l
Hathorne. Surely it have no bearing on the ques-
tion, sir. He charges contemplation of murder.

Danforth. Aye. (He studies Abigail for a moment,
then) Continue, Mr. Proctor.

Proctor. Mary. Now tell the Governor how you
danced in the woods.

Parris (instantly). Excellency, since I come to Salem
this man is blackening my name. He—

Danforth. In a moment, sir. (To Mary Warren,
sternly, and surprised.) What is this dancing?

Mary Warren. [—(She glances at Abigail, who is
staring down at her remorselessly. Then,
appealing to Proctor) Mr. Proctor—

Proctor (taking it right up). Abigail leads the girls
to the woods, Your Honor, and they have
danced there naked—

Parris. Your Honor, this—

Proctor (at once). Mr. Parris discovered them him-
self in the dead of night! There’s the “child” she
is!

Danforth (it is growing into a nightmare, and he
turns, astonished, to Parris). Mr. Parris—

Parris. I can only say, sir, that I never found any of
them naked, and this man is—

Danforth. But you discovered them dancing in the
woods? (Eyes on Parris, he points at Abigail.)
Abigail?

Hale. Excellency, when I first arrived from Beverly,
Mr. Parris told me that.

Danforth. Do you deny it, Mr. Parris?

Parris. I do not, sir, but I never saw any of them
naked.

Danforth. But she have danced?

Parris (unwillingly). Aye, sir.

(Danforth, as though with new eyes, looks at

Abigail.)

Hathorne. Excellency, will you permit me? (He
points at Mary Warren.)

Danforth (with great worry). Pray, proceed.
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Hathorne. You say you never saw no spirits, Map
were never threatened or afflicted by any may
ifest of the Devil or the Devil’s agents.

Mary Warren (very faintly). No, sir.

Hathorne (with a gleam of victory). And yer, whe
people accused of witchery confronted you i
court, you would faint, saying their spirits ¢y,
out of their bodies and choked you—

Mary Warren. That were pretense, sir.

Danforth. I cannot hear you.

Mary Warren. Pretense, sir.

Parris. But you did turn cold, did you not? I mys
picked you up many times, and your skin weg
icy. Mr. Danforth, you—

Danforth. I saw that many times.

Proctor. She only pretended to faint, Yoy
Excellency. They’re all marvelous pretenders.

Hathorne. Then can she pretend to faint now?

Proctor. Now?

Parris. Why not? Now there are no spirits attack-
ing her, for none in this room is accused of
witchcraft. So let her turn herself cold now, lz
her pretend she is attacked now, let her faint.
(He turns to Mary Warren.) Faint!

Mary Warren. Faint?

Parris. Aye, faint. Prove to us how you pretended
in the court so many times.

Mary Warren (looking to Proctor). I—cannot faint
now, sir.

Proctor (alarmed, quietly). Can you not pretend it

Mary Warren. [—(She looks about as though
searching for the passion to faint.) I—have 10
sense of it now, [—

Danforth. Why? What is lacking now?

Mary Warren. [—cannot tell, sir, [—

Danforth. Might it be that here we have no afflic*

ing spirit loose, but in the court there wer
some?

Mary Warren. I never saw no spirits.

afflict (o-flTkt’) v. to trouble or attack, causing physical or mental suffering



————

parris. Then see no spirits now, and prove to us
that you can faint by your own will, as you
claim.

Mary Warren (stares, searching for the emotion of
it, and then shakes her head). I—cannot do it.

parris. Then you will confess, will you not? It were
attacking spirits made you faint!

Mary Warren. No, sir, [—

parris. Your Excellency, this is a trick to blind the
court!

Mary Warren. It’s not a trick! (She stands.) I—I
used to faint because I—I thought I saw spirits.

panforth. Thought you saw them!
Mary Warren. But I did not, Your Honor.

Hathorne. How could you think you saw them
unless you saw them?

Mary Warren. I—I cannot tell how, but I did. I—I
heard the other girls screaming, and you, Your
Honor, you seemed to believe them, and I—It
were only sport in the beginning, sir, but then
the whole world cried spirits, spirits, and [—I
promise you, Mr. Danforth, I only thought I
saw them but I did not.

(Danforth peers at her.)

Parris (smiling, but nervous because Danforth
seems to be struck by Mary Warren’s story).
Surely Your Excellency is not taken by this sim-
ple lie.

