THE CRUCIBLE DUETS

ELIZABETH:  How dare you go to Salem when I forbid it! Do you mock me? I‘ll whip you if you dare leave this house again! 

MARY: I am sick, I am sick. Pray, pray hurt me not. My insides are all shuddery; I am in the proceedings all day.  I made a gift for you today, Goody Proctor. I had to sit long hours in a chair, and passed the time with sewing. 
ELIZABETH: Why, thank you. It‘s a fair poppet. 
MARY: We must all love each other now, Goody Proctor. 
ELIZABETH: Aye, indeed we must. 
MARY: I‘ll get up early in the morning and clean the house. I must sleep now. 
ELIZABETH: Mary. Is it true there be fourteen women arrested? 
MARY: There be thirty-nine now….Goody Osburn…will hang! 
ELIZABETH: Hang! Hang, y‘say? 
MARY: She sent her spirit out. 

ELIZABETH: Oh, Mary, Mary, surely you… 

MARY: She tried to kill me many times, Goody Proctor! 

ELIZABETH: Why, I never heard you mention that before.

MARY: I never knew it before. I never knew anything before. When she come into the court I say to myself, I must not accuse this woman, for she sleep in ditches, and so very old and poor… But then… then she sit there, denying and denying, and I feel a misty coldness climbin‘ up my back, and the skin on my skull begin to creep, and I feel a clamp around my neck and I cannot breathe air; and then… I hear a voice, a screamin‘ voice, and it were my voice… and all at once I remembered everything she done to me!. So many time, Goody Proctor, she come to this very door beggin‘ bread and a cup of cider—and mark this— whenever I turned her away empty—she mumbled. 

ELIZABETH: Mumbled! She may mumble, hungry. 

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, think, but… 

MARY: And so I told that to Judge Hathorne, and he asks her so—―Goody Good,‖ 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!
ELIZABETH: I would go to Salem now, John… let you go tonight. 
PROCTOR: I‘ll think on it. 
ELIZABETH:  You cannot keep it, John. 
PROCTOR: I know I cannot keep it. I say I will think on it! 
ELIZABETH: Good then, let you think on it. 
PROCTOR: I am only wondering how I may prove what she told me, Elizabeth. If the girl‘s a saint now, I think it is not easy to prove she‘s fraud, and the town gone so silly. She told it to me in a room alone—I have no proof for it. ELIZABETH: You were alone with her? 
PROCTOR: For a moment alone, aye. 
ELIZABETH: Why, then, it is not as you told me. 
PROCTOR: For a moment, I say. The others come in soon after. 
ELIZABETH: Do as you wish, then. 
PROCTOR: Woman. I‘ll not have your suspicion any more. 
ELIZABETH: I have no… 
PROCTOR: I‘ll not have it! 
ELIZABETH: Then let you not earn it. 
PROCTOR: You doubt me yet?! 
ELIZABETH: John, if it were not Abigail that you must go to hurt, would you falter? I think not. 

PROCTOR: Now look you… 

ELIZABETH: I see what I see, John. 

PROCTOR: You will not judge me more, Elizabeth. I have good reason to think before I charge fraud on Abigail, and I will think on it. Let you look to your own improvement before you go to judge your husband any more. 

ELIZABETH: I do not judge you. The magistrate sits in your heart that judges you. I never thought you but a good man, John, only somewhat bewildered. 

PROCTOR: Oh, Elizabeth, your justice would freeze beer.
DANFORTH:  Mister Proctor, it is my duty to tell you this. We burn a hot fire here; it melts down all concealment. Are you certain in your conscience, Mister, that your evidence is the truth? 
PROCTOR: It is. And you will surely know it. 
DANFORTH: I take it you came here to declare this revelation in the open court before the public? 
PROCTOR: I thought I would, aye… with your permission. 
DANFORTH: Now, sir—what is your purpose in so doing? 
PROCTOR: Why, I… I would free my wife, sir… 
DANFORTH: There lurks nowhere in your heart, nor hidden in your spirit, any desire to undermine this court? 
PROCTOR: Why, no, sir. 
DANFORTH: I tell you straight, Mister—I have seen marvels in this court. I have seen people choked before my eyes by spirits, I have seen them stuck by pins and slashed by daggers. I have until this moment not the slightest reason to suspect that the children may be deceiving me. Do you understand my meaning? 
PROCTOR: It is the children only, and this one will swear she lied to you. 
DANFORTH: Mister Proctor… this morning, your wife sent me a claim in which she states that she is pregnant now. 
PROCTOR: My wife pregnant! 
DANFORTH: There be no sign of it—we have examined her body. 
PROCTOR: But if she says she is pregnant, then she must be! That woman will never lie, Mister Danforth. 
DANFORTH: She will not? 
PROCTOR: Never, sir, never. DANFORTH: Mister Proctor, if I should tell you now that I will let her be kept another month; and if she begin to show her natural signs, you shall have her living yet another year until she is delivered. Will you drop this charge? 

PROCTOR: I… I think I cannot. 
DANFORTH: Then your purpose is somewhat larger? 
PROCTOR: I come not to hurt the court, I only…

DANFORTH: Now what deposition do you have for us, Mister Proctor? And I beg you be clear, open as the sky, and honest.
