

















GirLs—I freeze, I freeeze . . . And cold winds blow . .

ABIGAIL——Oh, Mary, do you send this shadow on me?

JoHN—Pretense, pretense!

MARY—Oh, God, — oh, God.

ABIGAIL— (%kneels in' prayer) Oh, heavenly Father, take away this shadow!
GIRLS— (kneel in prayer) Oh, heavenly Father, take away this shadow!

JoHN— (moves rapidly to Abigail, grabs her by the hair and pulls her to her feet.
She screams in mortal fear and pain.) How do you call heaven? Whore!
Whore! (great outery and commotion)

PARRIS—What?

DANFORTH—What's that?

JoHN—I have known her, sir. I have known her.
DANFORTH— (shocked) You are a lecher?

JoHN—Yes, with her, in my own house. And now she thinks to dance with me on
my wife’s grave. And well she might, for once I thought on her softly.
But this, your Honor, is a whore’s vengeance.

DANFORTH-— (to Abigail) Do you deny this?
ABIGAIL—I shall not answer it.

JouN—I have ruined my name, but now you know the truth. Now you know why
my wife is accused. She knew a whore when she saw one, and put her out
on the highroad.

DANFORTH— (looks hard at Abigail) Mister Parris, bring me Goodwife Proctor, and
knock before you enter. (Parris goes) We shall touch the bottom of this
swamp today. (to John) Is your wife a truthful woman?

JoHN—In her life she have never lied.

DANFORTH—Good, then. (fto Abigail) And if she tell me, child, you be a harlot,
then may God help you. (a knock) Let neither of you face the witness. . . .
Enter! (Elizabeth is brought in; her eyes search for John.) Come here,
woman, look at me . . . in my eyes only. Why did you dismiss Abigail
Williams? (Elizabeth looks wildly about.) Look at me. The answer’s in your
memory. Why did you dismiss her?

EL1ZABETH—She . . . she displeased me . . . and my husband.

DANFORTH—How displeased you?

EL1ZABETH— (looks desperately toward John) She were . . .
DANFORTH—Slovenly? Lazy?

EL1zABETH—Oh sir, in that time I were sick . . . and she were not a proper servant.
DANFORTH—ANd did your husband turn from you to her?

ELIZABETH— ({ries to see John's face) He .

DANFORTH—Look at me. To your knowledge did John Proctor commit the crime of
lechery with Abigail Williams?

ELIZABETH— (after agonized hesitation) Oh, mno, sir . . . no.
DANFORTH-—Remove her, remove her, Mr. Parris.

Joun—Elizabeth, tell the truth.

DANFORTH—-(gavel) Remove her.

JouN—Elizabeth, Elizabeth, I have confessed it.

ELIZABETH—Oh, John . . . Oh, John . . . my God! (she is led off)

Have—No, no, it is a natural lie to tell. I beg you, stop now before it is too late.
Do not condemn another innocent, I beg you. I signed away the life of
Rebecca Nurse this morning, and my hand quivers yet. I can shut my
eyes no more. There is private vengeance working in these trials.

DANFORTH—But she spoke nothing of lechery. This man has lied.

Hare—1I believe him, I believe him. (pointing at Abigail) This girl has always struck
me false. She has —

ABIGAIL— (with a wild, weird, chilling cry, screams up at the ceiling) Yellow bird!
Yellow bird! Begone, begone . . . (cowers in fear) Oh, Mary, do not tear
my face.

MARY—Abigail, what are you saying?
JOHN—(frantic) Mr. Danforth, they pretend again . . .

GIrLS—Her claws . ... her claws . . .
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ABIGAIL—(to the ceiling) Oh, Mary, please don't hurt me. You cannot want to
tear my face, for God made my face.

