ACT ONE

(AN OVERTURE)

A small upper bedroom in the bome of REVEREND SAMUEL
PARRIS, Salem, Massachusetts, in the spring of the year 1692.

There is a narrow window at the left. Through its leaded panes the
morning sunlight streams. A candle still burns mear the bed, which is at
the right. A chest, a chair, and a small table are the other furnishings.
At the back a door opens on the landing of the stairway to the ground
floor. The room gives off an air of clean sparensss. The roof rafters are
exposed, and the wood colowrs are rav and unmellowed.

As the exrtain rises, REVEREND PARRIS if discovered keneeling
beside the bed, evidently in prayer. His daughter, BETTY PARRIS,
aged ton, is lying om the bed, inert.

At the time of these events Parris was in his middle forties. In
history he cut a villainous path, and there is very little good to
be said for him. He believed he was being persecuted wherever
he went, despite his best efforts to win people and God to his
side. In meeting, he felt insulted if someone rose to shut the
door without first asking his permission. He was a widower
with no interest in children, or talent with them. He regarded
themas young adults, and until this strange crisishe, like the rest
of Salem, never conceived that the children were anything but
thankful for being permitted to walk straight, eyes slightly low-
ered, arms at the sides, and mouths shut until bidden to speak.

His house stood in the ‘town’ — but we today would hardly
call it a village. The meeting house was neat by, and from this
point outward - toward the bay or inland - there were a few
small-windowed, dark houses snuggling against the raw
Massachusetts winter. Salem had been established hardly forty
years before. To the European world the whole province was
2 barbaric frontier inhabited by a sect of fanatics who, never-
theless, were shipping out products of slowly increasing
quantity and value.

No one can really know what their lives wete like. They had
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The parochial snobbery of these people was partly respon-
sible for their failure to convert the Indians. Probably they
also preferred to take land from heathens rather than from
fellow Christians. At any rate, very few Indians were con-
verted, and the Salem folk believed that the virgin forest was
the Devil’s last preserve, his home base and the citadel of his
final stand. To the best of their knowledge the American
forest was the last place on earth that was not paying homage

to God.

For these reasons, among others, they carried about an air
of innate resistance, even of petsecution, Their fathers had, of
course, been persecuted in England. So now they and their

church found it necessary to deny any other sect its freedom,
lest their New Jerusalem be defiled an

ways and deceitful ideas.

They believed, in short, that they held in their steady hands
the candle that would light the world, We have inherited this
belief, and it has helped and hurt us. It helped them with the
discipline it gave them. They were a dedicated folk, by and
large, and they had to be to survive the life they had chosen or

been born into in this country,

The proof of their belief’s value to them may be taken from
the opposite character of the first Jamestown settlement,
farther south, in Virginia. The Englishmen who landed there
were motivated mainly by a hunt for profit. They had thought
to pick off the wealth of the new country and then return rich
to England. They were a band of individualists, and a much
more ingratiating group than the Massachusetts men. But
Virginia destroyed them. Massachusetts tried to kill off the
Puritans, but they combined; they set up a communal society
which, in the beginning, was little more than an armed camp
with an autocratic and very devoted leadership. It was, how-
cvet, an autocracy by consent, for they were united from top
to bottom by a commonly held ideology whose petpetuation
was the reason and justification for all their

their self-denial, their purposcfulness,

vain pursuits, their hard-handed jus
perfect instruments for the conquest of

istic to maa.

d corrupted by wrong

sufferings. So
their suspicion of all
tice, were altogether
this space so antagon-
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time of confusjon had been brough

¢ ) ght upon them by d
darkling forces, No hxpt of such speculation appe);rseg?l :tl;cei
.court. record,' l?ut social disorder in any age breeds such
mystical suspicions, and when, as in Salem wonders
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The witch-hunt Was not, however, a mere repression. It was |
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also, and as importantly, a long overdue opportunity for every-
one so inclined to express publicly his guilt and sins, under the
cover of accusations against the victims. It suddenly became
possible - and patriotic and holy - for a man to say that Martha
Corey had come into his bedroom at night, and that, while his
wife was sleeping at his side, Martha laid herself down on his
chest and ‘nearly suffocated him’. Of course it was her spirit
only, but his satisfaction at confessing himself was no lighter
than if it had been Martha herself. One could not ordinarily
speak such things in public.

Long-held hatreds of neighbours could now be openly ex-
pressed, and vengeance taken, despite the Bible’s charitable
injunctions. Land-lust which had been expressed before by
constant bickering over boundaries and deeds, could now be
elevated to the arena of morality; one could cry witch against
one’s neighbour and feel perfectly justified in the bargain. Old
scores could be settled on 2 plane of heavenly combat between
Lucifer and the Lord; suspicions and the envy of the miserable
toward the happy could and did burst out in the general
revenge. '

[REVEREND PARRIS ir praying now, and, though we cannot
bear kis words, a sense of bis confusion bangs about him. He mum-
- bles, then seems about to weep; then be weeps, then prays again;
but bis danghter does not stiv on the bed.
The door opens, and bis Negro slave enters. TYTUBA is in ber
forties. PARRIS brought ber with bim from Barbados, where be
spent some years as a merchant before entering the ministry. She
" enters as one does who can no longer bear to be barred Sfrom the
sight of ber beloved, but she is also very frightened becase her
slave sense bas warned ber that, as always, trouble in this house
eventually lands on ker back.)

TITUBA [already taking a step backward]: My Betty be hearty
soon?

PAKRIS: Out of here! )

TITUBA [backing fo the door]: My Betty not goin’ die ...

PARRIS [scrambling 1o bis feet in a fury]: Out of my sight! [She i
&one.] Out of my — [He is overcome with sobs. He clamps bis teeth
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against them and closes the door and leans against it, exbausted.]

Oh, my God! God help me! [Quaking with fear, mumbling to
bimself throwgh bis sobs, he goes to the bed and gently takes
BETTY’S band.] Betty. Child. Dear child. Will you wake, will
you open up your eyes! Betty, little one ...
© [He is bending to keneel again when bis #iece, ABIGAIL WIL-
LIAMS, sevenisen, enters — a strikingly beautiful girl, an orpban,
with an endless capacity for dissembling. Now she is all worry
and apprebension and propriesy.]
" ABIGAIL: Uncle?
[He looks 1o ker.)
Susanna Walcott’s here from Doctor Griggs.
PARRIS: Oh? Let her come, let her come.
ABIGAIL [leanming out the door £0 call to SUSANN A, who &5 down she
ball a few steps): Come in, Susanna,
[SUSANNA waLcOTT, 4 litsle younger tham ABIGAIL, 4
nervous, burried girl, enters.)
PARRIS [eager)y]: What does the doctor say, child?

