The Crucible: Witchcraft, Mania or Manipulation? – Act III (excerpt)
HALE: Excellency, it is a natural lie to tell; I beg you, stop now before another is condemned! I may shut
my conscience to it no more—private vengeance is working through this testimony! From the beginning
this man has struck me true. By my oath to Heaven, I believe him now, and I pray you call back his wife
before we—
DANFORTH: She spoke nothing of lechery, and this man has lied!
HALE: I believe him! Pointing at Abigail: This girl has always struck me false! She has—
Abigail, with a weird, wild, chilling cry, screams up to the ceiling.
ABIGAIL: You will not! Begone! Begone, I say!
DANFORTH: What is it, child? But Abigail, pointing with fear, is now raising up her frightened eyes, her
awed face, toward the ceiling—the girls are doing the same—and now Hathorne, Hale, Putnam,
Cheever, Herrick, and Danforth do the same. What’s there? He lowers his eyes from the ceiling, and now
he is frightened; there is real tension in his voice. Child! She is transfixed—with all the girls, she is
whimpering open-mouthed, agape at the ceiling. Girls! Why do you—?
MERCY LEWIS, pointing: It’s on the beam! Behind the rafter!
DANFORTH, looking up: Where!
ABIGAIL: Why—? She gulps. Why do you come, yellow bird?
PROCTOR: Where’s a bird? I see no bird!
ABIGAIL, to the ceiling: My face? My face?
PROCTOR: Mr. Hale—
DANFORTH: Be quiet!
PROCTOR, to Hale: Do you see a bird?
DANFORTH: Be quiet!!
ABIGAIL, to the ceiling, in a genuine conversation with the “bird,” as though trying to talk it out of
attacking her: But God made my face; you cannot want to tear my face. Envy is a deadly sin, Mary.
MARY WARREN, on her feet with a spring, and horrified, pleading: Abby!
ABIGAIL, unperturbed, continuing to the “bird”: Oh, Mary, this is a black art to change your shape. No, I
cannot, I cannot stop my mouth; it’s God’s work I do.

MARY WARREN: Abby, I’m here!
PROCTOR, frantically: They’re pretending, Mr. Danforth!
ABIGAIL—now she takes a backward step, as though in fear the bird will swoop down momentarily: Oh,
please, Mary! Don’t come down.
SUSANNA WALCOTT: Her claws, she’s stretching her claws!
PROCTOR: Lies, lies.
ABIGAIL, backing further, eyes still fixed above: Mary, please don’t hurt me!
MARY WARREN, to Danforth: I’m not hurting her!
DANFORTH, to Mary Warren: Why does she see this vision?
MARY WARREN : She sees nothin’!
ABIGAIL, now staring full front as though hypnotized, and mimicking the exact tone of Mary Warren’s
cry: She sees nothin’!
MARY WARREN, pleading: Abby, you mustn’t!
ABIGAIL AND ALL THE GIRLS, all transfixed: Abby, you mustn’t!
MARY WARREN, to all the girls: I’m here, I’m here!
GIRLS: I’m here, I’m here!
DANFORTH, horrified: Mary Warren! Draw back your spirit out of them!
MARY WARREN: Mr. Danforth!
GIRLS, cutting her off : Mr. Danforth!
DANFORTH: Have you compacted with the Devil? Have you?
MARY WARREN: Never, never!
GIRLS: Never, never!
DANFORTH, growing hysterical: Why can they only repeat you?
PROCTOR: Give me a whip—I’ll stop it!
MARY WARREN: They’re sporting. They—!

GIRLS: They’re sporting!
MARY WARREN, turning on them all hysterically and stamping her feet: Abby, stop it!
GIRLS, stamping their feet: Abby, stop it!
MARY WARREN: Stop it!
GIRLS: Stop it!
MARY WARREN, screaming it out at the top of her lungs, and raising her fists: Stop it!!
GIRLS, raising their fists: Stop it!!
Mary Warren, utterly confounded, and becoming overwhelmed by Abigail‘s—and the girls’—utter
conviction, starts to whimper, hands half raised, powerless, and all the girls begin whimpering exactly as
she does.
DANFORTH: A little while ago you were afflicted. Now it seems you afflict others; where did you find this
power?
MARY WARREN, staring at Abigail : I—have no power.
GIRLS: I have no power.

