(.411 watcb, ds -Lbigdil reacbes out dnd draws sobbing fulary to ber,
lber looks up to Ddnlortb.)
DANFORTH. What are you! You are combined with anti-Christ,
are you not? I have seen your power, Mister, you will not deny it!
HALE. This is not witchcraft! These girls are fraudsl You con-
demn an honest man!
DANFORTH. I will have nothing from you, Mister Hale! (1o
Proctor.) l[/ill you confess yourself befouled with hell, or do you
keep that black allegiance yet? Vhat say you?
PROCTOR. I say . God is dead!

=I$$$S,( Crossin g L. toutad door.) Hcar it, hear it!
PROCTOR. A ffre, a fire is burning! I hear the boot of Lucifer, I
see his fflthy face. And it is my face and yours, Danforth. For
them that quail to bring men out of ignorance, as I have quailed,
and as you quail now when you know in all your black hearts
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that this be fraud. Cod damns our kind especially, and we will
burn, we will burn together!
DANFORTH. Marshal, take him and Corcy with lrim to the jaill
I IALE. (Crossirg D. L.) I denounce thcse proceedings! I quit this
court! (llaie exits D. L.)
PROCTOR. You are pulling heaven down and raising up a whore.
DANFORTH. (Sbocked.) Mister Hale, Mister l-lale !

CURTAIN

ACT II

SCENE 3

Jhree montbs later. A cell in Salen jail.
A higb bared window at back t., d door upstage R. lwo
bencbes down stoge L, ond R. Stool u. n, oJ t. bench, Tbe
barred wixdow eflect was acbieoed in tbe Broddeay Wo"
duction by nakixg a " gobo" oJ small laths tailed aqoss
each olber, leaoirg dpproximotely ttDo ixcb s4uote open-
ings. Tf rbis is put in lront ol tbe ligbt supplyntg ligbt Ior
sunligbt ond moonligbt effects, a bar-like efrect is pro-
duced ot tbe ftoor and taces of tbe actors wbo stand in
tbe beam. lbere is orly ore efkdnce to this scene,'ln tbe
Broadway produclion it D4s u. R. Jhe gbt sky is seel
tbrougb tbe window, and moonligbt potnitrg tbrougb.
Ibe cell is otberutise in darkness, cold sbadows blocken-
iflg it.
Ofl tbe rise, tbe place dppears etnpty. Ofi if tbe distarce
tbe pohful bellowing of a cow is beard, cryirg to be
milked. titubo lying on n. bencb. Sarab lying bencb L.
Willard exters uritb two lontcrns, drinks lrom flask
wbicb he carries,)

\7ILLARD. (Ctossitrg L. toward bencb.) Sarah, wake up! Sarah
Good! (Crosses R. to litu$a, sbakes ber.) Tituba.
SAMH. (Sits rp.) Oh, majesty! Comin', cornin'! (Uncoveriq
berselJ .) Tinba , he's here ! His Majesty's comel (Unlanglirg rcgs
from legs and Ieet.)
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I
' ,J7ILLARD. (,4t thtlow u. L.) Go to the north cell, this place is
wanted Do\t.
' f l l 'UBA. 

lhrt t lrn t look to me likc I l i :; hhjcsty; look to me likc
thc M;rrshrl. (5lorl ly .sits lt lr, y.tL' lnin1.)
!7ILI-ARI). (tI,rkc.s olf fask.) Cet along rvirh you now, clear this
place. (?lc dr irrl-s.)
SARAI L (-Sorrtcbing herself) Oh, is it you, Marshal? I thought
surc you bc rh,. l )r .r i l  comin' for rrs. Could I have a sip of
cidcr' for me goin'-away?
VII-I-ARD. (Jlmdhtg ber fask.) And
SaJ alr? (l i taba ultanglin4 rogs.)

TITUBA. (Callin4 loward window.) Takc me home, Devil! Take
me homel
SARAI{. (Tolloruirr4 l ituba oul o. ballLvq to o/f r.) Tell him I'm
goin', 'I'ituba 