SUSANNA [craning around » AR R1S 20 get a look at BETTY]: Hebid -

me come and tell you, reverend sir, that he cannot discover
no medicine for it in his books.

PARRIS: Then he must search on.

SUSANNA: Aye, sir, he have been searchin’ his books since he
left you, sit. But he bid me tell you, that you might look to
unnatural things for the cause of it.

PARRIS [bis eyes going wide]: No - no. There be no unnatural
cause here. Tell him I have sent for Reverend Hale of
Beverly, and Mr Hale will surely confirm 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. [She ssrns 10 go.]
ABIGAIL: Speak nothin’ of it in the village, Susanna.
PARRIS: Go directly home and speak nothing of unnatural
causes,
SUSANNA: Aye, sir. I pray for her. [She goes ont.)
" ABIGAIL: Uncle, the rumour of witchcraft is all about; I think
you'd best go down and deny it yourself. The patlour’s
- - packed with people, sir. I’ll sit with her.
PARRIS [pressed, turns on ber): And what shall I say to them?
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hen in the forest? )

Anlie:tA IC:: Il.l;nclc, we-did dance; let you tell then} I confcs_se’d it
- and I’ll be whipped if I must be. But they’re speakin o

itchcraft. Betty’s not witched. )

PAWR RIS: Abiga.il,t{ cannot go before the congregation tht:l I
know you have not opened with me. What did you do with
her in the forest? ;

ABIe(:An:L: We did dance, uncle, and vghcn you leaped out ]c;f
the bush so suddenly, Betty was fnghtened and then she
fainted. And there’s the whole of it.

: Child. Sit you down.

:‘;?g ‘I&sl L [quavering, Z.r.rbe sits]: 1 would never hurt Betty. Ilove
her dearly. ) ) .

PARRIS: Now look you, child, your pu:u_usl'unent will come in |
its time. But if you trafficked with spirits in the forest I must

know it now, for surely my enemies will, and they will ruin

me with it. N
GAIL: But we never conjured spirits, . o

:: ; R1s: Then why can she not move herself since midnight?

This child is. desperate! ]

ABIGAIL Jowers ber ¢yes. o
It [must come out — my enemics .wﬂ.l bring it out. Let m;
know what you done there. Abigail, do you understan
that I have many encmifes? a
1GAIL: ] have heard of it, uncle. )

::R r1s: There is a faction that is sworn to drive me from my
pulpit. Do you understand that?

: I think so, sir. ) )

:: ;i:;L Now then, in the midst of such disruption, my
own household is discovered to be the very centre of
some obscene practice. Abominations are done in the
forest — el

ABIGAIL: It were sport, uncle .

PARRIS [ pointing ot BETTY]: You call this sport? [Ske lowers ber
eyes. He pleads.} Abigail, if you know something .tha..t may
help the doctor, for God’s sake tell it to me. [She is silent.] 1
saw Tituba waving her arms over the fire when I came on
you. Why was she doing that? And I heard a screeching and

[

That my daughter and my niece I discovered dancing like -
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gibberish coming from her mouth, §
dumb beast over that fire]

ABIGAIL: She always sings her Barbados songs, and we

PA'R.RIS: I cannot blink what I saw, Abigai encmies
will not blink it. I saw 2 dress hooe 0. 5-v. LOF XY

ABIGAIL [snnocently): A dressp 7i%8 on the .

PARRIS [it is very bard 10 sa): Aye, a dress, I
8aw - someone naked funning through thftnrges [thought I

ABIGAIL[j; : i
cA cle [in #error): No one was naked! You mistake yourself,

he were swaying like g

in the town ~ it is entirely whi
ABIGAIL [with an edpe of resentment]: Wh L
There be no blush about my nax]ne, ¥, I am sure it is, sir.

¢, uncle, she must, f :
her slave, It’s a bitter woman, a lyingc:rgol:?uslgi::lfit?; (
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ABIGAIL: They want slaves, not such as 1. Let them send to
Barbados for that. I will not black my face for any of them! -
(Wit ill-concealed resentment at bim] Do you begrudge my bed,
uncle?

PARRIS: No - no.

ABIGAIL [in a fzmper]: My name is good in the village! I will
not have it said my name is soiled! Goody Proctor is a gos-
siping liarl

[Enter MRS ANN PUTNAM. She is a twisted soul of forty-five,
a death-ridden woman, baunted by dreams.)

PARRIS [ar s00m as the door begins to open]: No - no, I cannot have
anyone. [He sees ber, and a certain deference springs into bim,
although bis worry remains.] Why, Goody Putnam, come in.

MRS PUTNAM [full of breath, shiny-eyed): It is a marvel. It is
suzely a stroke of hell upon you.

PARRIS: No, Goody Putnam, it is -

MRS PUTNAM [glancing at Besty]: How high did she fly, how
high? o

PARRIS: No, no, she never flew —~

MRS PUTNAM [very pleased with it]: Why, it’s sure she did. Mr
Collins saw her goin’ over Ingersoll’s barn, and come down
light as bird, he says!

PARRIS: Now, look you, Goody Putnam, she never — [Enter
THOMAS PUTNAM, g well-to-do, bard-handed landowner, near
ff?y.] Oh, good motrning, Mr Putnam.

PUTNAM: Itis a providence the thing is out now! It is a provi-
dence. [He goes directly o the bed.)

PARRIS: What’s out, sir, what’s - ?

[MRS PUTNAM goes 20 the bed.)

PUTNAM [Jooking down at BETTY]: Why, ber eyes is closed|
Look you, Ann.

MRS PUTNAM: Why, that’s strange. [To PARR1s] Ours is open.

PARRIS [shocksd]: Your Ruth is sick?

MRS PUTNAM [with vicions certainty]: I’d not call it sick; the
Devil’s touch is heavier than sick. It’s death, yknow, it’s
death drivin’ into them, forked and hoofed.

PARRIS: Oh, pray not! Why, how does Ruth ail?