Danforth (turning worriedly to Abigail). Abigail.
bid you now search your heart and tell me
this—and beware of it, child, to God every soul
is precious and His vengeance is terrible on
them that take life without cause. Is it possible,
child, that the spirits you have seen are illusion
only, some deception that may cross your mind
when—

Abigail. Why, this—this—is a base question, sir.
Danforth. Child, I would have you consider it—

Abigail. I have been hurt, Mr. Danforth; I have
seen my blood runnin’ out! I have been near to
murdered every day because I done my duty
pointing out the Devil’s people—and this is my

I
reward? To be mistrusted, denied, questioned
like a—

Danforth (weakening). Child, I do not mistrust
you—

Abigail (in an open threat). Let you beware, Mr.
Danforth. Think you to be so mighty that the
power of Hell may not turn your wits? Beware
of it! There is—(Suddenly, from an accusatory
attitude, her face turns, looking into the air
above—it is truly frightened.)

Danforth (apprehensively). What is it, child?

Abigail (looking about in the air, clasping her arms
about her as though cold). I—I know not. A
wind, a cold wind, has come. (Her eyes fall on
Mary Warren.)

Mary Warren (terrified, pleading). Abby!

Mercy Lewis (shivering). Your Honor, I freeze!

Proctor. They’re pretending!

Hathorne (touching Abigail’s hand). She is cold,
Your Honor, touch her!

Mercy Lewis (through chattering teeth). Mary, do
you send this shadow on me?

Mary Warren. Lord, save me!

Susanna Walcott. I freeze, I freeze!

Abigail (shivering visibly). It is a wind, a wind!

Mary Warren. Abby, don’t do that!

Danforth (himself engaged and entered by

Abigail). Mary Warren, do you witch her? I say
to you, do you send your spirit out?

(With a hysterical cry Mary Warren starts to run.
Proctor catches her.)

Mary Warren (almost collapsing). Let me go, Mr.
Proctor, I cannot, I cannot—

Abigail (crying to Heaven). Oh, Heavenly Father,
take away this shadow!

(Without warning or hesitation, Proctor leaps at
Abigail and, grabbing her by the hair, pulls ber to
her feet. She screams in pain. Danforth, aston-
ished, cries, “What are you about?” and Hathorne
and Parris call, “Take your hands off her!” and
out of it all comes Proctor’s roaring voice.)
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Proctor. How do you call Heaven! Whore! Whore!

(Herrick breaks Proctor from her.)

Herrick. John!

Danforth. Man! Man, what do you—

Proctor (breathless and in agony). It is a whore!
Danforth (dumfounded).”® You charge—?
Abigail. Mr. Danforth, he is lying!

Proctor. Mark her! Now she’ll suck a scream to
stab me with, but—

Danforth. You will prove this! This will not pass!

Proctor (trembling, his life collapsing about him). 1
have known her, sir. I have known her.

Danforth. You—you are a lecher?
Francis (horrified). John, you cannot say such a—

Proctor. Oh, Francis, I wish you had some evil in
you that you might know me! (To Danforth) A
man will not cast away his good name. You
surely know that.
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Proctor (his voice about to break, and his sham

Danforth (dumfounded). In—in what time’ It

what place?

great). In the proper place—where my beast
are bedded. On the last night of my joy, som
eight months past. She used to serve me inm
house, sir. (He has to clamp his jaw to ke
from weeping.) A man may think God sleeps
but God sees everything, I know it now. I b
you, sir, I beg you—see her what she is. \!
wife, my dear good wife, took this girl so0”
after, sir, and put her out on the highroad. A
being what she is, a lump of vanity, sir—(H¢*
being overcome.) Excellency, forgive me, "
give me. (Angrily against himself, he 1™
away from the Governor for a moment. Th"
as though to cry out is his only means of spe°
left.) She thinks to dance with me on my Wi’

76. dumfounded: shocked.




. grave! And well she might, for I thought of her
softly. God help me, I lusted, and there is a
- promise in such sweat. But it is a whore’s
~ vengeance, and you must see it; I set myself
entirely in your hands. I know you must see it
now.

Danforth (blanched, in horror, turning to Abigail).
You deny every scrap and tittle”” of this?

~ Abigail. If I must answer that, I will leave and I
will not come back again!

- (Danforth seems unsteady.)

- Proctor. I have made a bell of my honor! I have
rung the doom of my good name—you will
believe me, Mr. Danforth! My wife is innocent,
except she knew a whore when she saw one!

