E

E,Mrs. Putnam (astonished). What have you done?

E(Rebecca, in thought, now leaves the bedside and

- sits.)

Parris (wondrous and relieved). What do you
make of it, Rebecca?

Putnam (eagerly). Goody Nurse, will you go to my
Ruth and see if you can wake her?

Rebecca (sitting). I think she’ll wake in time. Pray
calm yourselves. I have eleven children, and I
am twenty-six times a grandma, and I have seen
them all through their silly seasons, and when
it come on them they will run the Devil bow-
legged keeping up with their mischief. I think
she’ll wake when she tires of it. A child’s spirit
is like a child, you can never catch it by running
after it; you must stand still, and, for love, it
will soon itself come back.

Proctor. Aye, that’s the truth of it, Rebecca.

e _—n;:‘\ :‘fw . —

Mrs. Putnam. This is no silly season, Rebecca. My
Ruth is bewildered, Rebecca; she cannot eat.

Rebecca. Perhaps she is not hungered yet. (To
Parris) 1 hope you are not decided to go in
search of loose spirits, Mr. Parris. I've heard
promise of that outside.

Parris. A wide opinion’s running in the parish that
the Devil may be among us, and I would satis-
fy 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 for?

Putnam. There be children dyin’ in the village,
Mister!

26. wardens: officers appointed to keep order.
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Proctor. I seen none dyin’. This society will not be
a bag to swing around your head, Mr. Putnam.
(To Parris) Did you call a meeting before
you—?

Putnam. I am sick of meetings; 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. (Pause. He defers to
bher.) Mr. Parris, I think you’d best send
Reverend Hale back as soon as he come. This
will set us all to arguin’ again in the society, and
we thought to have peace this year. I think we
ought rely on the doctor now, and good prayer.

Mrs. Putnam. Rebecca, the doctor’s baffled!

Rebecca. If so he is, then let us go to God for the
cause of it. There is prodigious danger in the
seeking of loose spirits. I fear it, I fear it. Let us
rather blame ourselves and—

Putnam. How may we blame ourselves? I am one
of nine sons; the Putnam seed have peopled this
province. And yet I have but one child left of
eight—and now she shrivels!

Rebecca. I cannot fathom that.

Mrs. Putnam (with a growing edge of sarcasm). But
I must! You think it God’s work you should
never lose a child, nor grandchild either, and I
bury all but one? There are wheels within
wheels in this village, and fires within fires!

Putnam (to Parris). When Reverend Hale comes,
you will proceed to look for signs of witch-
craft here.

Proctor (to Putnam). You cannot command Mr.
Parris. We vote by name in this society, not by
acreage.

Putnam. | never heard you worried so on this soci-
ety, Mr. Proctor. I do not think I saw you at
Sabbath meeting since snow flew.

Proctor. I have trouble enough without I come five
mile to hear him preach only hellfire and
bloody damnation. Take it to heart, Mr. Parris.
There are many others who stay away from
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church these days because you hardly ever mey, -
tion God any more. |
b

Parris (now aroused). Why, that’s a drastic charge)

Rebecca. It’s somewhat true; there are many thy |
quail?” to bring their children—

Parris. I do not preach for children, Rebecca. It js J
not the children who are unmindful of thelrl
obligations toward this ministry.

Rebecca. Are there really those unmindful? w
Parris. I should say the better half of Salen i

village— s
Putnam. And more than that!

Parris. Where is my wood? My contract provides|

be supplied with all my firewood. I am waiting
since November for a stick, and even in 4
November I had to show my frostbitten hands

like some London beggar!

Giles. You are allowed six pound a year to buy1
your wood, Mr. Parris.

Parris. I regard that six pound as part of my salary.
I am paid little enough without I spend six
pound on firewood.

Proctor. Sixty, plus six for firewood—

Parris. The salary is sixty-six pound, Mr. Proctor!
I am not some preaching farmer with a book
under my arm; I am a graduate of Harvard
College.

Giles. Aye, and well instructed in arithmetic!

