Rebecca 
Rebecca: 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 bowlegged 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.
Rebecca: Pray, John, be calm. Mr Parris, I think you'd best send Reverend Hale back as soon as he come. This will set us all to arguing again in the Society, and we thought to have peace this year. I think we ought rely on the doctor now, and good prayer.























Parris
Parris: Abigail, if you know something that may help the doctor, for God's sake tell it to me. I saw Tituba waving her arms over the fire when I came on you. Why was she doing that? And I heard a screeching and gibberish coming from her mouth. She was swaying like a dumb beast over that fire!
Abigail: She always sings her Barbados songs, and we dance.
Parris: I cannot blink what I saw, Abigail, for my enemies will not blink it. I saw a dress lying on the grass.
Abigail: A dress?
Parris: Aye, a dress. And I thought I saw... someone naked running through the trees!
Abigail: No one was naked! You mistake yourself, uncle!
Parris: I saw it! Now tell me true, Abigail. And I pray you feel the weight of truth upon you, for now my ministry’s at stake, my ministry and perhaps your cousin’s life. Whatever abomination you have done, give me all of it now, for I dare not be taken unaware when I go before them down there.
Abigail: There is nothing more. I swear it, uncle.
Parris: Abigail, I have fought here three long years to bend these stiff-necked people to me, and now, just now, when some good respect is rising for me in the parish, you compromise my very character. I have given you a home, child, I have put clothes on your back, now give me upright answer. Your name in the town... it is entirely white, is it not?
Abigail: Why, I am sure it is, Sir. There be no blush about my name.
Parris: Abigail, is there any other cause than you have told me, for your being discharged from Goody Proctor's service? I have heard it said, and I tell you as I heard it, that she comes so rarely to the church this year for she will not sit so close to something soiled. What signified that remark?
Abigail: She hates me, uncle, she must, for I would not be her slave. It's a bitter woman, a lying, cold, snivelling woman, and I will not work for such a woman!
Parris: She may be. And yet it has troubled me that you are now seven months out of their house, and in all this time no other family has ever called for your service.







Girls audition
Mercy, Suzannah, Betty all as Girl
Girl: It's weirdish, I know not,  - she seems to walk like a dead one since last night. Betty? Now stop this! Betty! Sit up now. Have you tried beating her? I gave Ruth a good one and it waked her for a minute. Here, let me have her.
Abigail: No, he'll be coming up. Listen, now; if they be questioning us tell them we danced, I told him as much already.
Girl: Aye, and what more?
Abigail: He knows Tituba conjured Ruth's sisters to come out of the grave.
Girl: And what more?
Abigail: He saw you naked.
Girl: Oh, Jesus! What will we do? The village is out! The whole country is talking witchcraft! They'll be calling us witches, Abby!
Mary Warren: I never done none of it, Abby. I only looked.
Girl: Oh, you're a great one for looking, aren't you, Mary Warren? What a grand peeping courage you have!

















Abigail Monologue A
A: Now look you, all of you. We danced, and Tituba conjured Ruth Putnam's dead sisters .And that is all. And mark this. Let either 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. I saw Indians smash my dear parents’ heads on the pillow next to mine, and I have seen some reddish work done at night, and I can make you wish you had never seen the sun go down!
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Monologue B
A: Why you taught me goodness, therefore you are good. It were a fire you walked me through, and all my ignorance was burned away. It were a fire, John, we lay in fire. And from that night no woman dare call me wicked anymore but I knew my answer. I used to weep for my sins when the wind lifted up my skirts; and blushed for shame because some old Rebecca called me loose. And then you burned my ignorance away. As bad as some December tree I saw them all, walking like saints to church, running to feed the sick, and hypocrites in their hearts! And God gave me strength to call them liars, and God made men to listen to me, and by God I will scrub the world clean for the love of him! Oh, John, I will make you such a wife when the world is white again! You will be amazed to see me every day, a light of heaven in your house.

















Anne Puttnam
Mrs Putnam: Reverend Parris, I have laid seven babies unbaptized in the earth. 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 spoken nothin’, but my heart has clamoured intimations. And now, this year, my Ruth, my only - I see her turning strange. A secret child she has become this year, and shrivels like a sucking mouth were pullin’ on her life too. And so I thought to send her to your Tituba. 
Parris: To Tituba! What may Tituba - ?
Mrs Puttnam: Tituba knows how to speak to the dead, Mr Parris.
Parris: Goody Ann, it is a formidable sin to conjure up the dead!
Mrs Puttnam: I take it on my soul, but who else may surely tell us what person murdered my babies?
Parris: Woman! 
Mrs Puttnam: They were murdered, Mr Parris! And mark this proof! Mark it! Last night my Ruth were ever so close to their little spirits; I know it, Sir. For how else is she struck dumb now except some power of darkness would stop her mouth? It is a marvellous sign, Mr Parris!


















