ACT 1


PROCTOR [His smile widening]: Ah, you’re wicked yet, aren’t y’!






ABIGAIL: Give me a word, John. A soft word. [Her concentrated desire destroys his smile.]

PROCTOR: No, no, Abby. That’s done with.

PROCTOR: Abby, you’ll put it out of mind. I’ll not be comin’ for you more.

ABIGAIL: You’re surely sportin’ with me.

PROCTOR: You know me better.

ABIGAIL: I know how you clutched my back behind your house and sweated like a stallion whenever I come near!

PROCTOR [gently pressing her from him, with great sympathy but firmly]: Child-

ABIGAIL [with a flash of anger]: How do you call me child!

PROCTOR: Abby, I may think of you softly from time to time. But I will cut off my hand before I’ll ever reach for you again. Wipe it out of mind. We never touched, Abby.

ABIGAIL [with a bitter anger]: Oh, I marvel how such a strong man may let such a sickly wife be – 

PROCTOR [angered- at himself as well]: You’ll speak nothin’ of Elizabeth!
