THE CRUCIBLE monologues
ABIGAIL: Now look you, if they be questioning us tell them we danced—I told him as much already. I talked to your papa and I told him everything. Now look you. All of you. We danced. And Tituba conjured Ruth Putnam‘s dead sisters. And that is all. And mark this—let you breathe a word, or the edge of a word about the other things, and I will come to you in the black of some terrible night and I will bring a pointy reckoning that will shudder you. And you know I can do it. I saw Indians smash my dear parents’ heads on the pillow next to mine, and I have seen some reddish work done at night, and I can make you wish you had never seen the sun go down!  Now, shut it, Mary Warren!
ELIZABETH: She wants me dead, John, you know it! With so many in the jail, more is needed now, I think. Would you favor me with this?-Go to Abigail. John…grant me this. You have a faulty understanding of young girls. There is a promise made in any bed…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. 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 sleeps in ditches, nor Osburn drink 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, have you ever shown her somewhat of contempt? She cannot pass you in the church but you will blush… I think she sees another meaning in that blush. I think you be somewhat ashamed, for I am there, and she so close.  Goand tell her she‘s a whore. Whatever promise she may sense, break it, John, break it.
MARY: I never knew anything before. When Goody Osburn 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, Mister 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.   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: (Mimicking an old crone.)—―Why, your excellence, no curse at all; I only say my commandments; I hope I may say my commandments,‖says she!  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! 
DANFORTH: Your friend Mary Warren has given us a deposition. In which she swears that she never saw familiar spirits, apparitions, nor any manifest of the Devil. She claims as well, that none of you have seen these things either. Now, children, this is a court of law. The law, based upon the Bible, and the Bible writ by Almighty God, forbid the practice of witchcraft, and describe death as the penalty thereof. But, likewise, children, the law and Bible damn all liars, and bearers of false witness. Now then… it does not escape me that this deposition may be devised to blind us it may well be that Mary Warren has been conquered by Satan who sends her here to distract our sacred purpose. If so, her neck will break for it. But if she speaks true, I bid you now drop your guile and confess your pretense, for a quick confession will go easier with you. A poppet were discovered in Mister Proctor‘s house, stabbed by a needle. Mary Warren claims that you sat beside her in the court when she made it, and that you saw her make it, and witnessed how she herself stuck her needle into it for safe-keeping. Children, a very auger bit will now be turned into your souls until your honesty is proved. Will either of you change your positions now, or do you force me to hard questioning? 
PROCTOR: I have known her, sir. I have… known her.  In the proper place—where my beasts are bedded. Eight months now, sir, it is eight months. She used to serve me in my house, sir. A man may think God sleeps, but God sees everything. I know it now. I beg you, sir, I beg you—see her for what she is. My wife, my dear good wife took this girl soon after, sir, and put her out on the high road. And being what she is, a lump of vanity, sir…. Excellency, forgive me, forgive me. She thinks to dance with me on my wife‘s grave! And well she might!—for I thought of her softly, God help me, I lusted, and there is a promise in such sweat! But it is a whore‘s vengeance, and you must see it; I set myself entirely in your hands, I know you must see it now. My wife is innocent, except she know a whore when she see one. A fire, a fire is burning! I hear the boot of Lucifer, I see his filthy face. And it is my face and yours, Danforth. For them that quail now when you know in all your black hearts that this be fraud. God damns our kind especially, and we will burn, we will burn together! 
HALE: Goody Proctor, your husband is marked to hang this morning. You know, do you not, that I have no connection with the court? I come of my own, Goody Proctor. I would save your husband‘s life, for if he is taken I count myself his murderer. Do you understand me? Goody Proctor… I have gone this three month like our Lord into the wilderness. I have sought a Christian way, for damnation‘s doubled on a minister who counsels men to lie. It is a lie!—they are innocent! Life, woman, life is God‘s most precious gift; no principle however glorious may justify the taking of it. I beg you, woman—prevail upon your husband to confess. Let him give his lie. Quail not before God‘s judgment in this, for it may well be God damns a liar less than he that throws his life away for pride. Will you plead with him? I cannot think he will listen to another. 