! Now you tell him Samlr Oood is goin', too! (O/f
stoqe Jilubd colls ot-" Take tne bo tc, Dcvil, Deoil, take me
home!' LIxd Jfopkins' voice ordering ber Io fioue oL Jben'l lt i l-
lotd returrs, crosses D. L. and. clears slraro [tom L. bencb, €xter
Dafiortb and fudge l7athone. lbey arc h lreqtcoats afld weat
bats. tbey are tollowed ir by Cbeeoet, nbo carries a dispctch
case afid d flat woodet box conlaining bis writing naterials,
Cbeever crosses slowly rcar window,)
$ ILLARD. (At beflcb l.) Good morning, Majesty.
DANFORTH. \Where is Mister Parris?
\([LLARD. I'll fetch him.
DANFORTH. Marshal. Vhen did Reverend Hale arrive?
VILLARD. It were toward midnight, I think.
DANFORTH. (Srspiciolsly.) Vhat is he about here?
WILLARD. He goes among them that will hrng, sir. And he prays
with them. IJe sits with Coody Nurse now. (Croisifl4 to n. benclt,
clears straD frorn it.) And Mister Paffis with him.
DANFORTII. Indccd, That man havc no authority to eDtcr hcre,
Marshal; why have you let him in? ('Jlatborne sits bcncb r.)
\7ILLARD. (Laugbing.) Vhy, Mister Parris command me, sir.
I cannot deny him.
DANFORTH. Are you drunk, Marshal?
\7ILLARD. No, sir, it is a bitter night, and I have no ffre here.
DANFORTH. Fetch Mister Parris.
VILLARD. (Crossing tor'rdrd efltrorlce.) Aye, sir.
DANFORTH. There is a prodigious stcflcb in this place.
\7ILLARD. (Stoppitlg at door.) [ have only now cleared dre peo-
ple out for you.
DANFORTH. Beware hard drink, Marshal.
\/ILLARD. Ay, sir. (txits,)
HATHORNE. Let you question Flale, Excellency; I should not be
surprised he have been preachin' in Andovcr lately.
DANFORTH. 'J(/e'll come to thatr spcak nothin' of Andover.
Parris prays with him. That's strange. (Blorus on bis bands.)
HATHORNE. I think sometimes Parris has a mad look these days.
DANFORTH. Mad?
HATHORNE. I met him yesterday coming out of his house, and

whcrc rre you ofi to,

TITUBA. (-4s Satab drinks.) rVc goin' to Bar.brdos, soon the
Dcvil gits hcre with the feathers and tlrc rvinrs.
\ lLI.ARD. Oht A hrppy voyagc to you.
SARAH. A pair of bluebirds wingin, southerly, thc two of us!_
Oh, it be a grand transformation, Marshal! (Sbe raiscs lbe llask
to dtink .t|oit.)
\fILLARD. (laking flask Jrom ber.) you,d bcst give me tlrat or
you'll nevcr rise off the ground. Comc along now. (Jitub6 tises,
Dicks D ber ngs.)
TITLIBA. fll spcak to him for you, if you desire to come along,
Marshal,
\rILLARD.- fd not refuse it, Tituba; it is the proper morning to
fly into Hell. (Sarab fold.ng rags.)
TITUBA. (f olding rogs Ibat coeere(l bcr.) Oh, it ain,t no Hell in
Barbados. Dcvil, him be pleasure-man in Barbados, him be singin'
and dancin'_in Barbados. You folks, you rilcs him up,round here;
it be too cold 'round here for that Old Boy. He freize his soul in
Massachusetts, but in Barbados, he just as swect and - (Safib
rises witb btnJlc. ,4 bcllooing cow is bcatd. and lituba leabs ut
arrd calls to o//.) Ycs, sir! That s him, Saralr!
SARAH. (Iorr.,ard wintlow.) I'm here, Mrjesry. (,Jfopktus enters.)
HOPKINS. Thc Deputy-Covernor,s arrivcd.
\7ILLARD. Come along, come along.
TITUBA. No, he comin'for me. I coin,homel
I)7ILLARD. (Crossing n., taking Jih$ai n. atn, takes few steps
os Sarah crosses to tben, takes ber r. ann. ptiling ber to door a,)
That ai['t Srtan/ just a poor old cow witlr a hatful of milk, Come
along now, out with you.
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I bid him good morning-and he wept, and went his way. I think
it is not well thc vil lagc sces him so unsteady.
DANFORTI-I. l)erhaps he have some sorrow.
CHEEVER. I t lr ink it hc thc cours, sir.
DANFORI H. 

'l 
he cows?

CHEEVER. There be so many coars wanderin'thc highroads, now
thcir masters are in the jails, and muclr disagrccment who they will
bclong to now. I know Mister Parris be arguin' with farmers all
ycstcrday-thcre is great contention, sir, about the cows. (Daa-
lortb sits bencb R.) Contention make hinr wecp, sir, it were always
a man that wcep for contention. (1le lwns, os do llalbofite qnd
I)anlorllt. bcaring 6 rnan coniflg ul> tlte corridor off u. n. Dar-
lortb raises bis bead as Parris efltets.'JIe is qdlrt, lr iqbtencd anrl
sncaling.)
PAIIRIS. (7o Danfortb, instantly.) Oh, good morning, sir, thank
yod-for comin'r I beg your pardon wakin' you so car.ly. Cood
norning, Judgc Hathorne. , , .
DANFORTH. Reverend Hale have no risht to enter this

