THE CRUCIBLE

as be touches ber, a strange soft sound, balf langhter, balf amaze-
' ment, comes from bis throat. He pats ber hand. She covers bis

%gnd with hers. And then, weak, be sits. Then she sits, fac-

mg~Jazm.
PROC’F%R: The child?

ELIZABE’fH% It grows.

PROCTOR: 'Ehere is no word of the boys?
ELIZABETH: Ti%ey re well. Rebecca s Samuel keeps them.
PROCTOR: You Have not seen them?

Y
ELIZABETH: I have’ n\ot Sbe catches a weakening in herself and
downs it.

PROCTOR: You are a—marvel, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH: You—have been tortured?

,e

PROCTOR: Aye. Pause. She 'zmll not let berself be drowned in the
sea that threatens ber. They c%me for my life now.

ELIZABETH: .I know it.

LPapuse. N\
KN

PROCTOR: Noge—have yet confessed‘

sL1zaBETH: There be many confessed.

PROCTOR: Who are they?

BL1ZABETE: There be a hundred or more, th 5. say. Goody Bal-
lard is one; Isaiah Goodkind is one. There be B many

PROCTOR: Rebecca? v A

ELIZABETH: Not Rebecca. She is one foot in Heaven now;
naught may hurt her more.

PrOCTOR: And Giles?
ELIZABETH: You have not heard of it?

PROCTOR: I hear nothin’, where I am kept.

- give them but two words. “More weight,” he says. And dxeti
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ELIZABETH: Gx}es 1s dead.
He looks at ber ;;‘tferedulously ’
PROCTOR: ‘When werdshe hanged?

ELIZABETH, quietly, faa%ﬂ 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, d auction out his property. So
he stand mute, and died Christiah, under the law. And so his
sons will have his farm. It is the lav%’for he could not be con-
demned a wizard without he answer tlfé@dictment, aye or nay.

PROCTOR: Then how does he die? -%‘«‘\
ELIZABETH, gently: They press him, John.

‘ N
PROCTOR: Press? ’%&

EL1zABETHE: Great stones they lay upon his chest mmi\he plead
aye or nay. With a tender smile for the old man: They % X

PROCTOR, numbed——a thread to weave into bis agony: ¢ Moré‘“\««»
weight.”

ELIZABETH: Aye. It were a fearsome man, Giles Corey.

Pause,

PROCTOR, with great force of will, but not quite Zookmg at ber:
I have been thinking I would confess to them, Elizabeth. She
sbo'ws nothing. What say you? If I give them that?

ELIZABETH: I cannot judge you, John,
Pause.

PROCTOR, simply—a pure. question: What would you have
me do?

ELIZABETH: As you will, I would have it. Skight pawuse. 1 want
you living, John. That’s sure.

PROCTOR-—be pauses, then with a flailing of hope: Giles’ wife?
Have she confessed?
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EL1zaBETH: She will not.

Pause.

PROCTOR: It is a pretense, Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH: What is?

PROCTOR: I cannot mount the gibbet [ike a saint. It is a fraud.
I am not that man. She is silent. My honesty is broke, Elizabeth;
I am no good man. Nothing’s spoiled by giving them this lie
that were not rotten long before.

ELIZABETH: And yet you’ve not confessed ull now. That speak
goodness in you.

PROCTOR: Spite only keeps me silent. Tt is hard to give z lie to
dogs. Pause, for the first time he turns directly to her. 1 would
have your forgiveness, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH: It is not for me to give, John, I am—

PrOCTOR: I'd have you see some honesty in it. Let them that
never lied die now to keep their souls. It is pretense for me, a
vapity that will not blind God nor keep my children out of the
wind. Pause. What say you?

ELIZABETH, #pon a heaving sob that always threatens: John, it
come to naught that I should forgive you, if you'll not forgwe
yourself. Now he turns away a little, in great agony. It is not
my soul, John, it is yours. He stands, as though in physical pain,
slowly 7ising to his feet with a great immortal longing to find bis
answer. It is difficult to say, and she is on the verge of tears.
Only be sure of this, for I know it now: Whatever you will do,
it is a good man does it. He turns bis doubting, searching gaze
upon, ber. 1 have read my heart this three month, Jobn. Pause. I
have sins of my own to count. It needs a cold wife to prompt

lechery. .
PROCTOR, in great pain: Enough, enough—

ELIZABETH, 70W pozmng out her heart: Better you should
know me!
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PrOCTOR: I will not hear it! I know you!
ELIZABETH: You take my sins ﬁpon you, John—
'PROCTOR, in agony: No, I take my own, my own!

ELIZABETH: John, I counted myself so plain, so poorly made, no
honest love could come to me! Suspicion kissed you when I did;
I never knew how I should say my love. It were a cold house I
kept! In fright, she swerves, as Hathorne enters.

Proctor, bis chest heaving, stares, turns to Elizabeth. She comes
to him as though to plead, her voice quaking. ' -

EL1zaBETH: Do what you will. But let none be your judge.
There be no higher judge under Heaven than Proctor is! Forgive
me, forgive me, John—1I néver knew such goodness in the world!
Sbe covers ber face, weeping.
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x%roctor turns from her to Hathorne; be is off the earth, bis voice

Qé{?'w.

HATHORNE, with a mystigal tone: God be praised‘ Tt is a prov-
idence! He rushes ont the“de qor, and his voice is heard calling
down the corridor: He will confess! Proctor will confess!

PROCTOR, with a ¢ry, as he strides 23 he door: Why do you cry
it? In great pain be turns back to ber. Ft,is evil, is it not? It is
evil. ‘ ' '

ELIZABETH, i terror, weeping: | cannot ]udgeﬁ«:you, John, I
cannot! %ﬁ%

PROCTOR: Then who will judge me? Suddenly claspz??@ bzs
hands: God in Heaven, what is Jobn Proctor, what is ]ohn Pro%
tor? He moves as an animal, and a fury is riding in bzm, a
tantalized search. 1 think it is honest, I think so; I am no saint.
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