Parris. Mr. Corey, you will look far for a man of my
kind at sixty pound a year! I am not used to this
poverty; I left a thrifty business in the Barbados
to serve the Lord. I do not fathom it, why am!
persecuted here? I cannot offer one propositiod
but there be a howling riot of argument. I have
often wondered if the Devil be in it somewhere:
I cannot understand you people otherwise.

Proctor. Mr. Parris, you are the first minister evef
did demand the deed to this house—

27. quail: fear.



Parris. Man! Don’t a minister deserve a house to
live in?

Proctor. To live in, yes. But to ask ownership is like
you shall own the meeting house itself; the last
meeting | were at you spoke so long on deeds
and mortgages I thought it were an auction.

Parris. I want a mark of confidence, is all! 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 seem 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. Aye!

Parris. There is either obedience or the church will
burn like Hell is burning!

Proctor. Can you speak one minute without we
land in Hell again? I am sick of Hell!

Parris. It is not for you to say what is good for you
to hear!

Proctor. I may speak my heart, I think!

Parris (in 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 (now he’s out 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. | 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 peace.

Proctor. I have a crop to sow and lumber to drag
home. (He goes angrily to the door and turns to

Corey with a smile.) What say you, Giles, let’s
find the party. He says there’s a party.

Giles. I've changed my opinion of this man, John.
Mr. Parris, I beg your pardon. I never thought
you had so much iron in you.

Parris (surprised). Why, thank you, Giles!

Giles. It suggests to the mind what the trouble be
among us all these years. (To all) Think on it.
Wherefore is everybody suing everybody else?
Think on it now, it’s a deep thing, and dark as
a pit. I have been six time in court this year—

Proctor (familiarly, with warmth, although be
knows he is approaching the edge of Giles’ tol-
erance with this). Is it the 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 hearin’ so well as you did.

Giles (he cannot be crossed). John Proctor, I have
only last month collected four pound damages
for you publicly sayin’ I burned the roof off
your house, and I—

Proctor (laughing). 1 never said no such thing, but
I’ve paid you for it, so I hope I can call you deaf
without charge. Now come along, Giles, and
help me drag my lumber home.

Putnam. A moment, Mr. Proctor. What lumber is
that you’re draggin’, if I may ask you?

Proctor. My lumber. From out my forest by the
riverside.

Putnam. Why, we are surely gone wild this year. -

What anarchy?! is this? That tract is in my
bounds, it’s in my bounds, Mr. Proctor.

Proctor. In your bounds! (Indicating Rebecca) I
bought that tract from Goody Nurse’s husband
five months ago.

28. Quakers: a radical English religious sect, much hated by
the Puritans, who often “spoke their heart” during their

religious meetings.

29. break charity: break off; end the relationship.

30. clap ... defamation (kldp . . . déf'>-ma"shan): imprison

him for slander.

31. anarchy (in"or-ké): disorder and confusion,
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Putnam. He had no right to sell it. It stands clear
in my grandfather’s will that all the land
between the river and—

Proctor. Your grandfather had a habit of willing
land that never belonged to him, if I may say it
plain.

Giles. That’s God’s truth; he nearly willed away
my north pasture but he knew I'd break his fin-
gers before he’d set his name to it. Let’s get
your lumber home, John. I feel a sudden will to
work coming on.

Putnam. You load one oak of mine and you’ll fight
to drag it home!

Giles. Aye, and we’ll win too,
Putnam—this fool and L
Come on! (He turns to
Proctor and starts out.)

Putnam. I’ll have my men on
you, Corey! I’ll clap a writ
on you!

(Enter Reverend John Hale of
Beverly.)

gﬁk/lr. Hale is nearing

forty, a tight-skinned, eager-
eyed intellectual. This is a
beloved errand for him; on
being called here to ascertain
witchcraft he felt the pride of the specialist whose
unique knowledge has at last been publicly called
for. Like almost all men of learning, he spent a
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 searching scrutiny, and the child she had
allegedly been afflicting recovered her normal
behavior after Hale had given her his kindness
and a few days of rest in his own house. However,
that experience never raised a doubt in his mind

