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MaRrY WARREN: I am bound by law, I cannot tell it. To Proctor:
I only hope you’ll not be so sarcastical no more. Four judges and
the King’s deputy sat to dinner with us but an hour ago. I—I
would have you speak civilly to me, from this out.

PROCTOR, in horror, muttering in disgust at her: Go to bed.

MaRry WARREN, with a stamp of her foot: T'll not be ordered to
bed no more, Mr. Proctor! I am eighteen and a woman, how-
ever single!

ProcTor: Do you wish to sit up? Then sit up.
MARY WARREN: I wish to go to bed!
PROCTOR, in anger: Good night, then!

Mary WARREN: Good night. Dissatisfied, uncertain of herself,

she goes L ed, both, Proctor and Elizabeth stand
staring.

EL1ZABETH, quietly: Oh, the noose, the noose is up!
ProcTOR: There’ll be no noose.

ELizaBETH: She wants me dead. I knew all week it would come
to this!

PROCTOR, without conviction: They dismissed it. You heard
her say—

EvrizABETH: And what of tomorrow? She will cry me out until
they take me!

ProcToR: Sit you down.
ELIZABETH: She wants me dead, John, you know it!

ProcToR: I say sit down! She sits, trembling. He speaks quietly,
trying to keep his wits. Now we must be wise, Elizabeth.

ELI1ZABETH, with sarcasm, and a sense of being lost: Oh, indeed,
indeed!
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ProcTor: Fear nothing. I’ll find Ezekiel Cheever. I'll tell him
she said it were all sport.

EL1zaeTH: John, with so many in the jail, more than Cheever’s
help is needed now, I think. Would you favor me with this? Go
to Abigail.

PRrOCTOR, his soul hardening as he senses . . . : What have I
to say to Abigail?

ELIZABETH, delicately: John—grant me this. You have a faulty
understanding of young girls. There is a promise made in any
bed—

PROCTOR, striving against his anger: What promise!

EL1zABETH: Spoke or silent, a promise is surely made. And she
may dote on it now-—I am sure she does—and thinks to kill me,
then to take my place.

Proctor’s anger is rising; he cannot speak.

EL1zABETH: It is her dearest hope, John, I know it. There be
a thousand names; why does she call mine? There be a certain
danger in calling such a name—I am no Goody Good that slecps
in ditches, nor Osburn, drunk and half-witted. She’d dare not
call out such a farmer’s wife but there be monstrous profit in it.
She thinks to take my place, John.

ProcToRr: She cannot think it! He knows it is true.

ELIZABETH, “reasonably”: John, have you ever shown her some-
what of contempt? She cannot pass you in the church but you
will blush—

ProcTor: I may blush for my sin.
EvrizapeTH: I think she sees another meaning in that blush.

ProcToR: And what see you? What see you, Elizabeth?
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ELI1ZABETH, “conceding”: I think you be somewhat ashamed,
for I am there, and she so close.

ProcTOR: When will you know me, woman? Were I stone 1
would have cracked for shame this seven month!

ErizaBeTH: Then go and tell her she’s a whore. Whatever
promise she may sense—break it, John, break it

PROCTOR, between his teeth: Good, then. I'll go. He starts for
his rifle.

ELI1ZABETH, trembling, fearfully: Oh, how unwillingly!

PROCTOR, turning on her, rifle in hand: 1 will curse her hotter
than the oldest cinder in hell. But pray, begrudge me not my
" anger!

EL1zABETH: Your anger! I only ask you—
Procror: Woman, am I so base? Do you truly think me base?
ELizaBeTH: I never called you base.

Proctor: Then how do you charge me with such a promise?
The promise that a stallion gives a mare I gave that girl!

EvrizaBeTH: Then why do you anger with me when I bid you
break it?

ProcTOR: Because it speaks deceit, and I am honest! But I'll
plead no more! I see now your spirit twists around the single
error of my life, and I will never tear it free!

ELIZABETH, crying out: Yow'll tear it free—when you come to

know that I will be your only wife, or no wife at all! She ‘
arrow in you yet, John Proctor, and you know it well!
|

Quite suddenly, as though from the air, a figure appears in the
doorway. They start slightly. It is Mr. Hale. He is different now
—drawn a little, and there is a quality of deference, even of guilt,
about his manner now.
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HaLe: Good evening.

PROCTOR, still in his shock: Why, Mr. Hale! Good evening to
you, sir. Come in, come in.

HALE, to Elizabeth: 1 hope I do not startle you.
ELizaBETH: No, no, it’s only that I heard no horse—
HALE: You are Goodwife Proctor.

ProcTOR: Aye; Elizabeth.

HALE, nods, then: 1 hope you're not off to bed yet.

PROCTOR, setting down his gun: No, no. Hale comes further into
the room. And Proctor, to explain his nervousness: We are not
used to visitors after dark, but you’re welcome here. Will you
sit you down, sir?

HaLg; I will. He sits. Let you sit, Goodwife Proctor.

She does, never letting him out of her sight. There is a pause as
Hale looks about the room.

PROCTOR, o break the silence: Will you drink cider, Mr. Hale?

HALE: No, it rebels my stomach; I have some further traveling
yet tonight. Sit you down, sir. Proctor sits. I will not keep you
long, but I have some business with you.

ProcTor: Business of the court?

HaLE: No—no, I come of my own, without the court’s author-
ity. Hear me. He wets his lips. I know not if you are aware, but
your wife’s name is—mentioned in the court.

ProcTor: We know it, sir. Our Mary Warren told us. We are
entirely amazed.

HALE: I am a stranger here, as you know. And in my ignorance
I find it hard to draw a clear opinion of them that come accused
before the court. And so this afternoon, and now tonight, I go
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