A

o
&
=]
>
Y
Bl
W
oo
o
k.
LY
o
A
&

b
=
.
e

5

T TS VE SR

o rock o

.i




The historical tragedy of the 1692 witch trisls and

executions of Salem Village, Massechusetbs.




- - AUTHORS' YNOTZ=

C»g}y " Our purpose for the production of "TRIAL: 162" is to display,

f (musically), the events leading-to, during, and after the awesome

Ywitch! trials and executions of 1692 in puritanical-Salem Village,

Massechusetts,

Our story begins with JUSTIN SYKES outside of the Salem Village

church in the year 1690, He-describes howthe children need "SOMETHTYNG

TO DO". Then, a lesp in time brings us to the year 1692 where "THE

PROBLEM" began, Fronm theré you will witness one particular year of

lies, blindness, and unjust suffering beginning with a !'few! false

accusations and ending with a tragic climax,

4

The characters were all quite real. The cccurances, the same,

We have added only a 'pinch' of spice by taking the evil side of

-

the conscience, making it visible, and giving it a name; SATA,

The spirit of evil, invoked by the sound of a bell runz nine

times, makes the various entrances of what we czll "NINE BELLS" quite

significant,

It is a very macabre stofy, but very true. In fact the story of

the 1692 'witch hunt' dilemma is one of the most grim events in

fmerican history,

It is up to you, the viewér, to defprmine if our stény rexjly is
ey SrSaEy SR

a thing of the past}?

NINO KING
(AUTHOR OF LYRICS)
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THE GIRLS -

TIIUBA -

THE PARENTS -

SATAN (THE DEVIL; or the 1EVIL SIDE OF TiHE MIND') Countless years of ag=,
. Seen only to zudience. Known and fearad bubt nob ohys rall
1

nTRIAL: 16527

CAST OF CHARACIERS
(in order of appearance )

JUSTIN SYKES - Main citizen and 'narrator’ of story. L0 years of age.

Very concerned aboub the chiidren of the village.

ABIGATL WILLIAMS

16 years of age. The most respected of the four girls,
Niece of ths Reverrend Mr. Parris.

MARY WALCOTT

Klso 16 years of age. The serious one of the four.
ANN PUTHAM

Age 12,Though she is the youngest, she is very cruel
posessing an almost tevil! way of manipulating the
others, in thought and action, Though she begins the
tadventure' frightened, she soon throws away the fears
and becomes the maln accuser,

“MERCY LEWLS

19 years of age. lhe brightest of the four girls, and,
being the oldest, she is the most 'fed up' with every
day life.

visible to the people of the village., Suited in o
(naturally).

A Vest Indian slave from the Island Barbados. Ovmed by
Mp, Parris. A very nmystic woman.
Mr., & Mrs. @¥illiams

The parents of ASIGAL WILLI AMS,
My, Parris

The guardian of MERCY LEWIS, The Reverrend of
Village church. Cruel and very much &
pertaining to the good of the churchi.

Mr, 4% Mrs, wWelcotb

The parents of MARY WALSOTT.

s

Rsady to helieve wha
uwnderstand,

JOHY HANCHED

by
PR

JONATHAT COR:LIl

anbitious, scentical,

et P

AR M&M g S .

he Szlem

Mr. Putnan '
Father of AN PUTNAL, o
ko

The presiding magistrate. Handsome, proud; cruel, narrov

1 -y LR E T -
The second magissrate, less handsome, less proud; Vary

.
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"IRIAL: 1692

. ‘ CAST OF CHARACTERS (cont'd.)

- CAPTAIN SAMUEL SZwWALL
Cruel, proud, authoritative,
"ISSAC ADDINGTON
Fond of giving orders,
THOMAS DANFORTH
JAMES RUSSEL
MAJOR SAMUEL APPLETOHN .
Cold, proud, puritanical Juogose
THE ACCUSED - SARAH GOODE ‘ . s
A very tired but very couragsous woman,
JOHN PROCTER :
Young, handsome, defiant,
REBZCCA NURSE ;
- , A sickly and tired old woman. ’ .
3 : S GEORGE JACOBS : ,
‘ R A Very loyal and couraceous,
T © v ELIZABETH HOWS V
Fairly young. A gypsy girl.
GILES COREY

