SIDE ONE:
Abigail and Proctor

PROCTOR: Abby, you’ll put it out of mind. I'll not
be comin’ for you more.

ABIGAIL: You're surely sportin’ with me.
PROCTOR: You know me better.

ABIGAIL: I know how you clutched my back behind
your house and sweated like a stallion whenever I
come near! Or did I dream that? It’s she put me
out, you cannot pretend it were you. I saw your face
when she put me out, and you loved me then and
you do now!

PROCTOR: Abby, that’s a wild thing to say—

ABIGAIL: A wild thing may say wild things. But not
so wild, I think. I have seen you since she put me
out; I have seen you nights.

PROCTOR: I have hardly stepped off my farm this
sevenmonth.

ABIGAIL: I have a sense for heat, John, and yours
has drawn me to my window, and I have seen you
looking up, burning in your loneliness. Do you tell
me you’ve never looked up at my window?

PROCTOR: I may have looked up.

ABIGAIL, now softening: And you must. You are no
wintry man. I know you, John. I know you. She is
weeping. I cannot sleep for dreamin’; I cannot dream
but I wake and walk about the house as though I'd
find you comin’ through some door. She clutches him
desperately.

PROCTOR, gently pressing her from him, with great sym-
pathy but firmly: Child—

ABIGAIL, with a flash of anger: How do you call me
child!

PROCTOR: Abby, I may think of you softly from
time to time. But I will cut off my hand before I'll
ever reach for you again. Wipe it out of mind. We
never touched, Abby.

ABIGAIL: Aye, but we did.

PROCTOR: Aye, but we did not.

ABIGAIL, with a bitter anger: Oh, I marvel how such
a strong man may let such a sickly wife be—

PROCTOR, angered—at himself as well: You’ll speak

nothin’ of Elizabeth!

ABIGAIL: She is blackening my name in the village!
She is telling lies about me! She is a cold, sniveling

woman, and you bend to her! Let her turn you like

a_

PROCTOR, shaking her: Do you look for whippin’?



SIDE FOUR:
Proctor and Hale

ELIZABETH: I couldn’t stop her.

PROCTOR, holding back a full condemnation of her: It is
a fault, it is a fault, Elizabeth—you’re the mistress
here, not Mary Warren.

ELIZABETH: She frightened all my strength away.

PROCTOR: How may that mouse frighten you,
Elizabeth? You—

ELIZABETH : It is a mouse no more. I forbid her
go, and she raises up her chin like the daughter of a
prince and says to me, “I must go to Salem, Goody
Proctor; I am an official of the court!”

PROCTOR: Court! What court?

ELIZABETH: Aye, it is a proper court they have
now. They’ve sent four judges out of Boston, she
says, weighty magistrates of the General Court, and
at the head sits the Deputy Governor of the Prov-
ince.

PROCTOR, astonished: Why, she’s mad.
ELIZABETH: I would to God she were. There be

fourteen people in the jail now, she says. Proctor sim-
ply looks at her, unable to grasp it. And they’ll be tried,
and the court have power to hang them too, she
says.

PROCTOR, scoffing, but without conviction: Ah, they’d
never hang—

ELIZABETH : The Deputy Governor promise
hangin’ if they’ll not confess, John. The town’s
gone wild, I think. She speak of Abigail, and I
thought she were a saint, to hear her. Abigail brings
the other girls into the court, and where she walks
the crowd will part like the sea for Israel. And folks
are brought before them, and if they scream and
howl and fall to the floor—the person’s clapped in
the jail for bewitchin’ them.

PROCTOR, wide-eyed: Oh, it is a black mischief.

ELIZABETH: I think you must go to Salem, John.
He turns to her. I think so. You must tell them it is a
fraud.

PROCTOR, thinking beyond this: Aye, it is, it is sure-



ELIZABETH. You were alone with her?

PROCTOR. For a moment alone, aye.

ELIZABETH. Why, then, it is not as you told me.

PROCTOR. For a moment, | say. The others come in soon after.
ELIZABETH. Do as you wish, then.

PROCTOR. Woman. I’ll not have your suspicion any more.
ELIZABETH. (A little loftily.) 7 have no . .

PROCTOR. I'll not have it!

ELIZABETH. Then let you not earn it.

PROCTOR. (With a violent undertone.) You doubt me yet?!
ELIZABETH. John, if it were not Abigail that you must go to
hurt, would you falter now? | think not.

PROCTOR. Now look you . . .

ELIZABETH. I see what I see, John.