. PARRIS. Exccllency, a moment.
IIATHORNE. Do you leave him alone with the prisoners?
DANFORTH. Vhat's his business here?
PARRIS. (Prayerlully holding up bis hdflds.) Excellency, hear
me. It is a providence. Revcrend Hale has returned to bdng Re-
becca Nurse to Cod.
DANFORTH. [-{e bids her confess2
PARRIS. (Sittir4.) Hear me. (Cbeeoer crosses, sits end. ol r,.
bencb.) Rebecca have not given me a word this three month since
she came. Now she sits with him, and her sister and Martha Corey
and two or thrce others, and he pleads with them confess their
crimes and save their lives,
DANFORTI{. Vhy-this is indeed a providence. And they soften,
they soften?
pA\81S. Not yct, not yet. But I thought to summon you, sir, that
we might think on whether it be not wise to there is news,
sir, that the court, the court must reckon with. My niece . I
believe she has vanished.
DANFORTH. Vanished ! (llatbone rises.)
PABBIS. I had thought to advise you of ir e:rrlier in the week,
6ff
DANFORTH. \(hy?-how long is she gone?
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PARRIS, Jftk be the third night-Mercy Lcwis is Boner too.
DANFORTI-I. (-Llarmed.) I will send a party for them. \)/here
may tLcy bc?
I']ARRIS, ircellency, I $ink they bc rboald a ship. My daughter
tells mc now she heard them speakin' of ships last week, and
tonight I discover my . my strongbox is broke into.
HATHORNE. (-4stoxisbed.) She havc robbed you?!
PARRIS^ Thirty-one pound is gone. I anr pcnniless.
DANFORTH. (Risir14.) Mister Parris, you are a brainless man!
PARRIS, f,rccllency, it profft rothing you should blame me. I
cannot think they would rul off except thcy fear to keep in Salem
any more-since the news of Andovcr has broken here, . .
DANFORTH. Andover is rcmedied. Thc court returns there on
Friday, and will rcsume examinations.
PARRIS, I am srrre of it, sir. IJut the rumor here speaks rebellion
in Andover, and it .
DANFORTH. (StroiglJ prclestin4.) There is no rebellion in
Andover.
PARRIS. I tell you what is said here, sir. Andover have thrown
out the court, thcy say, and will have no part of witchcraft. There
be a faction hcre fceding on that news, and I tell you true, sir, I
fear thcre will be riot here.
HATHORNE. Riot!-\Fhyr at every execution I have seen naught
but high satisfaction io the town. (Danlortb sits beacb L,)
PARRIS.-Judge Hathorne-it were another sort that hanged till
now. Rebecca Nurse is no Bridget that livcd threc ycar with Bishop
before she married him. John Proctor is not Isaac \Ward that drank
his family to ruin. (7o Danlortb.) Let Rebecca stand upon- iC---- 

1,gibbet and send up some righteous prayer, and I fear she'll wake 
" .tvengeance orl you.

FIATI-{ORNE. Excellency, she is condcrnned a witch. The court L
have
DANFORTH. (lf deep concerr, be taises a band to'llatborne.)
Pray you. (1o Parris.) How do you propose, then?
PARRIS: Excellcncy . . . I would postpone these hangin's for a
time.
DANFORTH. There will be no postponement.
PARRIS. Now Mister Hale's retrrrned, there is hope, I think-
fo'r"fi"ile bring even ore of these to iocl, that coniession surely
dornrs the otDers in the public eye, and none may doubt more



-l
that they arc all linked to Hell. This way, unconfessed and claim-
ing innocence, doubts are fiulliplied, many honest people will
wecp for thcnr, and orrr good purposc is lost in their tcars.
DANFORTI I. Chccvcr, give me the list. (Cbeeoer opefls dispdtcb
case, sca rc l-r c-s. )
I 'ARRlS. It cjrnnor be forgot, sir, ( l) lotlb tises, gels l isl Jrotn.dffii, 

ldlics .sJ,cctdctes 
"out 

dnd ren,l, by ligbt o! 141flp.) {hat
rvhcn I sunrnoncd the congregation for John Proctor's excom-
nunication, thcrc wcre hardly thirty pcople comc to hcar it. That
spcal< a discontcnt, I think, and
DANFOI{TI I. 

'I 
hcre will be no postponcmcnt.

.I)ARRIS- Excellency . . .
'DANFOIITII. Now, sir-which of thcsc in yorrr opinion may be
brorrght to Cod? I wil l myself strivc widr him ti l l  dawn. (Crosses
lo Chccocr, banls bim list.)
I']ARRIS. 

'l 
hcrc is not sufficient timc till dawn. . .

