
Hale. Good evening.

Proctor (still in his shock). Why, Mr. Hale! Good
evening to you, sir. Come in, come in.

Hale (to Elizabeth). I hope I do not startle you.

Elizabeth. No, no, it’s only that I heard no horse—

Hale. You are Goodwife Proctor.

Proctor. Aye; Elizabeth.

Hale (nods, then). I hope you’re not off to bed yet.

Proctor (setting down his gun). No, no. ( Hale comes
further into the room. And Proctor, to explain his 
nervousness.) We are not used to visitors after dark, 
but you’re welcome here. Will you sit you down, sir?

Hale. I will. (He sits.) Let you sit, Goodwife Proctor.

(She does, never letting him out of her sight. There is 
a pause as Hale looks about the room.)

Proctor (to break the silence). Will you drink cider, 
Mr. Hale?

Hale. No, it rebels4 my stomach; I have some further 
traveling yet tonight. Sit you down, sir. ( Proctor 
sits.) I will not keep you long, but I have some 
business with you.

Proctor. Business of the court?

Hale. No—no, I come of my own, without the 
court’s authority. Hear me. (He wets his lips.) I know 
not if you are aware, but your wife’s name is—
mentioned in the court.

Proctor. We know it, sir. Our Mary Warren told us. 
We are entirely amazed.

Hale. I am a stranger here, as you know. And in my 
ignorance I find it hard to draw a clear opinion of 
them that come accused before the court. And so 
this afternoon, and now tonight, I go from house 
to house—I come now from Rebecca Nurse’s house 
and—

Elizabeth (shocked ). Rebecca’s charged!

Hale. God forbid such a one be charged. She is, 
however—mentioned somewhat.

Elizabeth (with an attempt at a laugh). You will never 
believe, I hope, that Rebecca trafficked with the Devil.

Hale. Woman, it is possible.

Proctor (taken aback). Surely you cannot think so.

Hale. This is a strange time, Mister. No man may 
longer doubt the powers of the dark are gathered 
in monstrous attack upon this village. There is too 
much evidence now to deny it. You will agree, sir?

Proctor (evading). I—have no knowledge in that line. 
But it’s hard to think so pious a woman be secretly 
a Devil’s bitch after seventy year of such good prayer.

Hale. Aye. But the Devil is a wily one, you cannot 
deny it. However, she is far from accused, and I 
know she will not be. (pause) I thought, sir, to put 
some questions as to the Christian character of this 
house, if you’ll permit me.

Proctor (coldly, resentful  ). Why, we—have no fear 
of questions, sir.

Hale. Good, then. (He makes himself more comfort-
able.) In the book of record that Mr. Parris keeps, I 
note that you are rarely in the church on Sabbath Day.

Proctor. No, sir, you are mistaken.

Hale. Twenty-six time in seventeen month, sir. I must 
call that rare. Will you tell me why you are so absent?

Proctor. Mr. Hale, I never knew I must account to 
that man for I come to church or stay at home. My 
wife were sick this winter.

Hale. So I am told. But you, Mister, why could you 
not come alone?

Proctor. I surely did come when I could, and when 
I could not I prayed in this house.

Hale. Mr. Proctor, your house is not a church; your 
theology must tell you that.

Proctor. It does, sir, it does; and it tells me that a 
minister may pray to God without he have golden 
candlesticks upon the altar.

Hale. What golden candlesticks?
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