Abigail (stepping up to Danforth). What look do
you give me? (Danforth cannot speak.) I'll not
have such looks! (She turns and starts for the
door.)

Danforth. You will remain where you are! (Herrick
steps into ber path. She comes up short, fire in
her eyes.) Mr. Parris, go into the court and
bring Goodwife Proctor out.

Parris (objecting). Your Honor, this is all a—

Danforth (sharply to Parris). Bring her out! And
tell her not one word of what’s been spoken
here. And let you knock before you enter.
(Parris goes out.) Now we shall touch the bot-
tom of this swamp. (To Proctor) Your wife, you
say, is an honest woman.

Proctor. In her life, sir, she have never lied. There
are them that cannot sing, and them that can-
not weep—my wife cannot lie. I have paid
much to learn it, sir.

Danforth. And when she put this girl out of your
house, she put her out for a harlot?78

Proctor. Aye, sir.
Danforth. And knew her for a harlot?
Proctor. Aye, sir, she knew her for a harlot.

Danforth. Good then. (To Abigail) And if she tell
me, child, it were for harlotry, may God spread
His mercy on you! (There is a knock. He calls

{_
to the door.) Hold! (To Abigail) Turn your
back. Turn your back. (To Proctor) Do like-
wise. (Both turn their backs—Abigail with
indignant slowness.) Now let neither of you
turn to face Goody Proctor. No one in this
room is to speak one word, or raise a gesture
aye or nay. (He turns toward the door, calls.)
Enter! (The door opens. Elizabeth enters with
Parris. Parris leaves her. She stands alone, her
eyes looking for Proctor.) Mr. Cheever, report
this testimony in all exactness. Are you ready?

Cheever. Ready, sir.

Danforth. Come here, woman. (Elizabeth comes to
him, glancing at Proctor’s back.) Look at me
only, not at your husband. In my eyes only.

Elizabeth (faintly). Good, sir.

Danforth. We are given to understand that at one
time you dismissed your servant, Abigail
Williams.

Elizabeth. That is true, sir.

Danforth. For what cause did you dismiss her?
(Slight pause. Then Elizabeth tries to glance at
Proctor.) You will look in my eyes only and not
at your husband. The answer is in your mem-
ory and you need no help to give it to me. Why
did you dismiss Abigail Williams?

Elizabeth (not knowing what to say, sensing a
situation, wetting ber lips to stall for time).
She—dissatisfied me. (Pause.) And my husband.

Danforth. In what way dissatisfied you?

Elizabeth. She were—(She glances at Proctor for a
cue.)

Danforth. Woman, look at me! (Elizabeth does.)
Were she slovenly?™ Lazy? What disturbance
did she cause?

Elizabeth. Your Honor, I—in that time I were sick.

And [—My husband is a good and righteous
man. He is never drunk as some are, nor

77. tittle: tiniest bit.
78. harlot (hir’lat): a woman of low morals.

79. slovenly: untidy.
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wastin’ his time at the shovelboard, but always at his
work. But in my sickness—you see, sir, [ were a long
time sick after my last baby, and I thought I saw my
husband somewhat turning from me. And this girl—
(She turns to Abigail.)

Danforth. Look at me.
Elizabeth. Aye, sir. Abigail Williams—(She breaks off.)
Danforth. What of Abigail Williams?

Elizabeth. I came to think he fancied her. And so one night
I lost my wits, I think, and put her out on the high-
road.

Danforth. Your husband—did he indeed turn from you?
Elizabeth (in agony). My husband—is a goodly man, sir.
Danforth. Then he did not turn from you.

Elizabeth (starting to glance at Proctor). He—

Danforth (reaches out and holds her face, then). Look at
me! To your own knowledge, has John Proctor ever
committed the crime of lechery? (In a crisis of indeci-
sion she cannot speak.) Answer my question! Is your
husband a lecher!

Elizabeth (faintly). No, sir.

Danforth. Remove her, Marshal.

Proctor. Elizabeth, tell the truth!

Danforth. She has spoken. Remove her!

Proctor (crying out). Elizabeth, I have confessed it!
Elizabeth. Oh, God! (The door closes behind her.)
Proctor. She only thought to save my name!

Hale. Excellency, it is a natural lie to tell; I beg you, stop
now before another is condemned! I may shut my con-
science to it no more—private vengeance is working
through this testimony! From the beginning this man
has struck me true. By my oath to Heaven, I believe
him now, and I pray you call back his wife before we—

Danforth. She spoke nothing of lechery, and this man has
lied!