DANFOR'|I I. I shall do my utmost. \ili/hich of thcm do you havc
hope for?
I'}ARRIS. (7n a |uaueriflg ooicc, 4uietly.) Excellency
dagger . . ('JIe cbokes up.)
DANFOR'|H. ('l6itated.) \rhat do you say?
Pj'$[!S... Tonight, when I open my door to leave my house-a
dagger clattered to the ground. (Pleadinq plaintively.) You can-
not hang this sort. There is danger for rne. I dare not step outside
at night. (Hale enters. lbey look at bim for on instant in silefce.
'Jfe is steeped hr sorroto, exbdusted, and more direct tbar be ever
oas,)
DANFORTH. Accept my congratulations, Reverend Hale; we
are gladdencd to see you returned to your good work.
HALE. You must pardon them. Thcy will not budge.
DANFORTH. You misunderstand, sir; I cannot pardon these
when twelve are already hanged for the same crime. It is not iust.
PARRIS. Rebecca will not confess?' , ; i ;  -  ; ,r lALE. I lre Srrn wlrl rrse ln a tew minurcs. Excellency, I must
have more time.
DANFORTH. Now heat me, and bcguile yourselves no more, I
will not reccivc a single olea for pardon or postponement. Them
that will not confess rviil he:lg Twclvc are already exccuted; the
names of tbese scvcn rre given ont, and tbe villagc expects to see
them die at d;rra'n. Postponement, now, spealis a . , . a lloundering
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('lllillard eflte.s.) on my part; repricve or pardon must cast doubt

rrpon the guilt of thcm that died till norv. While I speak God's law,

I rvjll not ctack its voice with whimpcring. If tetaliation is your

fcar, know this-l should hang tcn tlrotrsand that darcd to rise
against the law, and an ocean of salt tcars could not melt the reso-

lution of the statutes. Now draw yoursclvcs up like men and help

rne, as you are bound by heaven to clo.-llave you spoken with

them all, Mister Hale?
I"IALE. All but Proctor. He is in thc dtrngcon
DANFORTH. (1o lTolbome ) Vhat's l)roctor's way now? ('Jlale

-sits bercb R.)
VILLARD. (ln doorway. Dnrrketly.) Ile sits like some great

bird; you'd not know he lived except hc will take food from time

to time.
DANFORTH. (?birks,) His wife
with child now.
\'7lLl-ARD. She is, sir.

his wife must be well on

DANFORTH. \X/hat think you, Mister Parris?-You have closer
lirrowledge of this man; might her prcscnce soften him?

,I.$j,BlS.-L is- possiblc, sir-he have nol llid cyes on her drese
threc monlhs. I should s(Immon hcr. 1
DANFORTH. (to'l|illard.) Is he yet adamant?-Has he struck
i1t you again?
VILLARD. (Srnilirq drurkenly.) LIe cannot, sir, he is chained to
the wall now.
DANFORTH. Fetch Coody Proctor to me. Then let you bring
him up. (Sits bencb u. s. oJ ?artis.)
\7ILLARD. Ay, sir. ('l'lillard goes out. Siletce)
LIALE. Excellency, if you postpone a week, and ptrblish to the
town that you are striving for their confcssions, that speak tnercy
or1 yoru part/ not fdlteriv.
DANFORTII. Mister Hale, as Cod have not empowercd nre like

Joshua to stop this sun from rising, so I cannot withhold from them
the perfection of their punishment
I-IALE. (Rtsin4, crossing tp to door.) lt you think Cod wills vott
to raisc rebellion, Mister Danforth, you arc mistaken.
DANFORTH. You have heard rebcllion spoken in Salem?
l IALE. Excellency, there are orphans wandering from house to
house; abandoned cattle bellow on the highroads, the stink of
rotting crops hangs everywhere, and no man knows when the
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harlots' cry will end his life--and you rvonder yer if rebellion's
spoke? Better you should marvel hotv thcy do not burn your
province!
DANFORTFI. Mister l{ale, have you preached in Andover this
month?
I IALE. Thank God thcy have no need of mc in Andover.
DANFORTH. You bafile me, sir. Vhy hrve you returned here?
HALE. Vhy, it is all simple. I comc to do the Devil,s work. I
conrc to counscl Christians they should bclic tbemselves. There is
L-lood on my head! Can you not see thc blood on mv head!!