(Z A strong man, Proud, courageous, defiant.,

#NOTE: For the sake of context, we have brouzht to att:

only the six accused 118’090 above out of an oo

S I (S

two~tundred that had been unjustly jailed m‘“n a thre
month period,
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A WOMANS VOICE (TITUBA) on "o GOES TIME®

SARAH GOODE

THE ACCUSED THAT HANGED ON GALLOWS HILL -

o) ‘ JOHY PROCTZR
% REBECCA NURSE
t\‘; " : 3\ A—IORJJ Uﬁku\./.%s

k

ELIZA3STH HOWE
BRIDGET BISHOP
SARAH WILDES
SUSANNAH MARTIN
- GEORGE BURACUGHS (2 clergyman)
~ F  MARY PARKER
’ JOHN WILLARD
MARTHA C“.R ZIER
SAUEL WiRDWTELL
MARTHA Jea.fﬂ {wife of GILES CCRIY)
KARY EASTY '
CALICT PARKER &
AN PUDRAOR rFd
MARGARETD S20T? j
. WILHOT RIE >
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Salem Village, Massechusetts: 1690
Outside of church.

JUSTIN

SYK5S: Salem Village, sixteen~hundred-nine-o
Look at the children with nowh
U» Lo the meeting house then down
The children need scrething t
The children nzed something to do,

Y - Ivery Sabbath they ere preashed not to sing
Then on Wa uhesﬁ"“s listen to it acain,
They 're brou g of

‘ 5 12y of the Lords
How to kean D"sv frow vhe DJevils' horde,

They're brought vp right but they stay kind of bored,
The children nead scmething % ‘
The children need something to do

Evarywhere vou turn, the children lookinz for fun,
They search from morning £il1 tre £211 of the 12
) - SRSy pF AL L s
fk in start 2ll over when ths new day's bacun,
fhe children have nothing to ds, .
ne children somathing to do,
o . . s .
ne children nead something to do,
ININE BELLSH
4
i
£
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Y
"THED PROBLEMY ‘ MUSIC: J. MARSHALL SVANS
» LYRICS: NINO XING :

{USTICAL TNSPIRATICN: RIC DALE

: £ . T{r_
. 3
B
January, 1692, Outside of church, ‘o
ABIGAIL : o
WILLT 245 YMercy, Aan, and Mary listen to what I say;

This town just isn't changing and we get older every day!
We spend the Sabbath in the church,

And meetings half a week, -

Our knowledge of our God is strong; ’

Our bodies growing weak!

MARY ;
WALCOTT: what you speak is truth, I know, ;
Our enterteinment lacks! ;
But when we shout out, laugh, or cry,
The old ones hold us baclk,
AN
PUIH AL . Should we leave the house of God,
M2 take up any sport?
Or listen to the preacher speak,
And watch our lives grow short! .
IH3 GIRLS:  We've got to make things happen,

'Cause happening they're not,
welve lived ths best vears of our lives,
And now what have we got?!
MARCY
L%I3: - I've got a thought of what o dos
But keep it between me and you, .-
For what I know's an honest sin,
And the sons of the church would turn us in,

11 us, Mercy,

0o
2
Tell us row!

lell us what, and when, and how,

through rocks and trees
)

o
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A change from the unchenging

ng
Eoaant k¢ck the Devil
To prove he's not 2

o

s

s 1zke him rung
frightening one!

e d ) N
S /
Surely that would be some fun!

Ve'll tamper none with Satan,
Orue »{ beasts, e V 4 -
we Louth our souls with: ev;l

(V39
L

QV11”*‘feas
N

Our future, \\ J ¥
It's fun 1e re seeking, not'toysing
‘'Cause sinning comes for fréel :
= § . - . ) H
2'1] see Tituba ton 13}t at}s%x. '
ne'll see Tituba tOﬂl"ht aly six. »
£1 ' oT )
And tempt we'll not the DevilE! tricks, “
And teunt we'lll no the Devils' tricks,
u .& J" i
; ] :
v I . ;
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WSATANSY U

s 77 Same tinme,

SHOIR:

SAY

.A-

CHOIR:
SAT AN

CiHOLA:

MOANT
LAy .

SADS

CHOIR:

SHULIR:

Outside of

“uU"T VIsimt MUSIC: J. MARSEZAL
LYRICS: NINO KING

o]

Inside of church.