MARrY-—(to Danforth) I'm here. I’'m not hurting her.
DANFORTH~(to Mary) But why does she see this vision?
MARY—She sees nothin.
ABIGAIL— (stow hypnotized into exactly mimicking her) She sees nothin.
GIRLS— (following Abigail) She sees nothin.
MARY—ADbby, you mustn’t.
ABIGAIL—Abby, you mustn’t.
GIRLS—ADbby, you mustn’t.
DANFORTH— (to Mary) (growing alarmed) Why can they only repeat you?
MARY— (turning on them and stamping her foot) Abby, stop it!
ABIGAIL— (stamping her foot) Abby, stop it.
GIRLS— (stamping their feet) Abby, stop it
JOHN—Give me a whip and I’ll stop it.
HALE—(to Danforth) Sir, you cannot believe them.

ABIGAIL—She walks the beam, she’s coming down. Her wings are spreading . . .
please, don't . . . oh, Mary. (She runs to «a corner of the room, shiclding
her eyes from the swooping bird.)

DANFORTH— (to Mary) You've compacted with the Devil Open with me, child, open
or you will hang, Mary. (Mary is utterly conjounded and can only whimper,
hands half-raised and powerless; the girls do the same.)

r ANN—Cast the Devil out. Trample, trample him, Mary.
PARRIS—Aye, trample, trample him, Mary.

THOMAS—Aye, open, or you will hang.

) GirLs—=She walks the beam, her wings are spreading, oh, Mary.

JOHN—God punishes those who lie. Never tell a lie, Mary.

LHALE and FraNcis—God punishes those who lie. Never tell a lie, Mary.

(The girls follow Abigail, emitting a picrcing scream. Suddenly Mary s
infected and joins them.)

ANN—She’s coming down, she's coming down . .
ABiGaiL and MARY—Oh, oh, oh . ..

GIRLS—She’s coming down, she’s coming down . . .
DANFORTH—She’s coming down, she’s coming down . . .
PaARRIS—She’s coming down. she’s coming down . ..
THOMAS—She’s coming down, she’s coming down . . .

) Joun—Lies. It’s lies, lies.

HaLE—I sce nothing. There’s nothing at all.

UFraNcIS—I see nothing. There’s nothing at all.

(All but Mary leave off. She continues, staring up at the ‘bird, singing
wildly. All watch her, horrified by this evident fit. Proctor strides to her.

JouN—Mary, Mary.
MARY—Ah . .. ah . .. (As Mary seces John coming for her she rushes out of his
reach and screams.) Don’t touch me. Don’t touch me. (points at John) For

you are the Devil’s man.

DANFORTH—What's that? Does he bid you do the Devil’s work?

MARY— (with terrible intensity) ‘My wife will never hang; we will overthrow the
court,’ he say. He come and wake me every night, his eyes like burning coals.

JOHN— (turning in desperation) Mr. Hale .

MarYy—His icy fingers claw my back. ‘Sign the book; sign the book; sign the
Devil’s book,” he say . . . And I sign.

HaLE—Your Honor, the girl is mad; stark raving mad.



Joun— (pleading) Mary! Mary!
Mary—No, I love God. I'll go your way no more. I love God. Oh, Abby, I'll
never hurt you more. (breaking into sobs)

ANN
GIRLS —Allelujah! She loves God, and goes his way no more.
THOMAS
PARRIS

HALE }——She’s gone mad; she’s stark raving mad.

FrRANCIS

(Mary runs to Abigail, who out of her infinite charity draws the weeping
child to her bosom.)

DANFORTH—Proctor, what are you? Are you the Devil’s man?
(Proctor, his arms held out pleadingly and uncertainly, moves toward Mary.
Mary, safe and secure now, soars with Abigail and Amn Putnam, who has
obsessively moved to join the girls in their chant.)

rABIGAIL ] —Ah ... ah ...

MARY —Ah . .. ah.

ANN

GIRLS —Devil’s man, Devil’s man. John Proctor’s the Devil’s man. Beware,

< DANFORTH | —beware! He is the Devil’'s man. Beware!
PARRIS

THOMAS

HaLE

—Madness, madness. This is madness, madness.
Francis }

(Abigail, Mary, and Ann Putnam on the one hand and Hale and Francis

Nurse on the other stand apart from the rest, who make up a howling mob
focussed on John Proctor.)

HALE and FraNcis—This is no trial.