MRS PUTNAM: She ails as she must - she never waked this
morning, but her eyes open and she walks, and hears
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/
/ Daught, sees ny ,
/o e%y. ught, and canqnot eat. Her sou jg taken,

s and found 4 witch in
mber that, Beverly

PARRIS: Now, Goody Aan, they onl
: . y thought thas
mh, and I am certajn there be no elemcgt of wit:;:;:f:

tcheraft! Now look you, M, Parris .
PAI R k::;xs: Thomas, Thomas, [ pray you, leap not to Witchcraft,
Ow that you you lus.t of all, Thomas, would ever wish
80 disastrous 5 cha.tge laid upon me, We cannot leap ¢o

. * 1€y will howl me oyt
fuption in my hoyge, * Out of Salem for guch cor-

ACT ONE

eeply embittered man was
will, which left a dispropor-
. As wi
cause in which he tried to force his way,
So it is not surprising to find that s
against people are in the handwriting of
that his name is so often found as a witne
supernatural testimony,
at the most opportune junctures of the trials,
But we’ll speak of that when we come to it,

PUTNAM [at the moment be is intens Mpon geiting PARRIS, Jor
whom be bas only contempt, 2o move toward the abyss]: Mt Parris,
I have taken your part in all contention here, and I would
continue; but I cannot jf you hold back in this, There are

urtful, vengeful spirits layin® hands on these childreq,

PARRISs: But, Thomas, you cannot ~

PUTNAM: Ann! Tell Mr Parris what you have done,

MRS PUTNAM: Reverend Parris, I have laid seven babies un-
baptized in the - Believe me, sir, You never saw more
hearty babies born. And yet, each would wither in my arms
the very night of their birth, I have spoke nothin’, but my
heart has clamoured intimations. And i
Ruth, myonly—Iseehcrtuming

PARRIS: To Titubal What may Tituba - ?

MRS PUTNAM: Tituba knows how to speak to the dead, Mr
Parris,

PARRIS: Goody Ann, it is o formidable sin to conjure up the
dead! L

MRS PUTNAM: I take it on my soul, but who else may surely
tell us what person murdered my babies?
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- ABIGAIL [mbirpering]: Not 1, sir - Titubé and Ruth,
PARRIS [furns now, wisp new fear, and goes 19 BETTY, .lool-.: down

at ber, and then, £aing off ]: Oh, Ab; ha
: Oh, X t -
charity] Now I e, FAopet pay

To PUTNAMJ I have no answer for that
carrives. [Ty got mrs PUTNAM fp
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Devil, and the village will bless you for it] Come down,
speak to them ~ pray with them. They’re thirsting for your
word, Mister] Surely you’ll pray with them.

PARRIS [swayed]: Tl lead 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 contention since I came;
I want no more.

MRS PUTNAM: Metcy, you go home to Ruth, d’y’hear?

MERCY: Aye, mum,

[MRS PUTNAM goes out.)

PARRIS [0 ABIGAIL): If she starts for the window, cry for me
at once.

ABIGAIL: I will, uncle.

PARRIS [/0 PUTNAM]: There is a terrible power in her arms
today. [He goes out with PUTNAM.)

ABIGAIL [with bushed trepidation]: How is Ruth sickp

MERCY: It’s weirdish, I know not — she seems to walk likea |

dead one since last night.

ABIGAIL [furns at once and goes o BET TY, and now, with fear in
ber woice]: Betty? [BETTY doesn’t move. She shakes ber.] Now
stop this! Betty! Sit up now|

[(BETTY does't stir. MERCY comes oper.)

MERCY: Have you tried beatin’ herp | gave Ruth a good one

and it wake i . Here, let me have her.

ng Mercy back): No, he’ll be comin’ up. Listen,
now; if they be questioning us, tell them we danced - I told
him as much already.

MERCY: Aye. And what more?

ABIGAIL: He knows Tituba conjured Ruth’s sisters to come
out of the grave, ’

MERCY: And what more?

ABIGAIL: He saw you naked.

MERCY [clapping ber bands togetber with a frightened Jawgh]: Oh,
Jesus!

[Enter MARY WARREN, breathless, She ir Seventeen, a sub-
Servient, naive, lonsly Zrl.)
MARY WARREN: What'll we do? The village is out! I just
come from the farm; the whole country’s talkin’ witchcraft]
They’ll be callin’ us witches, Abby!
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MERCY ( pointing and looking at Mary Warren): She means to tell,
I know it.

MARY WARREN: Abby, we’ve got to tell, Witchery’s a hangin®
error, a hangin’ like they done in Boston two year ago! We

must tell the truth, Abby! You’ll only be whipped for
dancin’, and the other things|

ABIGAIL: Oh, »¢'// be whipped!
MARY WARREN: Inever done none of it, Abby. I only looked!
MERCY [moving menacingly toward Mary]: Oh, you’re a great one
for lookin’, aren’t you, Mary Warren? What a grand peep-
ing courage you have
[BETYY, on the bed, whimpers. ABIGATL turns 0 ber at once.
ABIGAIL: Betty? [She goes 10 BETTY.] Now, Betty, dear, wake
up now. It’s Abigail. [Ske sits BETTY 4p and Juriously shakes

der.] VIl beat you, Betty! [BETTY whimpers.] My, you seem

improving. I talked to your Ppapa and I told him everything,
So there’s nothing to —

BETTY [darts off the bed, frightened of ABIGAIL, and flattens ber-
self against the wall]: 1 want my mamal

ABIGAIL [with alarm, as she cautionsly approaches BETTY]: What
ails you, Betty? Your mama’s dead and buried.

BETTY: I'll ly to Mama. Let me fy! [She raises ber arms as

thosugh 10 fly, and streaks for the window, Lets one leg ont.]
ABIGAIL [ pulling ber away from the window]: I told him every-
thing; he knows now, he knows everything we —
BETTY: You drank blood, Abby! You didn’t tell him that!
ABIGAIL: Betty, you never say that again! You will never -
BETTY: You did, you didl You drank a charm to kill John
Proctor’s wifel You drank a charm to kill Goody Proctor!
ABIGAIL [smashes ber across the facs]: Shut it] Now shut
it!
BETTY [collapsing om the bed]: Mama, Mama! [She dissolves into
sobs.)
- ABIGAIL: Now look you. All of you. We danced. And Tituba
conjured Ruth Putnam’s dead sisters. And that is all. And
mark this. Let cither of you breathe a word, or the edge of a
word, about the other things, and I will come to you in the
black of some terrible night and I will bring a pointy
reckoning that will shudder you. And you know I can do it;
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1 saw Indians smash my dear patents’ hea'ds on the pillowt
next to mine, and 1 have seen some reddish work 31?“ a
night, and I can make you wish you had never seen I:I sun
go dt;wnl [She goes to BETTY and roughly sits ber up.) Now,
- sit up and stop this! o
yoaiut BETI')I‘Y collapses in her bandral fﬂmbdt ]Im ‘:thr:t:: t::, tbu{llt?
ARREN [with bysteric ight]:  got
u?::: :.:n. stares [in fright at BETTY.] Abby, she’s going to
die! It’s a sin to conjure, and we ~
Am(e;An. [starting for mARY]: 1 say sl.lut it, Mary Warren! .
[Enter JOHN PROCTOR. On seeing bim, MARY WARRE

leaps in fright.)