WORDS
TO

182 KNOW

ascertain (3s’ar-tan’) v to find out

—

as to the reality of the underworld or the eXistenge
of Lucifer’s many-faced lieutenants. And his belief
is not to his discredit. Better minds than Hajy,
were—and still are—convinced that there s,
society of spirits beyond our ken. One cannot help
noting that one of his lines has never yet raised,
laugh in any audience that has seen this play; itj5 -
his assurance that “We cannot look to supers.
tion in this. The Devil is precise.” Evidently we
are not quite certain even now whether diabolisy,
is holy and not to be scoffed at. And it is no acg. -
dent that we should be so bemused. 5
Like Reverend Hale and the others on this stage
we conceive the Devil as a neces-
sary part of a respectable view of
cosmology.?? Ours is a divided
empire in which certain idess
and emotions and actions are of |
God, and their opposites are of
Lucifer. It is as impossible for
most men to conceive of a moral- -
ity 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 i
still gripped between two diamet-
rically opposed absolutes. The
concept of unity, in which pos-
tive and negative are attributes of
the same force, in which good
and evil are relative, ever-changing, and always
joined to the same phenomenon—such a conceptis
still reserved to the physical sciences and to the few
who have grasped the history of ideas. When it is
recalled that until the Christian era the underworld
was never regarded as a hostile area, that all gods
were useful and essentially friendly to man despite
occasional lapses; when we see the steady and
methodical inculcation into humanity of the idea

32. cosn'xology (k6z-m&l’>-j€): a branch of philosophy
dealing with the structure of the universe.



of man’s worthlessness—until redeemed—the
‘pecessity of the Devil may become evident as a
‘weapon, a weapon designed and used time and

time again in every age to whip men into a surren-

' der to a particular church or church-state.
Our difficulty in believing the—for want of a

ij better word—political inspiration of the Devil is
%

’r

due in great part to the fact that he is called up and
damned not only by our social antagonists but by
our own side, whatever it may be. The Catholic
Church, through its Inquisition,* is famous for
cultivating Lucifer as the arch-fiend, but the
Church’s enemies relied no less upon the Old Boy
- to keep the human mind enthralled. Luther® was
~ himself accused of alliance with Hell, and he in
.~ turn accused his enemies. To complicate matters
- further, he believed that he had had contact with
- the Devil and had argued theology with him. I am
. not surprised at this, for at my own university a
- professor of history—a Lutheran, by the way—
- used to assemble his graduate students, draw the
- shades, and commune in the classroom with
Erasmus.>* He was never, to my knowledge, offi-
cially scoffed at for this, the reason being that the
university officials, like most of us, are the children
of a history which still sucks at the Devil’s teats. At
this writing, only England has held back before the
temptations of contemporary diabolism. In the
countries of the Communist ideology, all resistance
of any import is linked to the totally malign capi-
talist succubi, and in America any man who is not
reactionary in his views is open to the charge of
alliance with the Red hell. Political opposition,
thereby, is given an inhumane overlay which then
justifies the abrogation of all normally applied cus-
toms of civilized intercourse. A political policy is
equated with moral right, and opposition to it
with diabolical malevolence. Once such an equa-
tion is effectively made, society becomes a congerie
of plots and counterplots, and the main role of
government changes from that of the arbiter to
that of the scourge of God.

The results of this process are no different now
from what they ever were, except sometimes in
the degree of cruelty inflicted, and not always

33. Inquisition (in'kwY-zish"an): a tribunal in the Roman
Catholic Church dedicated to the discovery and
punishment of heresy.

Luther: Martin Luther (1483-1546), the German
theologian who led the Protestant Reformation.

Erasmus (1-riz’mss): Desiderius Erasmus (14662-1536),
a Dutch scholar and humanist who sought to restore
simple Christian faith by a study of the Scriptures and
classical texts.

34.

35.