HALE—I quit this court. (He rushes out.)

CURTAIN

Act IV

A month later. The dreary center court of the blockhouse-jail. Flambeaux on the
walls cast a murky light. A number of barred doors: to the corridor containing
Proctor’s cell; to the corridor of the women's cells; to the rooms serving as offices,
to the outside.

(It is an hour before dawn; Tituba and Sarah Good sit in the shabby gloom.)

TITUBA—
The Devil say he’s coming, to set his people free,
He'll fit us out wid feathers, black wings for you and me;
He'll fly aroun dis jail an de walls’ll come tumblin down,
An we’ll fly away forever from dis ole Salem town.

He’ll lead us to Barbados, where de sun is big an bright,

Where dere’s singin, where dere’s dancin, where dere’s feastin
till de night;

Where de fun an sport begin when de sun goes down,

For the Devil is a pleasureman in ole Barbados town.
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(Cheever enters with lantern and bottle, lurching a bit.)

CHEEVER—Come on, come on, up, my pretties. There’ll be great doins here today.
(He shoos Tituba and Sarah Good through a gate to a duark cormer.) (Sarah
Good reaches for his bottle.) What? (He gives it to her.) Here, then, and
now clear out. (Abigail, hooded and cloaked enters from outside unseen by
Tituba and Sarah Good. Cheever holds out his hand for moneybay which Abigail
carries, weighs it a moment, then walks over to call through the most heavily
barred gate.) Proctor. Proctor. (The remainder of the sceme till Abiguil’s
exit i sung and acted under the fear of discovery.) (With a large key
Cheever unlocks the gate and leaves it ajar. Abiguil crosses rapidly to gate.
Cheever exits. John comes slowly forward to gate. He is heavily manacled
and looks gaunt and desperately ill from his months of torture in the
dungeon.)

ABIGAIL—John, my darling, I've money and clothes for you. Look, look, John, you
are free. (John does not move or even seem to heur or see her as she sings
and shows him the clothes and momney.) (more intense mow) John, do you
hear me? There’s a boat at the dock waiting for us. The wind is in the
sails. (with great urgency) John, we cannot delay. (John remains as though
dead.) John, listen — I forgive you. I have come to save you, only you,
to take you away from this town of spite and hate. (Checver reenters,
unseen by the others.) To a land where it’s sunny and warm, where there’s
nothin but our love forever. (F'or the first time John looks at Abigail. He
slowly shakes his head, then lifts his manacled hands and shuts the guate
between them. He then shuffles back into the darkness. Cheever motions
the stunned Abigail to leave. Struck by another idea he looks about to see
that he is alome with Abby. As she passes him to leave, he catches her arm
and then with a sensual leer attempts to.kiss her. Abby fights him off and
rushes out sobbing. Cheever laughs harshly for a moment, then suddenly ccases.
His face becomes a muask of evil — brutal, heavy, and dissolute.)

CHEEVER—Sarah Good! (He wants his bottle. Takes his lantern. Discovers Tituba
and Sarah Good, who have been roused by his laugh.)

TITUBA—
The Devil said he comin, but he lie to you and me;
He’ll never give us feathers, he’ll never set us free.
We pray to him for help, but he don make no soun—
We gonna rot and die in dis ole Salem town.

(Cheever takes the last draught from the bottle and shoos Tituba and
Sarah off.) (Cheever hears someone coming, hastily hides the bottle, wipes
his mouth, and looks more alert.) (Danforth strides in, followed by Haole,
who 18 haggard and deeply troubled.)

HALE—But sir, you stir rebellion.
DANFORTH— (to Cheever) Bring Goody Proctor.

HavLe—Beverly has already thrown out the court. Orphans wander from house to
house, abandoned cattle bellow on the highroads — and no man knows when
these young harlots’ outeries will put an end to his life.

(Parris rushes in in great ewcitement.)

DANFORTH—Mr. Parris, what’s the trouble?

PARrRIS—ADbigail has fled — she has broken into my moneybox. She is nowhere
to be found.

DANFORTH—What?