in his middle thirties. He need not have
mgrpv:::isﬁuo? :;nfaéﬁbh”in the town, but there is eYll;
dence to suggest that he ‘liuoc} a sharp mﬁt:;m;y e:f:; a
i the kin man — pow Y
:ley:;;zﬁ,‘a}:; :;: easily led - who cannot refuse support ;o
partisans without drawing theu' c!ecpest .resen:lmen:.nd :1
Proctor’s presence a foo';1 f;lt hcx:lfoohshtﬁ::f 1::::11 y -
is always marked for calumny ore.
Pr%‘:lt: :s we sthsl see, the steady manner hc‘: displays does 22:
spring from an untroubled soul. He is a sinner, a sm!x:ierown
only against the moral fash.l:lc');: of the t};xlxemcl,l:):tn a(;g:;?us:l f: own
vision of decent conduct. These people | 0 situal fot the
ing away of sins. It is another trait we inherited fr
;a::’n agnd ityhas helped to discipline us as well as fto brdeei:i1
hypocrisy among us. Proctor, respcctcd' and even dm;et o
Salem, has come to regard himself as a kmd of fraul; ul 10 .
hint of this has yet appeared on the .surface, 9:nd a5 he en en
from the crowded patlour below it is 2 man in ll::il gtm;:rce
see, with a.quiet confidence and an unexpressed, en .

| Mary Warren, his servant, can barely speak for embarrass-

“sment and feat.

'm j i Mr Proctot.
ARY WARREN: Oh! I'm just going home, -
:‘nocron: Be you foolish, Mary Warren? Be youI deaf? 1 ‘f;csrl
bid you leave the house, did I not? Why shall I pay yo
am looking for you more often than my cows!
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MARY WARREN: | onl]
world.

PROCTOR: I'll show you a great doin’
Rty : . Of your arse one of
Wm;' ays. Now get you home; my wife is waitin’ with your
[Trying 1o retain a shreq of digni,
» ignity, she goes slowly out.
ur;:: ;Y b:n;u Is gotb afraid of him ;nd :tg;o:ngeljwt{n;;‘atgd]- I'd
off. ve my R ing,
pe be my Ruth to watch, Good morning, Mr

[MERCY sidles ont. S;,
4. Since PROCTOR’S éntrance, ABIGATIL

y come to see the great doings in the

bas sto0d as though on tiptoe, absorbing his presence, Wide-¢yed,

He glances at ber, then
£0¢5 10 BETTY on the bed.]
ABIGAIL: ’ ‘
Pz Gah! I'd almost forgot how strong you are, John
PROCTOR [looking at ABIGATL mow the fai 7
) . z ntest suggestio
knowing smile on bis Jface]: What’s tilis mischief héf; "

ABIGAIL [wi¥, : ? i
A, L [with a nervous Jangh): Oh, she’s only gone silly some-

[A #rill of excpe
do’.m', Severishly looking into bis eyes.]

You’ll be clapped in the stocks before you’re twen
[He takes a step 19 &0, and she springs into bis Dbarh.] i

~ ABIGAIL: Give me a word, .
trated desire destroys h:f.rrm'le.'} ohn. A soft word, [Her concen-

:Rocron{: No, no, Abby. That’s done with
BIGAIL [fauntingly): Y i . illy gi
T kncr be{tjclt ou come five mile to see 2 silly girl fly?
PR n?i 2 :l?i :f [;;tting becrl ﬁrr;l:)_ly ot of bis path): I come to see what
ur uncle’ in’ 7 1

it ot of s Ab; ;. tewin’ now. [With final emphasis] Put
ABIGAIL [grasping bis band before be :

waitin’ for you every m'ghft'. Fon obas br): Joha - L am
PROCTOR: Abby, I never give you hope to wait for me.
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ABIGAIL [now beginning to anger — she can’t believe it): 1 have
something better than hope, I think!

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: 1 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 seven-
month.

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 &now 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 bim desperately.)

PROCTOR [gently pressing ber from bim, with great sympathy but
Sfirmly]: 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 befote 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.

ADBIGAIL [with a bitter anger]: Oh, 1 marvel how such a strong o

man may let such a sickly wife be =
PROCTOR [angered — at bimself as well]: You'll speak nothin’ of
Elizabeth!




30 THE CRUCIBLE

ABIGATL: She is blackening my name in the village! She is -

telling lies about me! She i ivelli
you bend to her! Let he: tl:r: cy(:)lg,lisl‘::v:limg voman, sad
PROCTOR [shaking ber]: Do you look for whippin’?
[A psalm is beard being sung below.]

ABIGAIL [in fears]: 1 look for John Proctor that took me fro,
my sleep and put knowledge in my heart! I never knerw::
what pretence Salem was, I never knew the lying lessons I
Wwas taught by all these Christian women and their coven-
anted men! And now you bid me tear the light out of my

eyes? I will not, I cannot! You loved me, John Proctor, and

whatever sin it is, you love me yetl
[He turns abruptly to go out. She rushes to bim.)
Jo[hﬁ‘ pity ze, pity mel
words ‘going up to Jesus’ are heard in the
BETTY claps ber ears suddenly and whines loud)y.) pualm, and
ABIGATIL: Betty? [Ske burries to BETTY, who is now sitting up and
JeTeaming. PROCTOR goes Yo BETTY a5 ABIGAIL is #rying o
pull ber bands down, calling “ Betty!’] e
YROCTOR ing wnnerved): What’ i i
aﬂ[s]y;u ?l Sgrom.top % e a_ilii)]gl 8 she doing? Girl, what
(T2 .:;ﬁng bas stopped in the midst of this, and now PARRIS
. PARR1S: What happened? What are i
| . you doing to her? Betty!
EHt:r rushes Yo tbf bed, érying, ‘Betty, Betty!’ mrs PUTNAYM
”d S, feverish with curiosity, and with ber THOMAS PUTNAM
an MERCY LEWIS. PARRIS, af tbe bed, keeps lightly slappin
BETTY'S face, while she moans and tries 10 get up.) ¢

ABIGAIL: She h ingin’ >
oot D e heard you singin® and suddenly she’s up and

MRS PUTNAM: The psalm! The psalm! She cannot bear to -

. hear the Lord’s name|

PARRI?: No, God forbid. Mercy, run to the doctor! Tell him
what’s happened here! [MERCY LEWIS rushes out.]
MRS[PUTNAM: Mark it for a sign, mark it}
REBECCA NURSE, Seventy-two, enters. She is white-hai
Ieam'rEg upon ber walking-stick.) 7o o ds white-baired,
PUTNAM| pointing at the whimpering BETTY]: That i i
sign of witchcraft afoot, Goody Nursf.!, a ;ﬁ;ﬁﬁﬁ;ﬁ?
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MRS PUTNAM: My mother told me that! When they cannot
bear to hear the name of -
PARRIS [trembling]: Rebecca, Rebecca, go to her, we're lost.
She suddenly cannot bear to hear the Lord’s -
[Giles Corey, eighty-three, enters. He is knotted with muscl,
canny, inguisitive, and still powerful.]
REBECCA: There is hard sickness here, Giles Corey, so please
to keep the quiet. ~
GILEs: 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 nowl
[Everything is quiet. REBECCA walks across the room to the
bed. Gentleness excudes from her. BETTY is quictly whimpering,
eyes shut. REBECCA simply stands over the child, who gradually

guiets.)