Hale. I believe him! (Pointing at Abigail). This girl has
always struck me false! She has—

(Abigail, with a weird, wild, chilling cry, screams up to
the ceiling.)

Abigail. You will not! Begone! Begone, I say!
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Danforth. What is it, child? (But Abigail, pointing
with fear, is now raising up her frightened eyes,
her awed face, toward the ceiling—the girls are
doing the same—and now Hathorne, Hale,
Putnam, Cheever, Herrick, and Danforth do the
same.) What's there? (He lowers his eyes from
the ceiling, and now be is frightened; there is
real tension in his voice.) Child! (She is trans-
fixed®—with all the girls, she is whimpering
open-mouthed, agape at the ceiling.) Girls!
Why do you—?

Mercy Lewis (pointing). It’s on the beam! Behind
the rafter!

Danforth (looking up). Where!

Abigail. Why—? (She gulps.) Why do you come,
yellow bird?

Proctor. Where’s a bird? I see no bird!

Abigail (to the ceiling). My face? My face?

Proctor. Mr. Hale—

Danforth. Be quiet!

Proctor (to Hale). Do you see a bird?

Danforth. Be quiet!!

Abigail (to the ceiling, in a genuine conversation
with the “bird,” as though trying to talk it out
of attacking her). But God made my face; you
cannot want to tear my face. Envy is a deadly
sin, Mary.

Mary Warren (on her feet with a spring, and horri-
fied, pleading). Abby!

Abigail (unperturbed, continuing to the “bird”).
Oh, Mary, this is a black art?! to change your
shape. No, I cannot, I cannot stop my mouth;
it’s God’s work I do.

Mary Warren. Abby, I’'m here!

Proctor (frantically). They’re pretending, Mr.

Danforth!

Abigail (now she takes a backward step, as though
in fear the bird will swoop down momentarily).
Oh, please, Mary! Don’t come down.

Susanna Walcott. Her claws, she’s stretching her
claws!
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Proctor. Lies, lies.

Abigail (backing further, eyes still fixeq aby 4
Mary, please don’t hurt me!

Mary Warren (to Danforth). I'm not hurnng hel
Danforth (o Mary Warren). Why does she See h
vision?
Mary Warren. She sees nothin’! |
Abigail (now staring full front as though pys
tized, and mimicking the exact tone of'
Warren’s cry). She sees nothin’! 4
Mary Warren (pleading). Abby, you mustn’
Abigail and All the Girls (all transfixed). Abb
mustn’t! »
Mary Warren (to all the girls). I'm here, I "';’-,

Girls. ’'m here, I’'m here!

Danforth (horrified). Mary Warren! D
your spirit out of them!

Mary Warren. Mr. Danforth!
Girls (cutting her off). Mr. Danforth!

Danforth. Have you compacted®? with the Des:
Have you? |

Mary Warren. Never, never!

Girls. Never, never! j

Danforth (growing hysterical). Why can they 0ﬂ17
repeat you?

Proctor. Give me a whip—DI’ll stop it!

1

Mary Warren. They’re sporting.$3 They—! f
Girls. They’re sporting! |

Mary Warren (turning on them all hysterically an
stamping her feet). Abby, stop it!

Girls (stamping their feet). Abby, stop it!

Mary Warren. Stop it!

Girls. Stop it!

Mary Warren (screaming it out at the top of ke

80. transfixed: paralyzed with horror or shock.
81. a black art: sorcery.
82. compacted: made an agreement.

83. sporting: playing a game.
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lungs, and raising her fists). Stop it!!
Girls (raising their fists). Stop it!!
(Mary Warren, utterly confounded, and becoming
overwhelmed by Abigail’s—and the girls’—utter
conviction, starts to whimper, hands half raised,
powerless, and all the girls begin whimpering
exactly as she does.)

Danforth. A little while ago you were afflicted.
Now it seems you afflict others; where did you
find this power?

Mary Warren (staring at Abigail). I—have no
power.

Girls. I have no power.
Proctor. They’re gulling you,* Mister!

Danforth. Why did you turn about this past two
weeks? You have seen the Devil, have you not?

Hale (indicating Abigail and the girls). You cannot
believe them!

WORDS

Mary Warren. [—

Proctor (sensing her weakening). Mary, God
damns all liars!

Danforth (pounding it into her). You have seen the
Devil, you have made compact with Lucifer,
have you not?

Proctor. God damns liars, Mary!