Francis Nurse
Danforth: Who is this man?
Francis: Francis Nurse, your Excellency.
Danforth: Indeed! I am amazed to find you in such uproar. I have only good report of your character, Mr Nurse.
Francis: Excellency, we have proof for your eyes; God forbid you shut them to it. The girls, Sir, the girls are frauds.
Danforth: What's that?
Francis: We have proof of it, Sir. They are all deceiving you.
Hathorne: This is contempt, Sir, contempt!
Danforth: Do you know who I am, Mr Nurse?
Francis: I surely do, Sir, and I think you must be a wise judge to be what you are.
Danforth: And do you know that near to 400 are in the jails from Marblehead to Lynn, and upon my signature?
Francis: I...
Danforth: And seventy-two condemned to hang by that signature?
Francis: Excellency, I never thought to say it to such a weighty judge, but you are deceived. Will you read this, Sir? It's a sort of testament. The people signing it declare their good opinion of Rebecca, and my wife, and Martha Corey. They are all landholding farmers, members of the church. If you'll notice, Sir, they've known the women many years and never saw no sign they had dealings with the Devil.
Danforth: How many names are here?
Francis: Ninety-one, your Excellency.
Danforth: These people should be summoned for questioning.
Francis: Mr Danforth, I gave them all my word no harm would come to them for signing this.








Ezekiel Cheever  
Cheever: Why, this go hard with her, Proctor, this... I had my doubts, Proctor, I have my doubts come but here's calamity. You see it, Sir, it is a needle!
Hale: Why? What meaning has it?
Cheever: The girl, the Williams girl, Abigail Williams, Sir. She sat to dinner in Reverend Parris’ house tonight, and without word nor warning she falls to the floor. Like a struck beast, he says, and screamed a scream that a bull would weep to hear. And he goes to save her, and, stuck two inches in the flesh of her belly, he draw a needle out. And demandin’ of her how she came to be so stabbed, she testified it were your wife's familiar spirit pushed it in.
Proctor: Why, she done it herself! [To Hale] I hope you're not takin’ this for proof, Mister!
Cheever: ‘Tis hard proof! [To Hale] I find here a poppet Goody Proctor keeps. I have found it, Sir. And in the belly of the poppet a needle’s stuck. I tell you true, Proctor, I never warranted to see such proof of hell, and I bid you obstruct me not.




















Thomas Putnam 
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! I bought that tract from Goody Nurse’s husband five months ago.
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.
Putnam: You load one oak of mine and you'll fight to drag it home!
Proctor: I, and we’ll win too, Putnam. Come on!
Putnam: I'll have my men on you! I'll clap a writ on you!
Hale: Mr Putnam! I had not expected such distinguished company, Sir.
Putnam: 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 to?
Putnam: Her soul, her soul seems flown away. She sleeps and yet she walks. She cannot eat, she cannot bear to hear the Lord's name, Mr Hale, that's a sure sign of witchcraft afloat. Don’t you understand it, Sir? There is a murdering witch among us, bound to keep herself in the dark. Let our enemies make of it what they will, I cannot blink it more. 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.











Danforth 1
Danforth: These will be sufficient. Sit you down, children. Your friend, Mary Warren, has given us a deposition in which she swears that she never saw familiar spirits, apparitions, nor any manifest of the devil. She claims as well that none of you have seen these things either. Now, children, this is a court of law. The law, based upon the Bible, and the Bible, writ by Almighty God, forbid the practice of witchcraft, and describe death as the penalty thereof. But likewise, children, the law and Bible damn all bearers of false witness. Now then. It does not escape me that this deposition may be devised to blind us; it may well be that Mary Warren has been conquered by Satan, who sends her here to distract our sacred purpose. If so, her neck will break for it. But if she speak true, I bid you now drop your guile and confess your pretence, for a quick confession will go easier with you.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Danforth 2
Danforth: You are a foolish old man. (To Cheever) Mr Cheever, begin the record. The court is now in session. I ask you, Mr Corey...
Hale: Your honour, he has the story in confidence, Sir, and he...
Danforth: Old man, if your informant tells the truth let him come here openly like a decent man. But if he hide in anonymity I must know why. Now, Sir, the government and central church demand of you the name of him who reported Mr Thomas Putnam a common murderer.
Hale: Excellency... There is prodigious fear in the country.
Danforth: Then there is prodigious guilt in the country. Are you afraid to be questioned here? Reproach me not with the fear in the country; there is fear in the country because there is a moving plot to topple Christ in the country!
Hale: But it does not follow that everyone accused is part of it.
Danforth: Mr. Hale, believe me; for a man of such terrible learning you are most bewildered, I hope you will forgive me. I have been thirty-two year at the bar, sir, and I tell you that no uncorrupted man may fear this court! None! [To Giles] You are under arrest in contempt of this court. Now sit you down and take counsel with yourself, or you will be set in the jail until you decide to answer all questions.