And while they are so absorbed, we may put a word in for
Rebecca. Rebecca was the wife of Francis Nurse, who, from
all accounts, was one of those men for whom both sides of the
argument had to have tespect. He was called upon to arbitrate
disputes as though he were an unofficial judge, and Rebecca
also enjoyed the high opinion most people had for him. By the
time of the delusion, they had three hundred acres, and their
children were settled in separate homesteads within the same
estate. However, Francis had originally rented theland, and one
theory has it that, as he gradually paid for it and raised his
social status, there were those who resented his rise.
Another suggestion to explain the systematic campaign
sagainst Rebecca, and inferentially against Francis, is the land
war he fought with his neighbours, one of whom was a

Putnam. This squabble grew to the proportions of a battle in -~ ~

the woods between partisans of both sides, and it is said to
have lasted for two days. As for Rebecca herself, the general
opinion of her character was so high that to explain how any-
one dared cry her out for a witch — and more, how adults
could bring themselves to lay hands on her - we must look to
the fields and boundaries of that time.

As we have seen, Thomas Putnam’s man for the Salem
ministry was Bayley. The Nurse clan had been in the faction




MRS PUTNAM [a.rtomirkd]: What haye you done?

[REBECCA, n thought, wow leaves the bedsidy and sits,)

PARRIS J :
Y ‘E;Mvw and relisyed): What do you make of j,

/eeping yp
wakcwhcnshetiresof Spirit is Jj

she ¢; : Pirit is like 5 child,
can never mtcp it Py funning after jp. you must stanq s’t’icilu
and, for love, it wilj 5001 itself come back ’

:nocron: Aye, that’s the truth of j; Rebece

RS PUTNAM: This i8 no sjl} seasor ath
bewddetcd, Rebecca; she ufmot e‘::, ficbecea M7 Ruch i

REBECC4: Perhaps ghe is not hun ed
hope you are not decided to go fg:tsearzzt o

I’ve heard Promise of thye outside,

RRIs] I
of loose spirits,

PARRIS: A wide Opinion’s funning jn the parish that the Devil
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may be among us, and I would satisfy them that they are
wrong. '

PROCTOR: Then let you come out and call them wrong. Did
you consult the wardens before you called this minister to
look for devils?

PARRIS: He is not coming to look for devils]

PROCTOR: Then what’s he coming forp

PUTNAM: There be children dyin’ in the village, Mister|

call 2 meeting before you - p :
PUTNAM: I am sick of mectings; cannot the man turn his head
without he have a meeting?
PROCTOR: He may turn his head, but not to Hell
REBECCA: Pray, John, be calm, (Pauss. He defers 15 ber.) Mr
Parris, I think you’d best send Reverend Hale back as soon
a8 he come. This will set us al] ¢ i in i
and we thought to have
rely on the doctor now, and good prayer.
MRS PUTNAM: Rebecca, the doctor’s baffled|

PUTNAM: How may we
sons; the Putnam seed
I'have but one child |

REBECCA: I cannot fathom that,

MRS PUTNAM [with a &rowing edge of sarcasm): But I must! You
think it God’s work you should never loge 2 child, nor
grandchild either, and I bury all but one? There are wheels
within wheels in this villa > and fires within fires |

PUTNAM [#% PARRIS): When Reverend
Proceed to look for signs of wi :

PROCTOR [# PUTNAM]: You cannot command Mr Parris, We
vote by name in this society, not by acreage,

PUTNAM: I never heard you worried 80 on this society, Mr
Proctor. I do not think I $aW you at Sabbath meeting since
snow flew,

PROCTOR: I have trouble cnough without I come five mileto
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PARRIS [now aroused]: Why, that’s a drastic charge!

REBECCA: It’s somewhat true; there are many that quail to

bring their children —

PARRIS: I do not preach for children Rebecca. It is not th
R ' s . e
children who are unmindful of theijr obligations toward

this ministry,

o

REBECCA: Are there really those unmindfalp® ET i
PARRIS: I should say the better half of Salem villigé‘ -

PUTNAM: And more than that!

PARRIS: thre is my wood? My contract provides I be sup-

firewood. 1

for a stick, and even in
bitten hands like some

PARRIS: [ regard that six pound as of my s .
paid little enough withotfto I spend l:?:tpoundyo::l eryewigfin
pnocro:;ihSixty, plus six for firewood - .
PARRIS: The salary is sixty-six nd, Mr Proctor!
some preaching farmer with r?:uook under my amf “Ima;o:
graduate of Harvard College. '
GILES: Aye, and well instructed in arithmeticl
- PARRIs: Mr Corey, you will look far for a man of my kind at
Sixty pound 2 year! I am not used to this poverty; I left o

PROCTOR: To live in, yes. But to ask ownership is li
n, yes. p is like you
shall own the mecting house itself; the last meeting I wetz at
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you spoke so long on deeds and mortgages I thought it were
an auction,

PARRIS: I want 2 mark of confidence, is alll I am your third
preacher in seven years. I do not wish to be put out like the
cat whenever some majority feels the whim. You people
scem not to comprehend that a minister is the Lord’s man
in the parish; a minister is not to be so lightly crossed and
contradicted -

PUTNAM: Ayel

PARRIS: There is either obedience or the church will butn like
Hell is burning!

PROCTOR: Can you speak one minute without we land in Hell
again? I am sick of Helll

PARRIS: It is not for you to say what is good for you to hearl

PROCTOR: I may speak my heart, I think!

PARRIS [i# a fury]: What, are we Quakers? We are not
Quakers here yet, Mr Proctor. And you may tell that to your
followers!

PROCTOR: My followers!

PARRIS [#ow be's ost with it]: There is a party in this church. I
am not blind; there is a faction and a party.

PROCTOR: Against you?

PUTNAM: Against him and all authority!

PROCTOR: Why, then I must find it and join it.

[There is shock among the others.)

REBECCA: He does not mean that.

PUTNAM: He confessed it now!|

PROCTOR: I mean it solemnly, Rebecca; I like not the smell
of this ‘authority’,

REBECCA: No, you cannot break charity with your minister.
You are another kind, John. Clasp his hand, make your

ce. .
rl%e:rom I have a crop to sow and lumber to drag home,
[He goes angrily to the door and turns to corey with g smile.)
What say you, Giles, let’s find the party. He says there’s a

party.