(Mary utters something unintelligible, staring at
Abigail, who keeps watching the “bird” above.)

Danforth. I cannot hear you. What do you say?
(Mary utters again unintelligibly.) You will
confess yourself or you will hang! (He turns her
roughly to face him.) Do you know who I am?
I say you will hang if you do not open with me!

Proctor. Mary, remember the angel Raphael—do
that which is good and—

84. gulling: deceiving.

TO unintelligible (Un'Tn-t&l'T-ja-bal) adj. incomprehensible; unable to be understood
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Abigail (pointing upward). The wings! Her wings
are spreading! Mary, please, don’t, don’t—!

Hale. I see nothing, Your Honor!

Danforth. Do you confess this power! (He is an
inch from her face.) Speak!

Abigail. She’s going to come down! She’s walking
the beam!

Danforth. Will you speak!
Mary Warren (staring in horror). I cannot!
Girls. I cannot!

Parris. Cast the Devil out! Look him in the face!
Trample him! We’ll save you, Mary, only stand
fast against him and—

Abigail (looking up). Look out! She’s coming
down!

(She and all the girls run to one wall, shielding
their eyes. And now, as though cornered, they let
out a gigantic scream, and Mary, as though
infected, opens her mouth and screams with them.
Gradually Abigail and the girls leave off, until
only Mary is left there, staring up at the “bird,”
screaming madly. All watch her, horrified by this
evident fit. Proctor strides to her.)

Proctor. Mary, tell the Governor what they—(He
has hardly got a word out, when, seeing him
coming for her, she rushes out of his reach,
screaming in horror.)

Mary Warren. Don’t touch me—don’t touch me!
(At which the girls halt at the door.)

Proctor (astonished). Mary!

Mary Warren (pointing at Proctor). You're the
Devil’s man! (He is stopped in his tracks.)

Parris. Praise God!
Girls. Praise God!
Proctor (numbed). Mary, how—?

Mary Warren. I’ll not hang with you! I love God, I
love God.

Danforth (to Mary). He bid you do the Devil’s
work?
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Mary Warren (hysterically, indicating Proctoy)
come at me by night and every day to gy, '
sign, to—

Danforth. Sign what?

Parris. The Devil’s book? He come with 3 ook

Mary Warren (bysterically, pointing at Procy
fearful of him). My name, he want my p,
“Ill murder you,” he says, “if my wife hangy
We must go and overthrow the court,” he sayg

(Danforth’s head jerks toward Proctor, shock
horror in his face.)

Proctor (turning, appealing to Hale). Mr. Hae!

Mary Warren (ber sobs beginning). He wake p
every night, his eyes were like coals and his
gers claw my neck, and I sign, I sign ..

Hale. Excellency, this child’s gone wild!

Proctor (as Danforth’s wide eyes pour on hin
Mary, Mary!

Mary Warren (screaming at bim). No, I love God;
go your way no more. I love God, I bless God
(Sobbing, she rushes to Abigail.) Abby, Abby
Ill never hurt you more! (They all watch, &
Abigail, out of her infinite charity, reaches o
and draws the sobbing Mary to her, and tha
looks up to Danforth.)

Danforth (to Proctor). What are you? (Proctor 8
beyond speech in his anger.) You are combind
with anti-Christ,5 are you not? I have
your power; you will not deny it! What ;
you, Mister?

Hale. Excellency—

Danforth. I will have nothing from you, Me
(To Proctor) Will you confess yourseltb
with Hell, or do you keep that black '
yet? What say you?

Proctor (his mind wild, breathless). 1 T.;"
God is dead! :

Parris. Hear it, hear it!

85. combined with anti-Christ: working with




Proctor (laughs insanely, then). A fire, a fire is Hale (starting across to the door). I denounce these

burning! I hear the boot of Lucifer, I see his proceedings!
filthy face! And it is my face, and yours, proctor, You are pulling Heaven down and raising
Danforth! For them that quail to bring men out up a whore!

f ignorance, as I h i : o
o 18 ’ ave quailed, and as you Hale. I denounce these proceedings, I quit this

quail now when you know in all your black : , :
hearts that this be fraud—God damns our kind Z?;r; e slams iz dovt ¢o e ouisice belzind

especially, and we will burn, we will burn
together!
Danforth. Marshal! Take him and Corey with him

e
to the jail! the curtain falls

Danforth (calling to him in a fury). Mr. Hale! Mr.
Hale!