So, this town's not blind at all;

 They've been taught

T

-

They're aware that I exist,
Ind of the powers that I've got!

Cur father which art in Heaven;
Hallowed be thy nam

Fools! Your father which is in {aaven,
Trembles at my famel

Thy kingdom come, thy will be done
On Earth as it 1s*in Feaven,

kS

¥y powers come, your soul I'l1l have won
Cn Zarth before you get to Heaven!

I

Give vs this day our daily bread;

T'11 talke you when you've all been fed!
And lead vs nct into uewx tat ion;
Right into my hexation!
Deliver us from evil,

Not qﬁltp, I'11 prevaill
For thine is the kingdom,

Mine!

And the glory,

ine!

Forever, and ever, Anen,

g,
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MARY:

Mercy, come show us; let's not delsy,
Take us to Titubas', show us the way.

ANN 2 y blocd runs cold, I'm struck with fright,
The first time I have sinnad will be our sinnin
ABIGATL:  Ann, you're the youngest of the four of us here;
So we'll not put you down for the depth of your fear.
All we are doing is running away from the duldrums of living;
We're livening our day,
AN Still, T can't help it,-
I wish I had stayed.
MARY s It's too late now;
We already have strayed,
MERCY: Follow me now,

THE GIRLS:Mn three or five minutes we'll be at Titubas!' door,
There!ll be no turning back to the boredom before!

MERTY:

Inside

SATAN:

Qutside

JUSIIN SYKES: They're brought up right but they stay kind of bored,

Follow me fast, VR
v Follow the future, outrun the past, i :

v

TN g ) . : .
Whenzﬁffvghtasted excitement, we'll be begging for more!

of church,

They'11l soon join my festive horde!

of church,

Down the road,

THE GIRLS: we'll see Tituba tongght at six,
[ZRCY: And tempt wa'll not ﬁhe Devils' tricks!
By the church door,
JUSTIN SYKE3: The children need something to do,
SYKES & SATAN: The children need something to do,

The children need something to do.
ALL: Anen,

In three or five minutes we'll be atiiﬁtubas' door,
Tbsfe'll be no turning back to the boredom before!
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) WLOHG SOUGHT HXCI TEMENTH - MUSIC: J. MéRSHéLL EVANS
- LYRICS: WINO KING
: ARRANGEMENT: RIC DALE
& 3 -
{
y -
{ The Last Few Miles. (On the road to Titubas!)
| | » /4
} . ; ;S
ANt How much more must we be led s/
Before this road that we have t?gad is ended?
\\ . ATGAIL: Such complaints in words you'lve said! .
y Mercy knows the road ahead infended,
‘\\ - . . / (‘
\ MARY s T see a light out t‘nrouc-n\ the night;
Rk Up there a way like ‘tbe bﬂepxln" of a new day.
' < JIERCY s Htubas!, we'rs FPTE:{ ;J/
E - S0 let's not be awere of Satanic fea
3 TR - ‘ : 3
" THE, GIRLS:Titubas!, we'lre here ! :
7
- o - So let's not be aware of Satanic! fear,
pd , e . \\ L i
P » o . \ \‘.
’ / fmse us, Tituba. (Inside Titubas')" N .
i ; C L
F ~o

what will we see, when, where, and how will it be?
Wefve not been home, the time is late. .
To amuse us, Tituba, expose our fate,

}

f
-/ - MERCY: Tituba, tell us our future, what's 4o be,
)

IEE GIRLS:The time is late, expose our fate, the time is 1etv.

#

WARMING # 1/

#

ITTUBA: Sit:then, children of curiosity and fears;
With the feeling of walstlng your youth throgghoht the years,
Though I am but a masters' slave;
; A power, to me, the Devil pgave,
¥ - S0 if you've but an ounce of fear,
"Then turn around and flee from here.
For it's more than just amusement; y
But p0551%1e exoosure to Satans! abusement,
You fear not

R
S S S

< THE GIRLS: We'll laugh at him!

o

TITUBA: Your first lesson is to never laugh in the face of sin,
‘ For he'll burn your eyves and tear your skin!

7 Now sit, close your eres ard I'1l clue vou in,

¢




(ﬂéw;r‘ .