36. Dionysiac (di"->-n¥s"é-4k’) wild and chaotic; refers to

Dionysus, the Greek god of wine and madness.
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even in that department. Normally the actions
and deeds of a man were all that society felt com-
fortable in judging. The secret intent of an action
was left to the ministers, priests, and rabbis to
deal with. When diabolism rises, however, actions
are the least important manifests of the true
nature of a man. The Devil, as Reverend Hale
said, is a wily one, and, until an hour before he
fell, even God thought him beautiful in Heaven.
The analogy, however, seems to falter when one
considers that, while there were no witches then,
there are Communists and capitalists now, and in
each camp there is certain proof that spies of each
side are at work undermining the other. But this is
a snobbish objection and not at all warranted by
the facts. I have no doubt that people were com-
muning with, and even worshiping, the Devil in
Salem, and if the whole truth could be known in
this case, as it is in others, we should discover a
regular and conventionalized propitiation of the
dark spirit. One certain evidence of this is the con-
fession of Tituba, the slave of Reverend Parris, and
another is the behavior of the children who were
known to have indulged in sorceries with her.
There are accounts of similar klatches in
Europe, where the daughters of the towns would
assemble at night and, sometimes with fetishes,
sometimes with a selected young man, give them-
selves to love, with some bastardly results. The
Church, sharp-eyed as it must be when gods long
dead are brought to life, condemned these orgies
as witchcraft and interpreted them, rightly, as a
resurgence of the Dionysiac® forces it had crushed
long before. Sex, sin, and the Devil were early
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linked, and so they continued to be in Salem, and
are today. From all accounts there are no more
puritanical mores in the world than those enforced
by the Communists in Russia, where women’s
fashions, for instance, are as prudent and all-
covering as any American Baptist would desire.
The divorce laws lay a tremendous responsibility
on the father for the care of his children. Even the
laxity of divorce regulations in the early years of
the revolution was undoubtedly a revulsion from
the nineteenth-century Victorian immobility of
marriage and the consequent hypocrisy that devel-
oped from it. If for no other reasons, a state so
powerful, so jealous of the uniformity of its citi-
zens, cannot long tolerate the atomization of the
family. And yet, in American eyes at least, there
remains the conviction that the Russian attitude
toward women is lascivious. It is the Devil work-
ing again, just as he is working within the Slav3’
who is shocked at the very idea of a woman’s dis-
robing herself in a burlesque show. Our opposites
are always robed in sexual sin, and it is from this
unconscious conviction that demonology gains
both its attractive sensuality and its capacity to
infuriate and frighten.

Coming into Salem now, Reverend Hale con-
ceives of himself much as a young doctor on his
first call. His painfully acquired armory of symp-
toms, catchwords, and diagnostic procedures are
now to be put to use at last. The road from
Beverly is unusually busy this morning, and he has
passed a hundred rumors that make him smile at
the ignorance of the yeomanry?® in this most pre-
cise science. He feels himself allied with the best
minds of Europe—kings, philosophers, scientists,
and ecclesiasts? of all churches. His goal is light,
goodness and its preservation, and he knows the
exaltation of the blessed whose intelligence,
sharpened by minute examinations of enormous
tracts, is finally called upon to face what may be a
bloody fight with the Fiend himself. @&

(He appears loaded down with half a dozen heavy
books.)
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Hale. Pray you, someone take these!

Parris (delighted). Mr. Hale! Oh! it’s good 1o See
you again! (Taking some books) My, the}”rc:
heavy! |

Hale (setting down his books). They must be; they
are weighted with authority. |

Parris (a little scared). Well, you do cope
prepared! |

Hale. We shall need hard study if it comes to track.
ing down the Old Boy. (Noticing Rebecca) Yo
cannot be Rebecca Nurse?

Rebecca. I am, sir. Do you know me?

Hale. It’s strange how I knew you, but I suppose
you look as such a good soul should. We have
all heard of your great charities in Beverly.

Parris. Do you know this gentleman? Mr. Thomas
Putnam. And his good wife Ann.

Hale. Putnam! I had not expected such distin-
guished company, sir. "

Putnam (pleased). It does not seem to help us
today, Mr. Hale. We look to you to come to our

house and save our child. ‘
Hale. Your child ails too? |

Mrs. Putnam. Her soul, her soul seems flown away.
She sleeps and yet she walks . . .

Putnam. She cannot eat.

Hale. Cannot eat! (Thinks on it. Then, to Proctor

and Giles Corey) Do you men have afflicted
children?

