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From Act Three:

DANFORTH, glancing down a long list: How many names are here?

FRANCIS: Ninety-one, Your Excellency.

PARRIS, sweating: These people should be summoned.  Danforth looks up at him questioningly.  For questioning.

FRANCIS, trembling with anger: Mr. Danforth, I gave them all my word no harm would come to them for signing this.

PARRIS: This is a clear attack on the court!

HALE, to Parris, trying to contain himself: Is every defense an attack upon the court?  Can no one – ?

PARRIS: All innocent and Christian people are happy for the courts in Salem!  These people are gloomy for it.  To Danforth directly: And I think you will want to know, from each and every one of them, what discontents them with you!

HATHORNE: I think they ought to be examined, sir.

DANFORTH: It is not necessarily an attack, I think.  Yet – 

FRANCIS: These are all covenanted Christians, sir.

DANFORTH: Then I am sure they have nothing to fear.  Hands Cheever the paper.  Mr. Cheever, have warrants drawn for all of these – arrest for examination.  To Proctor: Now, mister, what other information do you have for us?  Francis is still standing, horrified.  You may sit, Mr. Nurse.

FRANCIS: I have brought trouble on these people; I have – 

DANFORTH: No, old man, you have not hurt these people if they are of good conscience.  But you must understand, sir, that a person is either with this court or he must be counted against it, there be no road between.  This is a sharp time, now, a precise time – we no longer live in the dusky afternoon when evil mixed itself with good and befuddled the world.  Now, by God’s grace, the shining sun is up, and them that fear not light will surely praise it.  I hope you be one of those.

From Act Four:

PROCTOR: I have confessed myself!  Is there no good penitence but it be public?  God does not need my name nailed upon the church!  God sees my name; God knows how black my sins are!  It is enough!

DANFORTH: Mr. Proctor – 

PROCTOR: You will not use me!  I am no Sarah Good or Tituba, I am John Proctor!  You will not use me!  It is no part of salvation that you should use me!

DANFORTH: I do not wish to –

PROCTOR: I have three children – how may I teach them to walk like men in the world, and I sold my friends?

DANFORTH: You have not sold your friends – 

PROCTOR: Beguile me not!  I blacken all of them when this is nailed to the church the very day they hang for silence!

DANFORTH: Mr. Proctor, I must have good and legal proof that you – 

PROCTOR: You are the high court, your word is good enough!  Tell them I confessed myself; say Proctor broke his knees and wept like a woman; say what you will, but my name cannot – 

DANFORTH, with suspicion: It is the same, is it not?  If I report it or you sign to it?

PROCTOR – he knows it is insane: No, it is not the same!  What others say and what I sign to is not the same!  

DANFORTH: Why?  Do you mean to deny this confession when you are free?

PROCTOR: I mean to deny nothing!

DANFORTH: Then explain to me, Mr. Proctor, why you will not let – 

PROCTOR, with a cry of his whole soul: Because it is my name!  Because I cannot have another in my life!  Because I lie and sign myself to lies!  Because I am not worth the dust on the feet of them that hang!  How may I live without my name?  I have given you my soul; leave me my name!

DANFORTH, pointing at the confession in Proctor’s hand: Is that document a lie?  If it is a lie I will not accept it!  What say you?  I will not deal in lies, Mister!  Proctor is motionless.  You will give me your honest confession in my hand, or I cannot keep you from the rope.  Proctor does not reply.  Which way do you go, Mister?


His breast heaving, his eyes staring, Proctor tears the paper and crumples it, and he is weeping in fury, but erect.

DANFORTH: Marshal!

PARRIS, hysterically, as though the tearing paper were his life: Proctor, Proctor!

HALE: Man, you will hang!  You cannot!

PROCTOR, his eyes full of tears: I can.  And there’s your first marvel, that I can.  You have made your magic now, for now I do think I see some shred of goodness in John Proctor.  Not enough to weave a banner with, but white enough to keep it from such dogs…. 

From Act One:

Since 1692 a great but superficial change has wiped out God’s beard and the Devil’s horns, but the world is still gripped between two diametrically opposed absolutes.  The concept of unity, in which positive and negative are attributes of the same force, in which good and evil are relative, ever-changing, and always joined to the same phenomenon – such a concept is still reserved to the physical sciences and to the few who have grasped the history of ideas….


Our difficulty in believing the – for want of a better word – political inspiration of the Devil is due in great part to the fact that he is called up and damned not only by our social antagonists but by our own side, whatever it may be….In the countries of the Communist ideology, all resistance of any import is linked to the totally malign capitalist succubi, and in America any man who is not reactionary in his views is open to the charge of alliance with the Red hell.  Political opposition, thereby, is given an inhumane overlay which then justifies the abrogation of all normally applied customs of civilized intercourse.  A political policy is equated with moral right, and opposition to it with diabolical malevolence.  Once such an equation is effectively made, society becomes a congerie of plots and counterplots, and the main role of government changes from that of the arbiter to that of the scourge of God.