EL T

Present and Future, .

i «

TITUBA: |
¥
ks

P
&

A

ASIGATL:

- MARY:

s
%

- MERCY:

ABIGATL:

%

CMARY:

i
AN

WARNING # 2

TI TUBA:,

{ann though it's far - fetched, it has livened OU“zniéﬁ*

You, Abigail, F—see are the leader respected by the other thr
Rebellion is yours for the chance to be free;
And rabﬂlllon w1ll live ti 11 they answer your plea,
T D oo G PETPELART 2
Nary,-a girl with a sarlouq faca,
You can manage .any deed any time, "any place,

Mercy, you're the oldest, you've llvsd life the most,

And you're tired of the 'father, tne son, the holy ghost!,
Ann, a child with so ruch %o do, % i,
But you don't know where you're going,
You'll stand by the side of who sees you @eb th””h"ﬂ.

And if danger is +hreaten1n it 1s only to you,

You are gll or a search for a new wzy of 11’8.
You ‘seek entertalrment to hide fron the strife,

N Dbpp G © 547

Now I can see that your playing will end
&htg.lnnocent suffering while vou pretend.

The whole town will witness a tarr:HWG nha e,
Iives of your family and erenus rearrangad,

‘Then when thﬂy ve all praybd and give up a]l hOpe
The panic will cease at the end of a rope,
Y01r town will decay and eventually rot;

Cause fun will destroy ﬁvprmth“na that you've got!l
Nonsense o0ld woman, you take us as'fools. -

We all are nrotected by the church and Gods' tools,

Didn't I tell you that this would ex~1t° ks

ve

Yercy, let's go back to our homes; "%?fyf
ind leave now this slave glrl alone!

I cen't believe what I've'beard hers tonig!
Anything so tragic just couldp't bp right!
Before we leave, Tituha, vou'll uell u%, I hore,
what did you mean by 'The end of a rope!?

The future is yours; in the future you'll know, -
As for now go on back to. your homes and sleep till the day,
Just don't lock for fun that will lead you astrzy,

'Cause while you're asleen the Devil will play!
%m}mnghmuwﬂxﬂ7ﬂm' )

Devil will »lay! The Devil will nler!

Pay no attention, my childre en, just go,

- S Bt e . L SR

or how, or with who,. -

L
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"A GOODN

That e%ening. The four girls are at home, asleep.. ' ‘ k G

SAT AN

GHT PRAYER FROM SATANM o MUSIC: J. MARSHALL BVINS

Sleep young girls,
- Dream of your visit at Titubas! and those horrlble thlncs she told you,

u{w

LYRICS: NIKO KING

Sleep young girls, SR B ; =
Sleep and dream till the rise of the Sun.
When your minds are at their weakest st es, you'lT see me,

It scared you!

Dream young girls,
A nightmare to make you scream!
To wake you up in a flash of chills, quite freezing!

Dream young girls, :
Because of Titubas' words you see:

A glant creature swallowing yous ‘

A vicicus man chasing, reaching out for you,

Hideous animals of all sizes and shapes,
Bite at your feet, there is no escapel

You see and feel them as real as life,
Wherever you run theret!s noc place to hide!

Dream, sleep, screan!
Sweab from what youlve seen! . ;

Shake, chill, wakel
Freeze until you break!

How I laugh at your nightmarish fright,

From the tricks being played on your minds tonight,

Your subconscious is making you see what is not.

Let's say that the mind is a strange power that you've gob!

Titubas' words you have built up yourself,
From innocent fun, to the beginning of hell!

Sleep young girls,
Dream young girls.
Wake, shake, and scream, young girls}

vhatever occurs has been brought on by you,
You chose to sin and I helped you pull through!
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Incide the

¥R. & MRS,

1
HALCOTT:
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A
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PUT A

HR.

Cutside

MARY:

HiEROT

;
the cf

MISIC:
LYRICS: NINO KIEG

church., One week later.