Parris. No, no, these are farmers. John Proctor—

Giles Corey. He don’t believe in witches.

Proctor (o Hale). I never spoke on witches on¢
way or the other. Will you come, Giles?

Giles. No—no, John, I think not. I have some fev
queer questions of my own to ask this fellow.

37. Slav (sliv): a generic reference to Russians and other
Slavic-speaking peoples of Eastern Europe who were
under the control of the former Soviet Union.

38. yeomanry (y6'moan-ré): the farmers; common people-
39. ecclesiasts (1-klé"zé-dsts): religious officials; clergy.



Proctor. I've heard you to be a sensible man, Mr.
~ Hale. I hope you’ll leave some of it in Salem.

(Proctor goes. Hale stands embarrassed for an
instant.)

" Parris (quickly). Will you look at my daughter, sir?
~ (Leads Hale to the bed.) She has tried to leap
out the window; we discovered her this morn-
ing on the highroad, waving her arms as though
she’d fly.

" Hale (narrowing his eyes). Tries to fly.

~ Putnam. She cannot bear to hear the Lord’s name,
Mr. Hale; that’s a sure sign of witchcraft afloat.

* Hale (bolding up bis hands). No, no. Now let me
~instruct you. We cannot look to superstition in
this. The Devil is precise; the marks of his pres-
ence are definite as stone, and I must tell you all
that I shall not proceed unless you are prepared
to believe me if I should find no bruise of hell
- upon her.

~ Parris. It is agreed, sir—it is agreed—we will abide
by your judgment.

" Hale. Good then. (He goes to the bed, looks down
at Betty. To Parris) Now, sir, what were your
first warning of this strangeness?

» Parris. Why, sir—I discovered her—(indicating
- Abigail) and my niece and ten or twelve of the
other girls, dancing in the forest last night.

Hale (surprised). You permit dancing?
Parris. No, no, it were secret—

Mrs. Putnam (unable to wait). Mr. Parris’s slave
has knowledge of conjurin’, sir.

Parris (fo Mrs. Putnam). We cannot be sure of
that, Goody Ann—

Mrs. Putnam (frightened, very softly). I know it, sir.
[ sent my child—she should learn from Tituba
who murdered her sisters.

Rebecca (borrified). Goody Ann! You sent a child
to conjure up the dead?

. Mrs. Putnam. Let God blame me, not you, not you,
. Rebecca! I'll not have you judging me any
more! (To Hale) Is it a natural work to lose
seven children before they live a day?

Parris. Sssh!

(Rebecca, with great pain, turns her face away.
There is a pause.)

Hale. Seven dead in childbirth.

Mrs. Putnam (softly). Aye. (Her voice breaks; she
looks up at him. Silence. Hale is impressed.
Parris looks to him. He goes to his books,
opens one, turns pages, then reads. All wait,
avidly.)

Parris (hushed). What book is that?

Mrs. Putnam. What’s there, sir?

Hale (with a tasty love of intellectual pursuit).
Here is all the invisible world, caught, defined,
and calculated. In these books the Devil stands
stripped of all his brute disguises. Here are all
your familiar spirits—your incubi and succu-
bi;* your witches that go by land, by air, and
by sea; your wizards of the night and of the day.
Have no fear now—we shall find him out if he
has come among us, and I mean to crush him

utterly if he has shown his face! (He starts for
the bed.)

Rebecca. Will it hurt the child, sir?

Hale. I cannot tell. If she is truly in the Devil’s grip
we may have to rip and tear to get her free.

Rebecca. I think I’ll go, then. I am too old for this.
(She rises.)

Parris (striving for conviction). Why, Rebecca, we
may open up the boil of all our troubles today!

Rebecca. Let us hope for that. I go to God for you,
Sir.

Parris (with trepidation—and resentment). I hope
you do not mean we go to Satan here! (Slight
pause.)

Rebecca. I wish I knew. (She goes out; they feel
resentful of her note of moral superiority.)

Putnam (abruptly). Come, Mr. Hale, let’s get on.
Sit you here.