HALE—What, indeed! Now where’s your case against the Proctors? Who now stands
against them?

DANFORTH—I do, by God. Beguile yourselves no more. For they shall confess, or
they shall hang. Till justice is done, I shall remain.

PARRIS— (i1 fear) But your Honor, those we hang this morning are a very danger-
ous sort. These people carry great weight in the town. Rebecca Nurse upon
the gibbet will wake a vengeance against us. Today .. . today, when I open
my door, a glittering dagger clatters to the floor.

DANFORTH— (with contempt) What are you asking? Come to the point.
HALE—Postpone these hangings. Say you strive for confessions.

DaNFORTH—I'll do no such. And know you this: to quell rebeliion in this land I'd
draw and quarter ten thousand men. While I speak-God’s law, I will not
erack His voice with whimpering. (As he stands quivering with rage Eliza-
beth is brought in, but he does nmot see her.)

CHEEVER—Goody Proctor, sir.

DANFORTH-—What? Oh . .. Mr. Hale, would you . .. (he goes to the side)



HALE—Goody Proctor, your husband is marked to hang this morning.
ELIZABETH—What do you want of me?

HaLE—Persuade him, make him confess.

EvL1ZABETH—To witcheraft? I shall not, and could not, persuade him to such a lie.

HALE— (passionately) Let him lie, but let him save his life. God asks no man to
take a life.

EL1ZABETH—I cannot. make him lie.

DANFORTH— (seeing her turn away in refusal, strides to her) Be there no wifely
tenderness in you, woman? Your husband will die with the sunrise. Do you
understand? What say you? Will you strive with him?

EL1ZABETH—I promise nothing, but let me speak with him.

DANFORTH—(to Cheever) Fetch him here. (Cheever leaves) (to Parris and Hale)
I do not understand this woman. Calamity surrounds her, and yet she weeps
no tear. (John is brought in. He is seen first by Elizabeth and them by
Parris, who points him out to Danforth.) Mr. Proctor, there is light in the
sky. Counsel with your wife, Mister, and may God turn you from Hell.
(Danforth, Parris, Cheever, and Hale move off, leaving John and Elizabeth
alone.)

JoHN—What word of the children?
EL1ZABETH—They are well. And you . . . have you been tortured?
JOHN—Aye . .. And now they come for my life . . . Have any confessed?

ELIZABETH—A hundred or more, they say. But not Rebecca. Nor poor Giles Corey.
He would not say them aye or nay. Great stones they lay upon his chest,
but two words only he gave them. ‘More weight, he $ays. ‘More weight,
and dies.

JouN—Elizabeth, I’ve been thinkin that I would confess. What say you?
ELIZABETH—As you will, so I would have it . . . But John, I want you living.

JOHN— (alive now, in response to Elizabeth’s warmth) I cannot mount the gibbet
like a saint. Will you forgive me if I lie?

EvL1ZABETH—John, oh John, it was my lie that brought you here. I, not you, should
ask forgiveness. It’s a cold wife that drives her man to lechery.

JoHN—No, no, I will not hear it.

EL1ZABETH—I counted myself so very plain, so poorly made, that no honest love
could come to me. Suspicion kissed you when I did; I never knew how I
should say my love. But know this now — as I know it — whatever you
do, it’'s a good man’s doing.

JoHN—Whatever I will do, will you forgive me?

ELIZABETH—Whatever you will do, whatever way you go, oh John, I will go by
your side.

JoHN—Elizabeth, Elizabeth . . .

JoHN—(a great triumphant shout) Mr. Danforth, Mr. Danforth. I want my life.
(a crescendo of wvoices backstage; then Hale, Parris, Danforth, and Thomas
Putnam come on, followed shortly by a jailkeeper bringing a desk, ink, and
quill pen.)

HALE—Oh, God be praised; he will confess.
PARRIS—It is a marvel; he will confess.
Hare
Parris —Praise to God. You shall be blessed in Heaven. Praise to God.
THOMAS

DANFORTH— (handing John a pen and a document, which he accepts blankly) Praise
be to.God, Mr. Proctor. Let you now sign this. (Cheever brings in Rebecca,
who is barely able to walk.)