N .

b
kS

Forever, and ever; Amen,

i

J. MARSHALL T

Every night for seveqféays our child has woke
She's yelled out words of fear, and death, in

dreaming,

Mercy, too, has awakened chilled;
Stares frightened when I speak,

She's shivered in 2 pool of sweat eve night
I ry mg

Little Mary's cried for help;

"Dear God,

nle

Free me from this firey hEL”, and creatures

fan used to soundly sleep until the Sun would

Now something in her dreams that creeps, has

UTrCile ;

have sinned by submitting to the
To stray
I-C‘

Thay 13 warsecuta usS,curse our na
We'ld never see the 11@nt.

e

ny e

away

A1 we sought was change,
ghtly rearrange the boring

s1i d
doing scmething strange,

To
e

By

Tou know we've got
They '11 never know
Let's make it seem

to stick together,
the facts! )
the fault of tho

Those with power &117
The ones to whom the Devil calls?
The Witches!

J.ﬂ“’y will take tha blame,

To save us from disgrace and shame!

But we know of none,

Tint :
#2111 make them upd

[eatd
e
~ CU e

from normal. life for fun 1
cur parents or the town found out what we Jdid
:ss,

S

38

S

and

devill

up Sscreaming,
the middle cf her

this xeek.

notonous wavs,

LS

who've made a devils! wmagt!




So lat

Widowed wives and useless lives!

s

Point our fingers at the innocent? .

To save ourselves, we must!

us promise, secret's kept.

Zach other we must trust,

1111 not telll I'11 save my neme!

Yor will I, you have my word, .

B g

fhis will be our saecret game..,

Ihat no one elss has heard!

fo see you shiver, shake; and cry,

o,

warents and citizens are disnersing from the church., They notice
~irls and anproach them,

Tell us,; girls, what frightens vou?

¥hat makes you seream a2t nicht? E

Is.a suffering, torturous UL»nu.
Wh levil crept, becasss he thoushi we sirrad,

his every wish, sc ve 4
T b3

We have been chosen by Satan himself,

He wants us to lean before we look,

The town is infested with witches that requested

We go zhized and sizr the Bevils' hook,
-ﬁtcn'" richt here in our Lowm!
ong ve, vebt not one has besn found! £

didntt let him in,

o ‘
Lte 30
oMy

K]
s ¥
¥
i
3
~
¥
s
B
B

oy T
Oh, God, they've been afflicted! L »
e .&tchaq hava tham sddiched! '
R.ght here in our town yot not one has been found.
Point them out!
Peint them out!
Point them out! ,
We must find them, not let them yun shou’!
LR Sarah Goodz! I saw he
She ﬁ;axe o mg in dr yqs.
FART: Sarah 11&@3, the gypsy girl!
4 likely one it seems,
AT 3L Elizabeth lows, who lives not far from here!l
I saw a man in black khlSperlng in her ear,




ANN:

MR.

ALL:

PARRIS:

Tituba, the Indian slave! ‘ ' 1 of H
4 power to her the Devil gavel \
Susannah Martin and Rebecca Yurse! §\ ’ T
Those two, I'm sure, of the bunch are the worst! \\ wz\

. i, !
Seek and cease them! Bring them here! \/

Sinners hang on Gallows Hill!

Seek and cease them! Bring them here!
Sinners die on Gallows Hill! 7
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The same d

MARY:

P

W ATTENTION®

ABIGAIL:

MARY

ANW

e

J.
NIN

»T
'L

MARSHALL

AT,
i

VT AR

Ak ¥

gy a few hours later. The feour girls are together by the church,

A handsome show we gave today,
They believed us every inch of the way.

Such attention we've received,

The fools are blind so they helieved!

This is &ll more fun then I ever thought,

Be »nroud of the acting talent that we've got,
i '

Si¥ence vourselves from being so proud,

Our lles,by God, not quite aJoud'

‘Mercy is r'&h by we'll surely be damnad

~Silence, you iwo, we did what we planned.

k'In order to save us from an earlier doom;

Wie're only doing what we have to do.
Do you want to die?
iOr keep up the 1ie?

4
4

&9'11 keen up the 119 though it's not gnite richi,

And Itve f0@nd it hard to sleep at night.

A y
No you care more for your lack of sleep?

Or the 1ife vou can most e3511y keep?

.-Sp let it be done.(

b T 3
" /’é » 'A
So let it be dones’
LN

You must admit that attention is fun,

™, -

<50
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=
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"TEE MAGISTRATES / THE ACCUSEDH

Fo,
LA

MUSIC: d.
LYRICS: EIYO HING

a
3

A few days later. In the street of Salem Village,

A CITIZEN:

PARRIS:

MR. PUTNA1:

" MR. PARRIS:

JOHH

MR, ~I’“
IiR.. & x

J'S

2 S WAS!
& A qu;ou:

....j.t‘..;.