40. incubi (Tn’kya-bi’) and succubi (siik"y2-bi’): male and
female demons.

THE CRUCIBLE 185



lo D O DM+

Giles. Mr. Hale, I have always wanted to ask a Hale. Ah! The stoppage of prayer—that is strang

learned man—what signifies the readin’ of
strange books?

Hale. What books?
Giles. I cannot tell; she hides them.
Hale. Who does this?

Giles. Martha, my wife. I have waked at night
many a time and found her in a corner, readin’
of a book. Now what do you make of that?

Hale. Why, that’s not necessarily—

Giles. It discomfits me! Last night—mark this—I
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—I could
pray again!

g%_\g)ld Giles must be spoken for, if only

because his fate was to be so remarkable and so
different from that of all the others. He was in his
early eighties at this time, and was the most com-
ical hero in the history. No man has ever been
blamed for so much. If a cow was missed, the first
thought was to look for her around Corey’s
house; a fire blazing up at night brought suspicion
of arson to his door. He didn’t give a hoot for
public opinion, and only in his last years—after he
had married Martha—did he bother much with
the church. That she stopped his prayer is very
probable, but he forgot to say that he’d only
recently learned any prayers and it didn’t take
much to make him stumble over them. He was a
crank and a nuisance, but withal a deeply inno-
cent and brave man. In court once, he was asked
if it were true that he had been frightened by the
strange behavior of a hog and had then said he
knew it to be the Devil in an animal’s shape.
“What frighted you?” he was asked. He forgot
everything but the word “frighted,” and instantly
replied, “I do not know that I ever spoke that
word in my life.” &
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I’ll speak further on that with you.

Giles. I’m not sayin’ she’s touched the Devil, ny,
)

but I'd admire to know what books she reyg
and why she hides them. She’ll not answer me,
y’ see.

Hale. Aye, we’ll discuss it. (To all) Now mark me,

if the Devil is in her you will witness sop
frightful wonders in this room, so please
keep your wits about you. Mr. Putnam, stapg
close in case she flies. Now, Betty, dear, will yy
sit up? (Putnam comes in closer, ready-hande],
Hale sits Betty up, but she Zimgs limp in his
hands.) Hmmm. (He observes her carefull,
The others watch breathlessly.) Can you hex
me? I am John Hale, minister of Beverly. I have
come to help you, dear. Do you remember my
two little girls in Beverly? (She does not stir in
bis hands.)

Parris (in fright). How can it be the Devil? Why

would he choose my house to strike? We have
all manner of licentious*! people in the village!

Hale. What victory would the Devil have to wina

soul already bad? It is the best the Devil wan,
and who is better than the minister?

Giles. That’s deep, Mr. Parris, deep, deep!

Parris (with resolution now). Betty! Answer Mt

Hale! Betty!

Hale. Does someone afflict you, child? It need not

be a woman, mind you, or a man. Perhaps
some bird invisible to others comes to you—
perhaps a pig, a mouse, or any beast at all.
there some figure bids you fly? (The chill
remains limp in his hands. In silence he lays b
back on the pillow. Now, holding out bis hdﬂ}{?
toward her, he intones) In nomine Dom
Sabaoth sui filiique ite ad infernos.* (She do¢
not stir. He turns to Abigail, his eyes narrov”
ing.) Abigail, what sort of dancing were Y
doing with her in the forest?

41. licentious (li-s€n’shas): lacking moral restraint.
42. In. .. infernos Latin: “In the name of the Father and

Son, get thee back to Hell.”




» bigail. Why—common dancing is all.

Parris. | think I ought to say that I—I saw a kettle
~ in the grass where they were dancing.

pigail. That were only soup.

"le. What sort of soup were in this kettle,
- Abigail?

Abigail. Why, it were beans—and lentils, I think,
~ and—

ale. Mr. Parris, you did not notice, did you, any
~ living thing in the kettle? A mouse, perhaps, a
- spider, a frog—?

Parris (fearfully). I—do believe there were some
- movement—in the soup.

bigail. That jumped in, we never put it in!

ale (quickly). What jumped in?

Abigail. Why, a very little frog jumped—

Parris. A frog, Abby!