Hathorne and Herrick
Hathorne: Where is Mr Parris?
Herrick: I'll fetch him.
Hathorne: Marshall. When did Reverend Hale arrive?
Herrick: It were toward midnight, I think.
Hathorne: What is he about here?
Herrick: He goes among them that will hang, Sir. And he prays with them. He sits with Goody Nurse now. And Mr Parris with him.
Hathorne: Indeed. That man have no authority to enter here, Marshall. Why have you let him in?
Herrick: Why, Mr Parris command me, Sir. I cannot deny him.
Hathorne: Are you drunk, Marshall?
Herrick: No Sir; it is a bitter night, and I have no fire here.
Hathorne: Fetch Mr Parris.
Herrick: Aye, Sir.
Hathorne: There is a prodigious stench in this place.
Herrick: I have only now cleared the people out for you.
Hathorne: Beware hard drink, Marshall.
Herrick: Aye, Sir.
Hathorne: Let you question Hale, Excellency; I should not be surprised he have been preaching in Andover lately. I wonder if it be wise to let Mr Parris so continuously with the prisoners. I think, sometimes, the man has a mad look these days. I met him yesterday coming out of his house, and I bid him good morning, and he wept and went his way. I think it is not well the village sees him so unsteady
Herrick: And there be so many cows wandering the high roads, now their masters are in the jails, and much disagreement who they will belong to now. I know Mr Parris be arguing with farmers all yesterday -  there is great contention, Sir, about the cows. Contention make him weep, Sir; it were always a man that weep for contention.







Giles Corey
Giles: Hands off, damn you, let me go!
Herrick: Giles, Giles!
Giles: Out of my way, Herrick! I bring evidence.
Herrick: You cannot go in there, Giles; It's a court!
Hale: Pray be calm a moment.
Giles: You, Mr Hale, go in there and demand I speak.
Hale: A moment, Sir, a moment.
Giles: They'll be hanging my wife!
Hathorne: How do you dare come roarin’ into this court! Are you gone daft, Corey?
Giles: You're not a Boston judge yet, Hathorne. You’ll not call me daft!
Danforth: Who is this man?
Hathorne: Giles Corey, Sir, and a more contentious...
Giles: I am asked the question, and I am old enough to answer it! My name is Corey, Sir, Giles Corey. I have 600 acres, and timber in addition. It is my wife you be condemnin’ now.
Danforth And how do you imagine to help her cause with such contemptuous riot? Now be gone. Your old age keeps you out of jail for this.
Giles: They be tellin’ lies about my wife, Sir, I...
Danforth: Do you take it upon yourself to determine what this court shall believe and what it shall set aside?
Giles: Your Excellency, we mean no disrespect for...
Danforth: Disrespect indeed! It is disruption, Mister. This is the highest court of the supreme government of this province, do you know it?
Giles: Your Excellency, I only said she were reading books, Sir, and they come and take her out of my house for...
Danforth: Books! What books?
Giles: It is my third wife, Sir; I never had no wife that be so taken with books, and I thought to find the cause of it, do you see, but it were no witch I blamed her for. I have broke charity with the woman, I have broke charity with her.