1 \U T ANT
N

i

S.

-Look!

HATHORNS: W& '3t

There's John Hathorne t”»‘* nesd Mazistrate,
And Jonathan Corwvin tooy % R
They 're coming down the road almost to the gate;
Wth the judges, what a splendid crewr! e T

=

lNow we can begin the trial to convict the witches with 2 smile
It will begin in gust a little while,

fnd we'll rejoice together when it's through.

The sherriff is down the road, !
He's bringing us a cursed load;

Those sinners with the book of Satan himsealf,

t ‘\,SLv “»IJI E“] \‘:

They '11 hang and Lhen they'll rot in Helll . ' : :

The witches, they sre on their way, o
They will regreh +?eir every dayl

We'll hear what the Magistrates say,

And w1l rewolﬂﬂ Ognthdr when it's thronyh

?ell us, Magistrate rathorne, those, wltﬁnes, will you try them

ry +r&e"1, my good f',lloxv, that's why you

v - ) ‘ S _f"-‘;i , ,,:'i:_

G

rvin, talk to the blrls that have been curssd

Eﬁll,us, Sorwin, what would you do 1f your denghier was curss
gnid bewltched? |
the girls that have pointed them out,

Héretwe sre, sir, what did vou want to talk about?

-

gave us a call,

Peae a1

A4y




TJOMATHAN CORWIN AND THE

Children, I

i Mazi

'BROOVSTT 2K

»

stre

ot
¥

"have heard

R Y

hen ]

“LOTWT T‘ .

some

MUSTCs
LYRICS:.

J.
AT AT
A

MARSHALL TV 23

0 KI5

. o Witches put a curse on’
- . Tell me now, 1s this true? . : _

- that do these witches do? B L
'u.. . - . : ’ -~ e -

Witchas flying on'a broom; - ' A :

Fill the sky, there is no room. : et e

Aint-that somethin', aint that neat! = 7 -

Wnat do you went for trlck—or~urﬂat?v T

“re Lo T,
you. .

Are their roses full of
PR Do they talk in words or
' Have they brewsd a sascret Szuce? .

- . " And just who is the witches bdss? SR

v K . N~
- -~ - .

tell the truth., .. = . S L
Are thsy really mean to you? - ) L A . .
i . Just ,what do” these goblins do? S : S

- s . - : * *
i .- . - ' -

Come: on now,

s mamma dontt act so cold! - S T
s 1t true what I've been t01d? - S s : :

t SpooK your-housel ab night?} .. i
such -an ayful s1vht9 - . . ) s

- [ 3
. R B PN
. I have been informed on Sheir use of pins, o : “
- ' And you can take bhenm cut before they stick them in,
Bavy, don't you that o 1lie is s sin? ‘ 5
k3 R L (] s - ‘f\‘
Ts that what they really do? | ’ '
B L. N . " N 2 A ‘ . [ P ¢
. . One 1ibtld, two little, three lv*tlﬁ wi t H,~,
L ] T -
- . ; 1 2 3 * '
. flying ‘round in- tna SVY. * . ’
. o 7 Fownr 7lutl”, five 1i% six 1ittle mitchés.
e - Tou know vou ¢ ‘jn'f foo; vn*s §dv3‘ ) .
. - - - . “ £}
. ‘: A LN . i v . ® - . :
: : Coma ong, tﬂll ne, whaﬁ do these vitechas do? '3
‘ . * .. . ‘. o ' e .
P ; Now rezlly, vou don't thirk I belisve in zonls do you?”
I : L = v . *
r : e " .
; . ; \ . . .
r : . : e
3 y ‘
*, . :
h ; C o ' )
S, 3 ’
* -, 5 L . 4
¥
. s

e e et S+ it e e R e o S b e
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"CRIES FROM THE AFFLICIEDM MUSIC: J. MARSHALL EVAIS u(%zg
LYRICS: ¥INC XIUG ‘
The girls to Magistrate Corwin, .
| ~ A -
ASIGAIL: Dear Mr, Corwin, do you think that we 1lie? ; -~
We have been afflicted, the others and I! N
We have suffered, and voqwced, and_screamed,. .and eriedi.. / Q?\ vﬁ“ i
And-we'll contlnue Lo suffer tilX thpy've all been tried, ' o
JOHN HATHORITE: S0 we've heard, SRR ; " S
So we've heard, e : : o
JONATHAN A » - o | o
CORWIMN: Quite absurd, : o . -

" uite absurd!