Hale (grasping Abigail). Abigail, it may be your
. cousin is dying. Did you call the Devil last
~ night?

f\' bigail. I never called him! Tituba, Tituba . ..
_arris (blanched).® She called the Devil?

‘Hale. I should like to speak with Tituba.

' Parris. Goody Ann, will you bring her up? (Mrs.
- Putnam exits.)

Hale. How did she call him?

Abigail. I know not—she spoke Barbados.

Hale. Did you feel any strangeness when she called
him? A sudden cold wind, perhaps? A trem-
bling below the ground?

Abigail. I didn’t see no Devil! (Shaking Betty)
Betty, wake up. Betty! Betty!

Hale. You cannot 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. Why are you concealing? Have you sold
yourself to Lucifer?

Abigail. I never sold myself! 'm a good girl! I'm a
proper girl!

(Mrs. Putnam enters with Tituba, and instantly

Abigail points at Tituba.)

Abigail. She made me do it! She made Betty do it!

Tituba (shocked and angry). Abby!

Abigail. She makes me drink blood!

Parris. Blood!!

Mrs. Putnam. My baby’s blood?

Tituba. No, no, chicken blood. I give she chicken
blood!

Hale. Woman, have you enlisted these children for
the Devil?

Tituba. No, no, sir, I don’t truck with no Devil!

Hale. Why can she not wake? Are you silencing

this child?
Tituba. I love me Betty!
Hale. You have sent your spirit out upon this child,

have you not? Are you gathering souls for the
Devil?

Abigail. She sends her spirit on me in church; she
makes me laugh at prayer!

Parris. She have often laughed at prayer!

Abigail. She comes to me every night to go and
drink blood!

Tituba. You beg me to conjure! She beg me make
charm—

Abigail. Don’t lie! (To Hale) She comes to me
while I sleep; she’s always making me dream
corruptions!#

Tituba. Why you say that, Abby?

Abigail. Sometimes I wake and find myself stand-
ing in the open doorway and not a stitch on my
body! I always hear her laughing in my sleep. I
hear her singing her Barbados songs and tempt-
ing me with—

43. blanched: turned pale with shock or fear.
44. corruptions: evil, immoral thoughts.
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Tituba. Mister Reverend, I never—

Hale (resolved now). Tituba, I want you to wake
this child.

Tituba. I have no power on this child, sir.

Hale. You most certainly do, and you will free her
from it now! When did you compact with the
Devil?

Tituba. I don’t compact with no Devil!

Parris. You will confess yourself or I will take you
out and whip you to your death, Tituba!

Putnam. This woman must be hanged! She must be
taken and hanged!

Tituba (terrified, falls to her knees). No, no, don’t
hang Tituba! I tell him I don’t desire to work
for him, sir.

Parris. The Devil?

Hale. Then you saw him! (Tituba weeps.) Now
Tituba, I know that when we bind ourselves to
Hell it is very hard to break with it. We are
going to help you tear yourself free—

Tituba (frightened by the coming process). Mister
Reverend, I do believe somebody else be
witchin’ these children.

Hale. Who?

Tituba. I don’t know, sir, but the Devil got him
numerous witches.

Hale. Does he! It is a clue. Tituba, look into my
eyes. Come, look into me. (She raises her eyes
to his fearfully.) You would be a good Christian
woman, would you not, Tituba?

Tituba. Aye, sir, a good Christian woman.
Hale. And you love these little children?

Tituba. Oh, yes, sir, I don’t desire to hurt little chil-
dren.

Hale. And you love God, Tituba?
Tituba. I love God with all my bein’.
Hale. Now, in God’s holy name—

Tituba. Bless Him. Bless Him. (She is rocking on
her knees, sobbing in terror.)

Hale. And to His glory—
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Tituba. Eternal glory. Bless Him—bless God g

Hale. Open yourself, Tituba—open yourself ang
let God’s holy light shine on you.

Tituba. Oh, bless the Lord.

Hale. When the Devil comes to you does he ey,
come—with another person? (She stares up
into his face.) Perhaps another person in the yjl.
lage? Someone you know.