REBECCA-—O%;, ;Tohn, are you well then? (She sees the document and involuntarily
recoils.

PARRIS—Mr. Proctor has confessed.
REBECCA—Confessed? Oh John, God send His mercy on you.

DANFORTH—Now, surely_, you see it profit nothing to keep this corispiracy further.
Goody Nurse, will you confess yourself with him?

REBECCA—It is a lie. I may not damn myself. It is a lie, Mr. Danforth.
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DANFORTH—Mr. Proctor — when the Devil came to you, was this woman in his
company?
JoHN—No.

DANFORTH—Martha Corey?
JoHN—No.
DANFORTH—Mary Easty?
JoHN—No.

DANFORTH—OT any others?

JoHN—No. I speak my own sins, but I, cannot judge another.

HALE—It is enough that he shall confess himself. Let him sign it. (Hale takes the
pen from John and dips it into the ink.) Come, man, sign. (John only
stands.) c

DANFORTH—Do you sport with me? Sign, or there is no confession.
JoHN—But why must I sign? All of you have heard my confession.

PARRIS—The village must have proof.

JoHN—Damn the village! You came to save me. I have confessed myself. It is
enough. God does not need my name nailed up on the church door. God
sees my name, He knows how Dblack my sins are. It is enough.

DANFORTH—Mr. Proctor —

JoHN—It is enough. You will not use me. I am no Sarah Good or Tituba. I am
John Proctor. I have three sons. If this is nailed to the church on the
very day Rebecca hangs for her silence, how may I teach my sons to walk
like men? With my sins I blacken them forever. . . . You may tell them
I confessed myself. Tell them Proctor broke his knees. Tell them what you
will, but I shall not sign.

DANFORTH—Do you mean to deny this confession when you are free?

JOHN—I mean to deny nothing — but this is my name. I have given you my
soul, leave me my name.

DanrFerTH—Is that documcnt a lie? I do not deal in lies. You will give me your
honest confession (kolds out his hand), or I cannot keep you from the rope.
Which way do you go, Mister? Which way do you go? (His breast heaving,
John tears the paper and crwmples it; he is weeping In fury, but crect.)
Marshal! Marshal!

PARRIS— (hysterically) Proctor! Proctor!
HALE—Man, you will hang. You cannot.

JOHN—I can. And there’s your first marvel, that I can. You have made your magic
now, for now I do think I see some shred of goodness in Jehn TProctor.
It’s not enough to weave a banner with, but white enough to keep it from
such dogs. (In a burst of terror, Elizabeth rushes to him und weeps «gainst
his hand.) Give them no tear! Tears pleasure them! Show honor now;
show a stony heart, and with it sink them. (John raises FElizaheth and
kisses her with great passion.) (The great gate of the blockhouse is opened,
and, in the rising light of the dawn, villugers become gradually visible lining
the path to the gallows.)

REBECCA—Let you fear nothing. Another judgment waits us all.

DANFORTH—Hang them high over the town! Who weeps for these weeps for cor-
ruption. (Danforth sweeps out past them. Cheever starts to lecad Rebeceq,
who almost collapses, but John catches her.)

REsECCA— (apologetically to Johm) I've had no breakfast. (They are led oitt.)
PARRIS— (in deadly fear) Go to him, go to him, Goody Proctor, there is yet time.

HALE— (with increasing agitation) Plead with him, plead with him, woman. It is
vanity.

PARRIS— (rushing after John frantically) Proctor! Proctor!

HALE —Be his helper. What prefit him to die? Shall, the dust praise him?
Shall the worm declare his truth? Go to him, go to him, woman,
take away his shame. Go to him, go to him.

CHORUS OF

VILLAGERS —Ah . . . weep, weep for them. Weep for them. Weep, weep.

EvL1zaBETH—He have his goodness now. Ged .forbid I take it from him. (A4s the
drumroll sounds, Hale falls to his knees and weeps in frantic prayer. The
new sun 18 powring down upon Elizabeth’s face.)

END OF OPERA