ANN: (screaming) Stop! Vol -.:
She is hurting ne, “hurting me!
She is sticking pins in my side 2and twisting my arm!
She is doing me harm!

She is doing me harm! . P
ASIGAIL: Do you hear how she screaﬁs? N
HATHORNE: But there's nobody there,
ABIGAIL: That's 'cause witches can send £hn1r souls nhrouﬂh th afﬂf
CITIZENS: %Who is hurting you? , 7
Who is hurting you? ST

AN Sarah Goode! She's 2 witeh! E
: She's the one that makes me Lwitchl

HATHORNE : Cease her! Arrest her! S
S4RAH GOCDE: Young girl you lie
'Tis someone else not I!
. I'm not twisting your a
" I'm not doing you harm!
THE GIRLS: It is you and you do!

- SARAH GOODE: No it's not I!
1? : They are telling =z lis!

SITIZENS ~ Ceasse her, arrest her and the others accused!
Cur children tormented, begniled,.and abused,

SARAH GOODE: XNo,-it's not I :
They are Telwlng a liel




Fhy

HATHORNE:
THE GIRLS:

MR, PARRIS:

vary

Cease her, arrest her, and throw her in jail!

Nobody put up the bail,

And the same to the other accused wifches

¥

a2 Lo
~ o
\J{ 4 ,i

.

L *

»

4

*
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"IS THERE EVID

The next day.
HATHORNE:
CORWIN:
JUDGE SEWALL:

JUD3E
ADDTNGTON :

ANN:

32

Pagy

7

!,

ENCEZ TO TRY (PRELIMINARY ) MUSIC: J. MARSHALL ZVA'S J/di’/

LYRICS: NIYNO XING

The jail office,

Is there evidence to try?
Do they live or do they die?

Do we let the accused just go?
Tell me now, I want to know,

We must btry them in court and this witcheraft abork.
Cr the yourg girls will suffsr until then,

We'lve got to o it now!
& already know just how,
We'll meke this bloody, ecursed witcheraft end.

They are guilty, we know,

B have devils!' marks to show,

They have bitten us through spirits never seen,

We don't want to make a fuss,

But they're tantalizing us to sign the devils! book;
They say it's keen,

Tet the date for the trizl,
We will see if they're so vile.
Until then, put each one of them in jail,

Girls, it's up to you.

You'tve got to see it throuch,

Point out each one you think is a witch,

If there's evidence to try;

They will live or they will die,

But this tovm will never keen a Devils' bitch!







B -

"OIR &AL TING (IV JAIL)"

Three months later,

JOHN PROCTLR:

ELIZ ABETH HO-D:

GILES COREY:

SARAH GCODE:

JOHN PROCTER:

JOHN PROCTZR:

Inside the villaze jail, i .

Here we've been for the
Wno knows how much lonze
Those girls, on a rampa

Now, two-hundred of us are locked swa

I think they've pone too far! o
I even think they've cone ss far a: ‘
They've pointed us out, ons n =on=;
They're accusing everyone!

Now will we die walting in j2il?

ooy
;;C‘

I see that every d=
ind mayhe just dis

Welve been hars three
Mdom'aT“©4'
The food is lon
We'lre sickened &
Md we wight jus

I've heard tha
Pwoof they nee

‘re 0ld enough
But not from bell
And not in a cell, +

d
oy

The trisl date has bezn sat now.
welll face the judees and the
Before we're 1aid in sod, I

That we won't just die wzitins

igtrates as well,

ey oy 4 Goycle
Lo TraEy Lo wods

Se
ne . ime =Y ! ten to imow you well,
I X before vhat I know now ans oven mors,
& r o « 1 3 3 3
Ird T don't want Lo lose it to die g in jeil,
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: puqi»BQ
S

ELIZASE[H HOE: We'd have a lot to live but we are sickly and our chances
- don't look good
Those girls w171 see us diel! .
They ere wranped up in their lis,
Sut do

o

we have to die waiting in jail?

