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	The Crucible  Act 2



	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’d you let her??  You heard me forbid  her to go to Salem any more!

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 her up her chin like a daughter of the a prince and says to me ‘I must go to Salem, Goody Proctor; I am 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 jail now, she says.  And they’ll be tried, and the court have power to hang them too, she says.

PROCTOR:  Ah, they’d never hang –

ELIZABETH:  The Deputy Governor promise hangin’ if they’ll speak not confess.  John.  The town’s gone wild, I think.  She speak 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 jail for bewitchin’ them.

PROCTOR:  Oh, it is a black  mischief.

ELIZABETH:  I think you must go to Salem, John.

I think so.  You must tell them it is a fraud.

PROCTOR:  Aye, it is, it is surely.




    