-$nil+ Flush ! (.,iii Jace entrance. 'tt' lar,l and tiizdbctb enter.'lltillard qoes out agoir.)
DANFOIiTII. (yery politely.) Coody procror. I hope you are
hcr r l y  J
III-IZABETH. I am yer six month bcforc my timc.
D,\NFOR fl l. Pray, bc at your easc, we comc not for your l i fe.\We . ('Llncertain bow to plead, lor he is rot accuitoned to
it.) Mister Hale, will you speak with the woman?
I IALE. Coody Proctor, your husband is marked to hang this rnorn_
rng.
ELIZABETH. (Quietly.) I have heard it.
HALE. (3Je fnds it difficult to look at ber.) you know, do you
not/ that I have no connection wjth the couft? I come of mv own.
Coody Proctor. (Sbe knows tbis to be w ftrc,\ I woulcl save voui
husband's l ife, for if he is taken I count myself his .t,rd"rer. Do
yorr under.tand me?
ELIZABF|H. Vlat do you want of mc?
HALE. Goody Proctor . I have gone this three month like
our Lord into the wilclcrness. I have sought a Christian way, for
damnation's doubled on a minister tvho counsels men to lie.
FIATHORNE. It is no lie, you cannot spcak of lies.
I l,\LE. It is a l ie !-they are innocenr I
DANFORTIJ. No more. No nore. I,ll he;rr. no more of that.
llAI-E. (7o €lizabetb.) Let you not mist:rlie your duty as I mis_
tool( my own. I camc into this village like a bridegroom to his
belov_ed; bca: ing gifts of high religion, the very crowns of holy
law I brorrght, and rvhat I touched with my bright conffdence, it
died; and where I turned the eye of my great faith, blood flowed
up. Beware, Coody Proctor-cleave to no faith rvhen faith brings
blood, It is mistakcn law that leads you to sacrifice. (Sbe tooks it
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bim tber front.) Life, woman, life is God's most Precious gifti no

principle however glorious may justify the taking of it, I beg you,

woman-gevail upon your husband to confess. Let him give his

lie. Quaif not beforc Cod's judgment in this, for it may well be

God damns a liar less than he that throws his life away for pride'

Vill you plead with him? I camot think he will listen to another'

ELIZABETH. (Quietly. 'Witb loatbitrg ) | think that be the Devits

areument.
HALE, \7ornan, before the laws of God we are as swine. \(e

' cannot read His will.
'ELIZABETH. (Stucercly-simply.) I cannot dispute with you, sir,
'l lack learning for it.

' 
DANFORTH. ('ltritdted.) Coody Proctor, you are not summoned

here for disputation-be there no wifely tcnderness within you?

He will die with the sunrise. Your husband. Do you understand

it? \flhat say you? $rill you contend with him? (sbe is silert,

storirg dt hifl) Are you stone? I tell you true, woman, had I no

other proof of your unnatural life, your dry eyes now would be

sumcient evidence that you delivered up your soul to Hell !-a

very ape would wecp at such calamity! Have the devil dried u-p

any te;r of pity in you? (Sbe is sileni.) Take her out-it profft

nothing she should speak to him!
ELIZABETH. (Quietty.) Let rne speak with him, Excellency.

. .p-ARffiS: (Witb hoDe.) You'll strive with him? (Sbe besil,tes )
DANFORTH. Vilt you plead for his confession, or will you not!

ELIZABETH. I promise nothing. Let me speak with him' (l

souxd-tbe sibilance ol drdgging feet ot slore. lbey turn' P4use'

lLillard erters witb Proctor. ?lis rurists are cbdined 'llillard re'

moves tbem axd exits. JIe is anotber ffi41r, bearded, flthy, bis eyes

misty as webs bad ooergrowx theu lfolts inside dootway, his eye

c\rgbt by tbe sigbt oJ €lizdbetb. Jbe enolior |lowing betuteerr

tbem privents onyone lrom speaking lot an instdtlt, lTale l.ooks

up stage, Proctoi crosses down slowly toward €lizdbeth, looks

arcurd, tbex llale sPeaks )
HALE. Pray, leave them, Excellency. (txits.)

DANFORTH. (Parris atd Cbeever rise.) Mister Proctor, you

have been notiffed, have you not?-(Proctor is silerl, stariflg at

€lizabetb,) I see light in the sky, Mister; let you counsel with

your wife and may God help you turn your back on hell. (Proctor
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is sileflt, staring d elizabetb. Danlorlh exils. Cbeeuer lollows,
tben lldtborrc .)
PARRIS..If -you desire a cup of cidcr, Mistcr Proctor, I am sure

'l '  . (Proclor lurns afl icy sltuc al hin and be breaks olf.
Parris raises his palns toward bim.) Cod lcad you now. (Parris
goes ott. 1t is ds tbougb €lizabetb and Troctor stood it d spiflning
world.. ' l t is bcyond sorrow, obove it. lbcy tnoee logetber, closp
halds.)
ELIZABF|I I. Yotr have been chained?
PROCTOR. (Ieeling bis orists.) Ayc. l-hc child?
III-IZABETH. It grows.
I'ROCTOR. T'here is no word of thc boys?
El-IZABETH. They're well. Rebecca's Danicl kccps them.
PROCTOR. You have not seen them?
LLIZ-ABETII. I have not.
I)ROCI'OR. You are a marvel, Elizabeth. 11rey comc for my
lifc norv.
Ll.lZABIlfH. I know it.
PROCIOR. None have yet confessed?
Et.lZABEll L 

-flrere 
be nany confessed.