OI1LES: I’ve changed my opinion of this man, John. Mt
Parris, I beg your pardon. I never thought you had so much
iron in you.
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PROCTOR [familiarly, with warms) although be 1 |
. 5 7 knows be
approaching the edge of Giles' tolerance with his]: Is it th‘:

Devil’s fault that a man cannot say you good mornin

without you clap him for defamation? You're old, Gilef

and you’re not hearin’ so well as you did.

aﬁctl Il::lp me drag my lumber home,

a: A octor. What lumber is that you’
draggin’, if I may ask you? youre
PROCTOR: My lumber, From

out my forest by the riversi
PUTNAM: Why, we age 4 o

surely gone wild this year. What

anarchy is this? That tract is in my bounds, it’s in my

PROCTOR: In your bounds] [Indicating REBECCA.] I bought

that tract from Goody: Nurse’s husband five months ago.

ged to him, if I may say it plain,

GILES: That’s God’s truth; he nearly wilrl)ed away my north
pasture but he k?cw I’d break his fingers before he’d set his
fame to it. Let’s get your lumber home, John. I feel o
sudden will to work coming on.

PUTNAM: You load one i ’
e pa: -one oak of mine and you’ll fight to drag
GILES: Aye, and we’ll win too, Putnam - this £
s s - ool .
Pugor:e orllil[He Zurns $0 PROCTOR and starts out.] sl
NAM: I’ y i
o M have my men on you, Cotey! I’ll clap a writ on

[Enter REVEREND JOHN HALE of Beverjy.)

ACT ONE 37

Mr Hale is nearing forty, a tight-skinned, eager-eyed intellec-
tual, This is a beloved errand for him; on being called here to
ascertain witchcraft he felt the pride of the specialist whose
unique kaowledge has at last been publicly called for. Like
almost all men of learning, he spent 2 good deal of his time
pondering the invisible world, especially since he had himself
encountered a witch in his parish not long before. That
woman, however, turned into a mere pest under his searchin, g
scrutiny, and the child she had ailegedly been afflicting re-
covered her normal behaviour after Hale had given her his
kindness and a few days of rest ir: his own house. However,
that experience never raised a doubt in his mind as to the
teality of the underworld or the existence of Lucifer’s many-
faced licutenants. And his belief is not to his discredit. Better

minds than Hale’s were - and still ace - convinced that there

s & socicty of spiritsibeyond out ken.'One cannot help noting °
that one of his lines has never yet raised a laugh in any
sudience that has seen this play; it is his assurance that ‘We
cannot look to superstition in this. The Devil is precise.’
Evidently we are not quite certain even now whether diabol-
{sm is holy and not to be scoffed at. And it is no accident that

we should be so bemused. 4 =, < 4oL
Like Reverend Hale and the others on this stage, we con-
ceive the Devil as a necessary part of a respectable view of cos-
mology. Ours is a divided empire in which certain ideas and
emotions and actions are of God, and their opposites are of
Lucifer. It is as impossible for most men to conceive of a
morality without sin as of an earth without ‘sky’. Since 1692 |
A great but superficial change has wiped out God’s beard and
the Devil’s horns, but the world is still gripped between two
dlametrically opposed absolutes. The concept of unity, in
which positive and negative are attributes of the same force,
ln which good and evil are relative, ever-changing, and
always joined to the same phenomenon - such a concept is still
geserved to the physical sciences and to the few who have
ped the history of ideas. When it is recalled that until the
tian era the underworld was never regarded as a hostile

3 ares, that all gods were useful and essentially friendly to man

despite occasional lapses; when we see the steady and




38 THE cgp UCIBLp
Mmethodicy]

inculcationintohumani of thejd,
lessnegs _ ti] tedeemeq 4 ity of o
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man’swop,_ .
. fortable jn Judging, The secret intent of gq action was Jefy ¢4
€ome evidene 233 Weapop 2 weq :,ce:;lty ¢ Devil ‘nay , the Ministers, Priests, and £abbis to deg) with, Wheq diaboligm
- and time agaip ; every age to w}u'p ; es;gtne: and uzed time rises, however, actions are the least impograp; manifests of the .
i . Particuly, church o, urch-seape, ‘rtoa | true nature of 4 man, The Devil, a5 Reverend Hale said, js 4 |
: . r diﬁ’icujty in believing the - fo, Want of g pe. { wily one, and, untj] 5, hour before he fell even God thought i
olitical jngpiae . s due jn gpay S WOrd~ hi tiful in b =
fgct that Igi:ilmtxo: fpt&:d d:g,,:iddzf,t";f,‘”‘ part to t.hc ' T tcaa::lal:gyl,nho;ae:rcet Séems to falter when ope considers < \7.;,1';‘?;
Antagonjses but by our own sj ha J 1Y our socil that, while there were no witchcs»thcn, there are MMmunists | °
Catholic cy, through its Inguier L 2CSVeT it may b, The 80 capitalists noy, gag o cach camp there jg certain proof
Vating Lucifer a’s th s lf:;cgg,utﬁo;; Y fa:::ou?sf:;ec“:d_ ] that spjes of each sicie are at work undermin; g the other, By
oed n Fon the Olg Boy to keep the humaq n;:'lnes “ o 2 & snobbish o Jection
enthlr;lled Luth himgelf accused of ,r; € with Hejj facts
0 accused pjg ies. T, i ;
fi urther, he b eved that p ot —mplicate
ha argued

and not at 4] Watranted by the
Ve 0o doubt that i

10 sorcerjes

where the
€ towns wouyjq assemble a¢ night and, some. !
times with fetishes, Sometimes with 2 selected young mag,
ive themselves ¢, love, with some bastardly results, The -
8 urch, s arpeyed ag jp must be whey gods long deaq are
brought ¢ life, condemned thege orgies as wi
litica]
then
§ :;I ci y ercourse, A
Mmoral righ, iti
i ma Ievolenc¢, Onoeg > and opposxt.xon to
eEccuveI i