Mary Warren 1
Hathorne: You say you never saw no spirits, Mary, were never threatened or afflicted by any manifest of the devil or the devil's agents.
Mary: No, Sir. 
Hathorne: And yet, when people accused of witchery confronted you in court, you would faint, saying their spirits came out of their bodies and choked you –
Mary: That were pretence, Sir.
Danforth: I cannot hear you.
Mary: Pretence, Sir.
Parris: But you did turn cold, did you not? I myself picked you up many times, and your skin were icy. Mr Danforth, you...
Danforth: I saw that many times.
Proctor: She only pretended to faint, your Excellency. They're all marvellous pretenders.
Hathorne: Then can she pretend to faint now? 
Proctor: Now?
Parris: Why not? Now there are no spirits attacking her, for none in this room is accused of witchcraft. So let her turn herself cold now, let her pretend she is attacked now, let her faint. Faint!
Mary: Faint?
Parris: Aye, faint. Prove to us how you pretended in the court so many times.
Mary: I... cannot faint now, Sir.
Proctor: Can you not pretend it?
Mary: I... I have no sense of it now…
Danforth: Why? What is lacking now?
Mary: I cannot tell Sir, I
Danforth: Might it be that here we have no afflicting spirits loose, but in the court there were some?
Mary: I never saw no spirits.
Parris: Then see no spirits now, and prove to us that you can faint by your own will, as you claim.
Mary: I…cannot do it.
Parris: Then you will confess, will you not? It were attacking spirits made you faint!
Mary: No Sir, I...
Parris: Your Excellency, this is a trick to blind the court!
Mary: It's not a trick! I... I used to faint because I... I thought I saw spirits.
Danforth: Thought you saw them!
Mary: But I did not, your honour.
Hathorne: How could you think you saw them unless you saw them?
Mary: I... I cannot tell how, but I did. I... I heard the other girls screaming, and you, your honour, 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... I promise you, Mr Danforth, I only thought I saw them but I did not.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Mary Warren 2
Mary: But what does she mumble? You must remember, Goody Proctor. Last month, a Monday, I think, she walked away, and I thought my guts would burst for two days after. Do you remember it?
Elizabeth: Why... I do, I think, but…
Mary: And so I told to judge Hathorne, and he asks her so. Goody Osborne, says he, what curse do you mumble that this girl must fall sick after turning you away? And then she replies why, your excellence, no curse at all. I only say my commandments; I hope I may say my commandments, says she!
Elizabeth: And that's an upright answer.
Mary: Aye, but then judge Hathorne say, recite for us your commandments! And of all the ten she could not say a single one. She never knew no commandments, and they had her in a flat lie! 
Proctor: And so condemned her?
Mary: Why, they must when she condemned herself!
Proctor: But the proof, the proof!
Mary: I told you the proof. It's hard proof, hard as rock, the judges said.
Proctor: You will not go to court again, Mary Warren.
Mary: I must tell you, Sir, I will be gone every day now. I am amazed you do not see what weighty work we do.
Proctor: What work you do! It's strange work for a Christian girl to hang old women!
Mary: But, Mr Proctor, they will not hang them if they confess, Sarah Good will only sit in gaol sometime - and here's a wonder for you; Think on this. Goody Good is pregnant!



Elizabeth and Proctor 1
Proctor: I think you're sad again. Are you?
Elizabeth: You come so late I thought you'd gone to Salem this afternoon.
Proctor: Why? I have no business in Salem.
Elizabeth: You did speak of going, earlier this week.
Proctor: I thought better of it since.
Elizabeth: Mary Warren’s there today.
Proctor: Why do you let her? You heard me forbid her go to Salem anymore!
Elizabeth: I couldn't stop her.
Proctor: It is a fault, it is a fault, Elizabeth, you're the mistress here, not Mary Warren.
Elizabeth: She frightened all my strength away.
Proctor: How may that mouse frighten you, Elizabeth? You.
Elizabeth: It is a mouse no more. I forbid her go, and she raises up her chin like the daughter of a Prince and says to me, I must go to Salem, Goody Proctor; I am an official of the court!
Proctor: Court! What court?
Elizabeth: Aye, it is a proper court they have now. They've sent four judges out of Boston, she says, weighty magistrates of the General Court, and at the head sits the deputy governor of the province.
Proctor: Why  - she's mad.
Elizabeth: I would to God she were. There be fourteen people in the gaol now, she says. And they'll be tried, and the court have power to hang them too, she says.
Proctor: Oh, they'd never hang.
Elizabeth: The deputy governor promise hanging if they will not confess, John. The town’s gone wild, I think. She speaks of Abigail, and I thought she were a saint, to hear her. Abigail brings the other girls into the court, and where she walks the crowd will part like the sea for Israel. And folks are brought before them, and if they scream and howl and fall to the floor, the person’s clapped in the gaol for bewitchin’ them.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------