PROCTOR. Vho are they?
IILIZABE|H. There be a hundred or mo!c, they say. Coody
Ballard is one; (}lc tutfls his bedd away.) Isaiah Goodkind, is
one. There be many.
PROCTOR. Rebecca . ?
ELIZABETH. Not Rebecca. (1Ie srrriles slightly in ddnidtiot1
noddinq. Sbe tben speaks.) She is one foot in heaven now. Naught
may hurt her more,
PROCIOR. (tooking at ber.) And Ciles?
ELIZABETI{. You have not heard of it?
PROCIOR. I hear nothin', where I am kcpt.
ELIZABETH. Ciles is dead.
PROCTOR. ('J1e looks dt bet iflqedulously.) \(hen were he
hanged?
ELIZABEI'H. (Quie tly, Idctually.) He rvcre not hanged. He would
not ans\rer ay or nay to his indictmcnt, for if he denied the
charee thcy'd hrng him surely, and :ructidr out his propcrty. So
he stand mute/ and dicd Christian under thc law. (ille no,ls.) And
so his sons will have his farm. It is the law, for he could not be
condcmned a wizard without he answer the indictment, ay or nay.
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PROCTOR. (Not looking at bcr') Thcn bolr does he dic?

ELIZABETH. (Aefily.) . ' . Tltev prcss him, John'

PROCTOR. (t'ooking at ber.) Press?

ifr2agETr-{. ' c*"t stoncs thcv lav upun his chest unril he plead

ay or nay. (1litb o lendct smile lot lbc old tnan; They say he

niu" ,tr.* l, i , lwo words. "Tlore wcigltt, '  hc says And dicd .
iROCfOn. (Nodding, sr''iling i,nl! in ddtrir4lion ) More

weightl
ELIZABE ffl. Ay. It were a learsone rnan, Gilcs Corey' (Pause,') 

,
PROCTOR. ('lUitb a sby sflile Elizabclb crcssisg to D' s elld ol

U""ri. tit.l i h"u" b."r, thinkin' I would confess to them (Sbe

sltotos rotbir4.) Vhat say you?-if I givc them that?

ELIZABETI-I. I cannot judge vou, John'
pnbc-rOn. (laking ier 

-s. 
l)attd witb his L' hffid' pulls bet

a'o*" to-Arnri, ttot iookixg at ber') Vbat would you have me do?

e inSn'H. As vo,, .ill, I would have it (sli4br p4!5e ) I

want you living, John. Tlrat's sttrc'
pnOCfOn. (iiopcfrLlly ) Cilcs' wifc?-have sbe confesscd?

ELIZABETFI. (Sboking her bcad ) She will tlot'

PROC|OR. (laking bis ltand atoay lrom ber') It is a prclctlse'

Elizabcth.
tLIZABETI L \{/hat is?
PROCTOR. (Trying lo convincc bimselJ') I c4nnol mount the

,iUU* tit" 
" 

.oini. ti it a fuaud l am not that man (Sbe is silert )

i l t ion",ty is broke, Eiizabcth, I am no good man No^thing's

.rr"if"i Uu siuing tlt"m this l ie that wcrc not rotten long before'

ilrLiASFIit. A"nd v.t vou'u" not cr'nfcssed till now That spcak

Fi"StTt'il. lffi"r Iy smith\) spitc. Spite onlv keeps T"-'ihlt: lj
ir fr^ra. give a l ie to dogil { ltc lakes ber n hnnd' bolds it) I

rvould havc vorr forgiveness, Elizabcth'

ELIZABETH. It is not for me to sivc, lohn. I am -
PROCfOR. I would have yort s' '  rome honesty in it Le-t them

that ncver l ied clie now to keep thcir souls lt is pretensc lor-me'

""""ri i",f., 
wil l not blind Cod nor kecp my children out of the

wind. Vhat saY You?
FLIZABIITI L lohn it comc t,, nio3ht thit I shoulJ,fr 'rgive

yorr. Vitt yorr forqivc votrrsr' l f l  l l  is vour soul, Joirl l  (Jlc uouls

b;s b"ad.) b,tlv be sure of this, fol I know it now: Vhatever you

*ifL a", i is a good man docs it l havc read my hcart this three
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morth, John. I have sins of my own to count. It needs a cold wife
f^ nr^nnr lF-Lan'