dren. Eveq ¢, laxity of divorce tegulations
of the revolution wag undoubtedly 5 frevul.
¢ nineteenth-century Victotian MObthy “of
Marriage and ¢he consequent hypocrisy thas developed from
' If for no other feasons, a state 50 Powerful, 50 jeaous of the
ty of its citizens, canno long tolerate the atomization
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of the fau.li]y. And yet, in A, Tican eyes 5 lease, there rer, HALE: Putnam) I had nop €Xpected such dlstmglu'shed com
€ Convictiog that S81an attityde Women i, Pany, sje.
AsCtvious, Iy is the De 8 again, jygp hej Working PUTNAM [p/aa.red] It does seem to help yus today, M,
V{lthln. the Slay Who js s}, ked a¢ the of 3 Woman’s Hale, ye ; to you ¢ €ome to gy, bouse apq save oyg
dlerbmg Berself butlesque sho PPOsites ap0 4 d, '
aIway ® fobed i d it is fr,, thi NSCioys HALE: Your chilg ails toop
onviction t demono) ts Ve sen. MRS pyurn, €r soul, pep soul seemg flown away, She
suality and jg Capacity and frigp,, S'€eps and yey gpe walks |
Colmng into §y) » Rev, Concejves of him- PUTNAM: She cannot eg¢,
self much’ gy young doctor o, cal] Painfully HALE: Cannoy Cat! [ Thinks op i Then, 4 TROCTOR 4y g yy pe
acquireq ury of g Ptoms, ords, 8nostic  § COREyY] you men haye
Proced r 20w to pe but to yge at last, 7y, from PARRys: No, no, these are farmegg John Proctor
X Beverly ;3 Unusug]ly busy this Ting, and pe has passed 5 SILES coRgy; [, don’t believe iy, Witches
oot hundreg fumo Make € at the Ignorance of PROCTOR [ 5y, LE): I never *Poke on witcheg one way or the
‘o _ COmagey Most precis SCience, Ky, feels himgejr other. W) you come, Gjj )
Y ¢d wij 8 of Eyy. s, phi]osophers OILES: No - , John, not. I have some fey queer
Sclentists, ang esiag chur, 8oal is Jipp, Questions of DY OWn 0 agk gp;c fellow,
58 and jeg Pr on, an knows 4. exale. 3 ProCTOR: Py heatd yoy 4, be a sensibe man, Mr Hale, 1
ation of blesseq hose Inte]ljge. ce, sharpeneq by o= hope yoy?y leave some of it Salem,
Mminute ons €flormoyg tracts, j, fina]ly calleq B PROCTOR gy, MALE Sands gprbary, SO an instamy,
uPon to foe. What map 1. 3 bloogy fight v the Bieng PARRIS [y, 1: Will y, look gt mmy daughter, yir> [Lead;
himseys, Tten )/ HALE £ 5, bed.) She has tried to Jeap oye the Window; v,
e discovcred i Morning oq the lu'ghroad, Waving her
(He Ppears Bith balf 4 dozen beayy books.] arms g5 though gherg fy.
HALE; Y YOUu, someone take thege| MALE [marrowing 4y, 9¢5): Tries to fly.
PARR; s ["fﬁgﬁkﬂ}: Mr Haje Oh jpg £90d t0 see 4, again| PUTNAM: She 4000t bear to hegy the Lordg fame, Mr Hyle,
[ Tal:mg Some baob]: My, they’re heaVyl t’s a sure sign of Witchcrafy afloat,
. BALE [y, Joméxlrboaér : Th NALE [bldingnpbif
Wwith uthorigy,

]: No, no, Now Jet me instmcr you,
€ cannot ook to Superstitition j, this. The Devil jg
tecise; the Marks of his Presence gre definite g5 Stone, ang
f must tell yoy all thae 1 shall not Proceed
8

de by yoyg
ALR: Googd thea, (g, 4085 Yo the beg), looks at nxrr?.
T PARRIS] Now, sit, what were your firg: Warning of thi,
Css
¢ Why, sir . discovereq p,

er [t'ﬂd:'mfx’ng ABIGArL)
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and my pjece €0 Of twelye of the other girls, dancing PARRIS [tripjng  for Conviction): Why, Rebecea, we May open yp
10 the foresy | ¢ nighe, the boi] of o] our troubjes today|
HALE HTPrised]: Yoy permj dancmgP REBECCA: Let ye Ope for that, I 80 to God for you,
PARRrg No, no, j; were secret sir,
MRS PUTNA ) [unable 4, a1t]: M Pagrigog slave hag knowledge ; PARRIS [93h trpidasion - nd resontmens); 1 hope you do not
Ot conjurin’, gj. : mean we g0 to Satan here! [5405 Danss,) b
PARRIS [£9 g g PUTNAM]: We €400t be gype of that, Goody J REBECCA: I wish | kew. [54e gy Mt they feel resemsfy o ber
= note of moral 0rity.) ,

MRS PUTN ., [ J7igbtened, %1y softh]: T know it, sje. T sentmy PUTN A{,, [abmpgbje:n Come, M, Hale, Jet’ 8¢t on. Sit yoy here
child - gpe should learn from Tituba who Murdered pe, GILES: M, Hale, T haye always Wanted to a5k , learned map
sisters, ] what signifies the readin’ of strange books?

REBECc, [bornﬁed]: Goody Aan! yo, sent a child ¢, Conjure HALE: What books?
Up the deap . GILEs: [
MRS PUTN € me, not ¥ou, not yoy, Rebec,
Pl not have y,, Judging me Y more! [T, HAL
Ratura] wo, 0Se seven chjj
PARR1S: Sg5p

5 she hides them,
& HALE: Who does ¢h ?

B Is j¢ 5 .

en before they i

k and walks
could pray

out of the house
again|

, 8irp
of nteflectya) Purssit); Here j, all the
invisiple world, Caughe, deﬁned,
ks the Devi}

and Culated, |, these
stands Stripped of all his bryge g &
€re are 4) our famil; irj
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frighted you?’ he was asked. He for, i

ed s R 8ot everything but the
word ‘frighted’, and instantly replied, I
ever spoke that word in my lf;p % 1 do ot kaow thar I

HALB:Ahl'I’hestoppaéeOf rayer — that j "l speak
further on that with you. prayer * emnge. Tle
GILES: ’m not sayin® ghe’s touched the Devil, now, b I
. ? d
admire to know what books she read he b
them. She’ll not answer me, y’ see, ? 20 why she hides
HALE: Aye, we’ll discuss t, Toall]N i i
is it ey —eiscus [Toall) cfwmatkmc,xfthe_Dcv.ﬂ

in clter, ooy b dear, will you sit
es i1 closer, re - HALB $i#s BETTY
up, but sho bangs hmp in bis bands.] Hmmm, [He observes ber
carsfully. The o{h:r.r watch breatblessly,) Can you hear me? I am
g::tn DH:le, minister l;.fr Beverly. I have come to help you
2 you remember my two litt] irls i ’
[doc.r wot stir in bis bamlry ] ¢ B i Bevedy?
PARRIS [in fright]: How can it be the Devil? Wh uld
c_hoose my hpuse to strike? We have aj] mannzrv:;' lice?:
0us people in the village|
HALE: What victory would the Devil have to win a2 soul
already bad? It is the best the Devil o
er tha the s & wants, and who jg
GILES: 'fha;’s deep, Mr Parris, deep, deep!
PARRIS [2ith resolution now]: Betty! Answer Me Hale! Betty!
HALE: Does.someone afflict you, child? I¢ need not be g

_some bird invisible }

bolding ont
Domini Sabaoth sui filiique ite
He urns to Abigail, bis

PARRIs: I think I ought to say that I - [ saw 4
8rass where they were dancing,
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ABIGAIL: That were only soup.