PROCTOR. You will not judge me more, Elizabeth. I have good
reason to think before I charge fraud on Abigail, and I will think
on it. Let you look to your own improvement before you go to
judge your husband any more. | have forgot Abigail, and . . .
ELIZABETH. And 1.

PROCTOR. Spare me! You forget nothing and forgive nothing.



month, John. | have sins of my own to count. It needs a cold wife
to prompt lechery. . . .

PROCTOR. (7n great pain.) Enough, enough. . . .
ELIZABETH. Better you should know me!

PROCTOR. (Jurning away.) 1 will not hear it'—I| know you!'
ELIZABETH. (Trying to turn bhim back, taking bis bands.) You
take my sins upon you, John!

PROCTOR. (In agony.) No, | take my own, my own!
ELIZABETH. (She gropes for the words to express her feeling.)
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 enters.)

HATHORNE. What say you, Proctor? The sun is soon up.
(Proctor lifts bis bead.)

ELIZABETH. (Warmly.) 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—I never knew such goodness in the

world!
PROCTOR I want my life.



PARRIS. (To Danforth, instantly.) Oh, good morning, sir, thank
you for comin’, 1 beg your pardon wakin’ you so early. Good
morning, Judge Hathorne. . . .

DANFORTH. Reverend Hale have no right to enter this . . .
PARRIS. Excellency, a moment.

HATHORNE. Do you leave him alone with the prisoners?
DANFORTH. What’s his business here?

PARRIS. (Prayerfully bolding up bhis hands.) Excellency, hear
me. It is a providence. Reverend Hale has returned to bring Re-
becca Nurse to God.

DANFORTH. He bids her confess?

PARRIS. (Sitting.) Hear me. (Cheever crosses, sits end of L.
bench.) 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 three others, and he pleads with them confess their
crimes and save their lives.

DANFORTH. Why—this is indeed a providence. And they soften,
they soften?

PARRIS. Not yet, not yet. But | 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 . . . |
believe she has vanished.

DANFORTH. Vanished! (Hathorne rises.)

PARRIS. I had thought to advise you of it earlier in the week,
DU e

DANFORTH. Why>—how long is she gone?
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PROCTOR. If you do not free my wife tomorrow, I am set and
bound to ruin you, Abby.

ABIGAIL. (Her voice small—astonished.) How—ruin me?
PROCTOR. 1 have rocky proof in documents that you knew that
poppet were none of my wife’s; and that you yourself bade Mary
Warren stab that needle into it.

ABIGAIL. (A wildness stirs in ber, a child is standing bere who is
unutterably frustrated, denied her wish, but she is still grasping
for ber wits.) 7 bade Mary Warren P

PROCTOR. You know what you do, you are not so mad!
ABIGAIL. Oh, hypocrites! Have you won him, too?! John, why
do you let them send you?

PROCTOR. I warn you, Abby!

ABIGAIL. They send you! They steal your honesty and
PROCTOR. | have found my honesty!

ABIGAIL. No, this is your wife pleading, your snivelling, envious
wife! This is Rebecca’s voice, Martha Corey’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. 1 will tell them why.

ABIGCAIL. What will you tell? You will confess to fornication?
In the court?




ELIZABETH. 1 think, maybe, we Dhave been too hard with
Mister Parris. | think so. But sure we never loved the Devil here.
HALE. Do you know your commandments, Elizabeth ?
ELIZABETH. (Without besitation, simply, primly.) I surely do.
There be no mark of blame upon my life, Mister Hale, | am a
covenanted Christian woman.

HALE. And you, Mister?

PROCTOR. I . . . am sure I do, sir.
HALE. Let you repeat them, if you will.

PREACTOR.: ... . The Commandments?
HALE. Aye.

PROCTOR. Thou shalt not kill.

HALE. Aye.

PROCTOR. Thou shalt not steal. Thou shalt not covet thy neigh-
bor’s goods, nor make unto thee any graven image. Thou shalt not
take the name of the Lord in vain i thou shalt have no other gods
before me . . . thou shalt remember the Sabbath Day and keep it
holy. Thou shalt honor thy father and mother. Thou shalt not
bear false witness. Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven
image.

HALE. You have said that twice, sir.

PROCTGR. Aye.

ELIZABETH. (Delicately.) Adultery, John.
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TITUBA. Oh, God, protect Tituba!

HALE. Who came to you with the Devil? Two? Three? Four?—
how many?

TITUBA. (She pants, and begins rocking back and forth, staring
abead.) There was four. There was four.

PARRIS. Who? Who? Their names, their names!

TITUBA. Oh, how many times he bid me kill you, Mister Parris!
PARRIS. Kill me!

TITUBA. (Starting to weep.) 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!