PROCTOR. ('ln great poix.) Enough, enough. . . .
ELIZABH|H. Better you should know me!
PROCTOR. (tufttiflg dwdy.) I will not hear it !-l know you!
ELIZABETH. (Trying to tum bim bdck, taking bis batrds.) Yoa
take my sins upon you, John!
PROCIOR. (ln agony.) No, I take my own, my own!
ELIZABETH. (Sbe gropes for tbe words to express ber Jeelixg.)
I counted myself so plain, so poorly.made, no honest love could
come to me! Suspicion kissed you when I did; I never knew how
I should say my love. It were a cold house I kept , . . ! (Ha-
thorne eflte$,)
HATHORNE. Vhat say you, Proctor? The sun is soon up.
(Proctor liJts his bead.)
ELIZABETH. ('lltarmly.) Do what you will. But let none be your
judge, there be no higher judge under heaven than Proctor is!
Forgive me, forgive me, John-l never knew such goodness in the
world !
PROCTOR. I want my life.
HATHORNE. You ll confess yourself?!
PROCTOR. I will have my life.
HATHORNE. God be praised!-lt is a providence! (llathone
tushes out door, his ooice is bead colling ofstage.) He will con-
fess! Proctor will confess !
PROCTOR. (Witb a cry. Rising.) \/hy do you cry it! It is eril. is
ir not? It is euil.
ELIZABETH. ('Weeping.) | cannot judge you, John, I cannot!
PROCTOR. Then who will judge me? (Suddenly clasping bis
hadl) God in Heaven, what is John Proctor, what is John
Proctor! (l fury is ridi4 in btut, a tantalized search.) | tbink it
is honest, I tbiak so: I am no sairt, Let Rebecca go like a saint,
for me it is lraudt
ELIZABETH. I am not your judge, I cannot be .
PROCTOR. Vould yor.r give them such a lie? Say it. \fould you
ever give them this? (Sbe cdn't Mswer.) You would not; if tongs
of fire were singeing lou you would not!-it is evil. (Sligbt pduse.
Sitttr4.) Good then, it is ail, and, I do itr. (llatborne eflters witb
Dantortb, ard witb tbem Cbeeoer, Ponis and'llale.'lt is abusiz,ess-
like, rapid entrance, as though tbe ice bdd beer brcken.)
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DANFORTH. Praise to God, man, praise to God; you shall be
blessed in Heaven for this. (Cbeever burries to u. s, end of bercb,
puls writing box on stool, prcpares to write. Proclor wotcbes
bim.) Now then . . . let us have it. Are you ready, Mister
Cheever?
PROCTOR. Vhy must it be wri$en?
DANFORTH. \Yrfhy, for the good instruction of the village, Mis-
ter; this we shall post upon the church door! (JoA\rris, urgently.>
Vhere is the Marshal?

-ffi ffi1;;;ff!;#;",:l:,;;':;.;eturnstodoor)\r'rard!
DANFORTH. Now, then, Mister, will you speak slowly, and di
rectly to the point for Mister Cheever's sake? ('Jle is dictating to
Cbeever, wbo o/ites.) Mister Proctor, have you seen the Devil in
your life? (Ptoctofs jows lock.) Come, man, there is light in the
sliy; the town waits at the scafiold; I would give out this news.
Did you see the Devil?
PROCTOR. (Looks ot bim, tben awdy, and speaks.) | did.

-:ffi Praise Godl
SANFORTH. And when he come to you/ what were his demand?

Did he bid you to do his work upon the earth?
PROCTOR. He did.
DANFORTH. (Stdftir?4 R.) And you bormil yourself to his serv-
ice2 (Danlortb turns, as Rebecca and 'llillard erler.) Ah, Rebecca
Nurse.-Come in, come in, woman! ('Willard stdys ot efltrance.)
REBECCA. (Seeing bim sbe brigbterc.) Ah, John ! You are well,
then, eh?
DANFORTH, Courage, man, courage-let her witness your good
example that she may come to God herself. Now hear it, Goody
Nurse ! Say on, Mister Proctor-did you bind yourself to the
Devil's service?
REBECCA. \7hy, John !
PROCIOR. (Tace turrcd Jrom Rebecca.) | did.
DANFORTH. Now, woman, you surely see it profit nothin' to
keep this conspiracy any further. Vill you confess yourself with
n t m l

REBECCA. Oh, John--4od send His mercy on you!
I.K(JL t (,K_ laKe net out!