HALE: What sort of soup were in this kettle, Abigail?

ABIGAIL: Why, it were beans - and lentils, I think, and -

HALE: Mt Parris, you did not notice, did you, any living thing
in the kettle? A mouse, pethaps, a spider, a frog - ?

PARRIS fearfully]: I - do believe there were some movement —
in the soup.

ABIGAIL: That jumped in, we never put it in!

RALE [guickly]: What jumped in?

ABIGAIL: Why, a very little frog jumped

PARRIS: A frog, Abbyl

WALE [grasping ABIGAIL]: Abigail, it may be your cousin is
dying. Did you call the Devil last night? :

ABIGAIL: I never called him! Tituba, Tituba ...

PARRIS [blanched): She called the Devil?

HALE: I should like to speak with Tituba.

PARR1s: Goody Ann, will you bring her up?

[MRS PUTNAM exirs.)

KALE: How did she call him?

ABIGAIL: I know not - she spoke Barbados.

MALE: Did you feel any strangeness when she called himp A
sudden cold wind, perhaps? A trembling below the ground?

ABIGAIL: I didn’t see no Devill [Shaking BETTY] Betty, wake
up. Betty! Betty!

BALE: You cannot evade me, Abigail. Did your cousin drink
any of the brew in that kettle?

AB1GAIL: She never drank itl

i RALE: Did you drink it?

L AD104A1L: No, sirl v

. MALE: Did Tituba ask you to drink it?

£ ADIOAIL: She tried, but I refused.

L MALR: Why are you concealing? Have you sold yourself to

Lucifer?
10 A1L: I never sold myself! I'm a good girll I'm a proper
1l
! .h[.uns PUTNAM enters with TITUBA, and instantly ABIGAIL -
Poinis at T1TUBA) v
A910AIL: She made me do it! She made Betty do it!
YU A [shocked and angry]: Abby!
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< ™
ABIGAIL: She makes me drink b] >
PARRIS: Blood}] oodl

L. 1 give she chicken blood!
you enlisted these children for the

TITUBA: No, no, sit, T don’t truck with no Devil

HALE: Why can she not wake? Are you silencing this child? :

TITUBA: I Jove me Betty!
HALE: You have sent your spitit out upon this child, have you

.

sleep; she’s always making me
TITUBA: Why you say that, Abby?
ABIGAIL: Sometimes ]

songs and tempting me v;ith -
TITUBA: Mister Reverend, 1 never —
HALE [re50ived now): Tituba, I want you t is chi
TITUBAy: I'have no power on this cl};ild :)i:mke this chid.
- HALE: You most certainly do, and you’ will free h, i
now! When did you compact with the Devi]? = from i
TITUBA: I don’t compact with no Devil]
PARRIS: You will confegs yourself or I will tak
whip you to your death, Titubg] ©7ou out and
PUTNAM: Thi
- and hanged]
TITUBA
Titubal

Woman must be banged| She must be taken 1

don’t hang §
m, sir.

ACT ONE

TITUBA [ frightened by the coming process]: Mister Reverend, 1
do believe somebody else be witchin’ these children.

HALE: Who?

TITUBA: I don’t know, sit, but the Devil got him numerous

witches.
HALE: Does he! [I#is a clue.] Tituba, look into my eyes. Come,
look into me.
[She raises her eyes to bis Jearfully.]
You would be a good Christian woman, would you not,
Tituba?
TITUBA: Aye, sir, a good Christian woman,
MALE: And you love these little children?
TiTUBA: O, yes, sir, I don’t desire to hurt little children,
MALE: And you love God, Tituba?
TITUBA: I love God with all my bein’,
RALE: Now, in God’s holy name -
TITUBA: Bless Him. Bless Him. [Se is rocking on her knees,
sobbing in tervor.)
MALE: And to His glory -
TITUBA: Eternal glory. Bless Him - bless God . .,
MALE: Open yourself, Tituba - open yourself and let God’s
holy light shine on you.
TITUBA: Oh, bless the Lord.
NALE: When the Devil comes to you does he ever come -
with another person?
(Ske stares up into his face.)
Perhaps another person in the village? Someone you
know.
ARRIS: Who came with him?
VUTNAM: Sarah Good? Did you ever see Sarah Good with
him? Or Osburn?

was woman.

PARRIS: What woman? A woman, you said. What woman?
W1TUBA: It was black dark, and I -

ARRIS: You could see him, why could you not see her? -

BITUsA: Well, they was always talking; they was always

i Munnin’ round and carryin’ on -
JARRIS: You mean out of Salem? Salem witches?
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jo THE CRUCIBLE

BETTY: I saw Goody Bibber with the Devil]

ABIGAIL: [ saw Goody Booth with the Devil|
On their ecstatiy cries

THE CURTAIN FALLS

ACT TWO

Tbe common room of Proctor’s bouse, eight days later.

At the right is a door opening on the fields outside. A fireplace is at
the left, and bebind it o stairway leading upsiairs. It is the Jow, dark,
#nd ratber long living-room of the time. As the curtain rises, the room
It mpty. From above, EL1ZABETH is beard softly singing to the
ebildren. Presently the door opens and JOHN PROCTOR enters,
varrying bis gun. He glances about the rooms as be comes toward the
Srsplace, then balts for an instant as be bears ber singing. He con-
Howwes on 1o the Sireplace, leans the gun against the wall as he swings a
ﬁ: out of the fire and smells it. Then be lifts out the ladle and tastes.

is not quite pleased. He reaches 10 g ewpboard, takes a pinch of

L Wl1, and drops it into the Pot. As be is tasting again, her footsteps are

Werd on the stair. He swings the pot into the fireplace and Loes 0 a
basin and washes bis bands and face. ELIZABETH enters,
BLIZABETH: What keeps you so late? It’s almost dark,
PROCTOR: I were planting far out to the forest edge.
BLIZABETH: Oh, you’re done then.

PROCTOR: Aye, the farm is seeded. The boys asleep?
BLIZABETH: They will be soon. [And she goes to 1he Sireplace,

PROCTOR: Are you well taday?
BLIBABETH: I am, [She brings the plate to 2he table, and, ind;-
a rabbit.

nd her sittin’ in the corner like she come to visit,
PROCTOR: O, that’s a good sign walkin’ in,
IMIBABETH: Pray God. It hurt my heart to strip her, poor
b Mbblt. [She sits and wasches bim tasts it.)
MOCTOR: It’s well seasoned.
BADRTH [blushing with Dleasure]: 1 took great care. She’s
fender?