Elizabeth and Proctor 2
Proctor: You are a marvel, Elizabeth.
Elizabeth: You have been tortured?
Proctor: Aye. They come for my life now.
Elizabeth: I know it.
Proctor: None have yet confessed?
Elizabeth: There be many confessed.
Proctor: Who are they? 
Elizabeth: There be a hundred or more, they say. Goody Ballard is one; Isaiah Goodkind is one. There be many.
Proctor: Rebecca?
Elizabeth: Not Rebecca. She is one foot in heaven now; nought may hurt her more.
Proctor: And Giles?
Elizabeth: You have not heard of it?
Proctor: I hear nothing, where I am kept.
Elizabeth: Giles is dead.
Proctor: When were he hanged?
Elizabeth: He were not hanged. He would not answer aye or nay to his indictment; for if he denied the charge they'd hang him surely, and auction out his property. So he stand mute, and died Christian under the law. And so his sons will have his farm. It is the law, for he could not be condemned a wizard without he answer the indictment, aye or nay.
Proctor: Then how does he die? 
Elizabeth: They press him, John.
Proctor: Press?
Elizabeth: Great stones they lay upon his chest until he plead aye or nay. They say he gives them but two words. “More weight”, he says. And died.







Proctor/Abigail

Abigail :  Give me a word, John. A soft word.
Proctor: No, no Abby. That’s done with.
A: You come five mile to see a silly girl fly? I know you better.
P: I come to see what mischief your uncle’s brewin’ now. Put it out of mind, Abby.
A; John, I am waitin’ for you every night.
P: Abby, I never gave you hope to wait for me.
A: I have something better than hope, I think!
P: Abby, you’ll put it out of mind. I’ll not be comin’ for you more.
A: You’re surely sportin’ with me
P: You know me better.
A: I know how you clutched my back 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!
P: Abby, that’s a wild thing to say.
A: 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.
P: I have hardly stepped off my farm this seven month.
A: 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?
P: I may have looked up.
A: And you must. You are no wintry man. I know you, John, I know you. I cannot sleep for dreamin’;
I cannot dream but I wake and walk about the house as though I’d find you comin’ though some
door.
P: Child.
A: How do you call me child?
P: Abby, I may think of you softly from time to time. But I will cut off my hand before I’ll ever reach
for you again. Wipe it out of mind. We never touched, Abby.
A: Aye, but we did.
P: Aye, but we did not.
A: Oh, I marvel how such a strong man may let such a sickly wife be…
P: You’ll speak nothin’ of Elizabeth!
A: She is blackening my name in the village! She is telling lies about me! She is a cold sniveling
woman, and you bend to her. Let he turn you like a…
P: Do you look for a whippin’?
Hale
Hale: Proctor, I cannot think God be provoked so grandly by such a petty cause. The gaols are packed - our greatest judges sit in Salem now - and hangings promised. Man, we must look to cause proportionate. Were there murder done, perhaps, and never brought to light? Abomination? Some secret blasphemy that stinks to heaven? Think on cause, man, and let you help me to discover it. For there's your way, believe it, there is your only way, when such confusion strikes upon the world. Let you counsel among yourselves; think on your village and what may have drawn from heaven such thundering wrath upon you all. I shall pray God open up our eyes.



























Hale/Tituba
Hale: Tituba, look into my eyes. Come, look into me. You would be a good Christian woman, would you not, Tituba?
Tituba: Aye, Sir, a good Christian woman.
Hale: And you love these children?
Tituba: Oh yes, Sir, I don't desire to hurt little children.
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.
Hale: And to his glory...
Tituba: Eternal glory. Bless him... Bless God... 
Hale: Open yourself, Tituba, open yourself and let God's holy light shine on you.
Tituba: Oh bless the Lord.
Hale: When the devil comes to you does he ever come with another person? Perhaps another person in the village? Someone you know
Tituba: I believe so, yes, sir.
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: 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: Oh, God bless you, Mr Hale!
Hale: You are God's instrument put in our hands to discover the devil's agents among us. You are selected Tituba, you are chosen to help us cleanse our village. So speak utterly, Tituba, turn your back on him and face God, face God, Tituba, and God will protect you.
Tituba: Oh, God, protect Tituba!
Hale: Who came to you with the devil? Two? Three? Four? How many?
Tituba: There was four. There was four. He says Mr Parris must be killed! Mr Parris no goodly man, Mr Parris mean man and no gentleman, and he bid me rise out of my bed and cut your throat! 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.