DANFORTH. I say will you confess yourself, Goody Nurse!
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REBECCA. Itrhy, it is a lie, it is a lie; how may I damn myself?
I cannot, I cannot. (Proclof lnrl/'s oLDay.)
DANFORTH. Mister Proctor. \[hen the Devil came to you did
you sce Rebecca Nurse in his company? Come, man, take courage
-did you ever see her with the Devil?
PROCTOR. (Almost inaudibly, in aEony.) No. (Rebecca tckes
6 step totDdrd, hifl.)
DANFORTH. Did you ever see her sister, Mary Easty, with the
Devil?
PROCTOR. No, I did not.
DANFORTII. Did you ever see (Proclor rises, crosses towdrd R.
aware ol Rebecca looking dt bim, hurries past ber.) Martha Corey
with the Deyil?
PROCTOR. I did not.
DANFORTH. Did you ever see anyone with the Devil?
PROCTOR. I did not (Sittin4 bencb n.)
DANFORTH. Proctor-you mistake me. I am not empowerecl to
trade your life for a lie. You have most certainly seen some person
with the Devil. (?roctot is silert.) Mister Proctor, a score of
people have already testiffed they saw this woman with the
Devil. . ' .
PROCTOR. Then it is prbued. \Vhy must I say it?
DANFORTH. Vhy 'rnu#' you say it! \Vhy, you shoulcl rejoice
to say it if your soul is purged of any love for Hell!
PROCTOR. They think to go [ke saints. I like not to spoil their
oames.
DANFORTH. Mister Proctor, do you think they go like saints?
Look you, sir--l think you mistake your duty here. It matters
nothing what she thought-she ls convicted of the unnatural mur-
der of children, and you for sending your spirit out upon Mary
\Varren, Your soul alone is the issue here, Mister, and you will
prove its whiteness or you cannot live in a Christian country. Vill
you tell me now what persons conspired with you in the Devil's
company? To yoqr knowledge was Rebecca Nurse ever . . . ?
PROCTOR. I spebk my own sins, I cannot judge another, I have
no tongue for it.
HALE. Excellency, it is enosgh he confess himself. Let him sign
it, let him sign it. . i .

*o.lffit 
is a great sen'ice, sir-it is a weighty name, it will

strike the village tlut he confess. I beg you, let him sign it. The
sun is up, Excellency!
DANFORTH. (7o Proctor.) C,ome then, siSn your testimony. Mr'
Clreever, take it to him. (Cheeoer gives ?roctor a per.) Come,
man/ sign it.
PROCTOR. You have all witnessed lt-lt is enough'
DANFORTH. You will not sign it?!
PROCTOR (Despentely.) You have all wltnessed iti what more
is needed?
DANFORTH. Do you spon with me? You will sign your narne
or it is no confession, Mister! (Proctor sigrs.) Your second name,
man. (Proclor sigrs last rcme .)

,Jl$Praise be to the Lord!
DANF-O=RTH. (Perplexed, but politely extendilg his hand) lt
you Please, sir,
PROCTOR. (Dumbly, looking at pdper.) No.
DANFORTH. Mister Proctor, I must have . .
PROCTOR. (?utting paper bebind bim. Cbildisbly beluddled)
No-no, I have signed it. You have seen me. It is done! You have
lo need for this.

.Gfrroctor, the village must have proof that . . .
FROC|OR. Damn the villase! I confess to God and God has seen
my name on this! It is snoi4bt
DANFORTH. No, sir, it is , . .
PROCTOR. You came to save my sod, did you not? Here!-l
have confessed myself, it is enough!
DANFORTH. You have not con . .
PROCTOR. I have confessed myself! Is there no good penitence
but it be public? God does not need my name naileil upon the
church! God sees my name, God knows how black my sins are !-
it is enough!
DANFORTH. Mister Proctor . . .
PROCTOR. You will not use me! I am no Sarah Good or Tituba,
I am John Proctor! You will not use me! It is no part of salvation
that you should use me!
DANFORTH. I do not wish to . . .
PROCTOR. I have three children-how may I teach them to walk
like meu in the wodd and I sold my friends?!
DANFORTH. You have not sold your friends. , . .
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PROPERTY LIST

Acr l-SceNs 1
'Walking stick for Rebecca
Heavy books for Hale

Acr I-ScENE 2
Gun (Proctor)
Small rag doll with needle in it (Mary)
2 warrants (Cheever)-1 destroyed each performance'Whip (Proctor)
Shawl (Elizabeth)
Tovel olt washstand
Basin with water in it on washstanil
Dish of stew and spoon
Pevi'ter mug with cider in it

$$!i
od

Aca II-SCENB 1

Aqr II-SCENB 2

I

r$ $
i$ NuR s

?

Lantern (Proctor)

2 depositioas (Proctor)
Petition signed by 91 people (Proctor)
Eyeglasses (Danfo*h)
Box with writing materials (Cheever)
Eyeglasses (Cheever)

Acr II*ScaNe 3
2 lanterns (!(/illard)
Flask (Villarrl)
Dispatch case (Cheever)'Woodeo 

writing box (Cheever)
Chains for Proctor's t\trists. (May provide sosnd for Elizabeth's chains

of{stage in Act l-Scene 2)
Rags on benches to sefie as be<lclothes for Sarah and Tituba
Straw on benches
Eyeglasses for Cheever
Paper 6or Cheever to tr..ite on and Proctor to sign-destroyed each

performance
Pen for Cheever
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