Parris. Who came with him?

Putnam. Sarah Good? Did you ever see Sara}
Good with him? Or Osburn?

Parris. Was it man or woman came with him?

Tituba. Man or woman. Was—was woman.

Parris. What woman? A woman, you said. What
woman?

Tituba. It was black dark, and [—

Parris. You could see him, why could you not see
her?

Tituba. Well, they was always talking; they was
always runnin’ round and carryin’ on—

Parris. You mean out of Salem? Salem witches?

Tituba. I believe so, yes, sir.

(Now Hale takes her hand. She is surprised.)

Hale. Tituba. You must have no fear to tell us who
they are, do you understand? We will protect
you. The Devil can never overcome a minister.
You know that, do you not?

Tituba (kisses Hale’s hand). 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 relieved). Oh, God bless you, Mr.
Hale!

Hale (with rising exaltation). You are God’s instru-
ment put in our hands to discover the Devils
agents among us. You are selected, Tituba, you
are chosen to help us cleanse our village. 50
speak utterly, Tituba, turn your back on him
and face God—face God, Tituba, and God will
protect you.
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Tituba (joining with him).
Tituba!

Hale (kindly). Who came to you with the Devil?
~ Two? Three? Four? How many?

Oh, God, protect

(Tituba pants, and begins rocking back and forth
again, staring ahead.)

Tituba. There was four. There was four.

Parris (pressing in on ber). Who? Who? Their
. names, their names!

' Tituba (suddenly bursting out). Oh, how many
times he bid me kill you, Mr. Parris!

" Parris. Kill me!

3 Tltuba (in a fury). He say Mr. Parris must be kill!
Mr. Parris no goodly man, Mr. Parris mean
~ man and no gentle man, and he bid me rise out
of my bed and cut your throat! (They gasp.)
But I tell him “No! 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 you 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 lie!”
And then he come one stormy night to me, and
he say, “Look! I have white people belong to
me.” And I look—and there was Goody Good.

Parris. Sarah Good!

' Tituba (rocking and weeping). Aye, sir, and Goody
Osburn.

Mrs. Putnam. I knew it! Goody Osburn were mid-
wife to me three times. I begged you, Thomas,
did T not? T begged him not to call Osburn
because I feared her. My babies always shriv-
eled in her hands!

. Hale. Take courage, you must give us all their
names. How can you bear to see this child suf-
fering? Look at her, Tituba. (He is indicating
Betty on the bed.) Look at her God-given inno-
cence; her soul is so tender; we must protect
her, Tituba; the Devil is out and preying on her
like a beast upon the flesh of the pure lamb.
- God will bless you for your help.

" 45. irons: iron chains and manacles for criminals.

(Abigail rises, staring as though inspired, and cries
out.)

Abigail. I want to open myself! (They turn to her,
startled. She is enraptured, as though in a
pearly light.) I want the light of God, I want the
sweet love of Jesus! I danced for the Devil; I
saw him; I wrote in his book; I go back to Jesus;
I kiss His hand. I saw Sarah Good with the
Devil! 1 saw Goody Osburn with the Devil! I
saw Bridget Bishop with the Devil!

(As she is speaking, Betty is rising from the bed, a
fever in her eyes, and picks up the chant.)

Betty (staring too). I saw George Jacobs with the
Devil! I saw Goody Howe with the Devil!

Parris. She speaks! (He rushes to embrace Betty.)
She speaks!

Hale. Glory to God! It is broken, they are free!

Betty (calling out hysterically and with great
relief). 1 saw Martha Bellows with the Devil!

Abigail. I saw Goody Sibber with the Devil! (It s
rising to a great glee.)

Putnam. The marshal, I’ll call the marshal!

(Parris is shouting a prayer of thanksgiving.)

Betty. [ saw Alice Barrow with the Devil!

(The curtain begins to fall.)

Hale (as Putnam goes out). Let the marshal bring
irons!#

Abigail. [ saw Goody Hawkins with the Devil!
Betty. [ saw Goody Bibber with the Devil!
Abigail. I saw Goody Booth with the Devil!
(On their ecstatic cries)

the curtain falls
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