GE0R5GE JASORBS: If we are gulliy, hang usl
Though trust in God is all we ever thought or knew,

. JOHN PROCTER: A1 thet wa cen do to see this crisis throuch,
s ' Is tc pray that we won't die waiting in jail.
' SARAH 300D=: we'lva haesn accused uwnjustly!
welve heen accused of crimes we did not commit,
EiIZABE?? HOuWE: Gur heslith is 5ot 30 well since we've beeﬁ'T cked up in this zell,
JOHN PROCTER: Dear God, don't let us die walting in jail.
ELIZASE[H HO0w«i: - Dear 3od, don't let us die waiting in j=il,
ALL: Doar Tod, .4
“\-}
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1

WI1D LIKE TO TALK TO YOU MR. HATHORNE / OUT THSRE SOMEWHERE"

-The next day. The jail,

 SARAH 300DE:

JOHH HATHORNE:

SARAH GOODE:

JOHN HAMH

SAR41

ORNE:

G0028:

S NS R S S

I'd like to talk to you, Mr. T4'atlf)or-xne.
I'd 1like to talk to you zbout the trial,
I'd like %o ask you, Mr, Lat horne
¥hy have we been accused?

We never did ahuse those children,

-%3
~3

I really don't know what to tell you,

I find that words are hard to say,

If I should try to prove they lie,

The tovm wouldn’t understand the reason why,

But we're not guilty Mr, Hathorne,
# never did those things they've said,
we're not guilty Hr, iath ot st

3

hey're just children with imacination in their heads

1

Stop it, now!
There's not a tesr in my eyes!

You balieve it's the truth and not lies?

I nave to try you!

I11 defy you!

Tnen you will die!
You will diel
You will diel
You will 4i

s
D @
ten »

How hard it is £
When they turn 2 an
The lengbh of ~uvr lives i
fnd you wont hear a word I
To save yourself you'd throw it all away,

Who do you turn to “hen
The truth lies ins
You don't want to know,

Someone please believe me tefore I.zo,

ot

;..J.
5‘
3
o

L TTEIEELE - e D I T S O T A A A e - Ser

here's novhars to zo?

s 2T AT A - :
MUSIC: J.MARSHALL EVAS
LYRICS: YIEO 3

e

We'lre not %o blame for the cause of uhelr-i!i!-.'cawa
—— 1
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SARAH GOODE:

'

Out there somewhere i

Out there somewhere is an ear rea to listen to a truth
3

that here, I know will not be found,

Cut there somewhere are two eyes that will onen and will

see the blindness huvering around, e
I don't know just uhere' N
But I know, I know it's there, ; ;

Out there scmewhere lies a fisld of golden D&StdrPo thct
T know I want to see before I die, i

. hild that is crying and I know

s ac
I can not comfort If I die,

I don't know just where; CT
But I know, I know it's there, : L

There's still so much I want to see,
And still so much to do,

But death continues endlessly,

The sams for me and you,

I'11 never do the things I want to try
If I die,

We're not vuﬁl‘v, Mr, ©
We'lve never done those thjn
Ye're not guilty, Mr, ddth
They're just chlluﬁ h

i
V]
ct
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H
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nTRI AL: 1602 (THE COURT OF QYIR 4D I[ERVINER)Y MUST3:
LYRI™ Sy
S L -
A few weeks later. Ingersolls Inn (the building used as the courthcusz),
5 " . . ST
L Lo ;
THE CITZENS: ITis sime for the trial Lo be ;in’in awhile.
'hstmmfmvmet d_tﬁvﬁm
THE SHERALFF: Hagistrates Hathorne, COrwih; and the honorable; judges, :
T S e T
JONATHAN CORWIN:  Bring in the accused] S J\'. N N
JOHN HATHORMNE: Bring in the accusers!
N ;
THE SHYRRLFF: Here they are now, magistrates, Y

JOHN HATHORHE

JONATHAN CORWIN:

JOHN HATHORNE:

MERCY LEWIS:
JONATHA! CORAIN:

MARY WALGCOTT:

JOHN PROCTHR:
ELIZA3ETH HOWs:
JOHN PROCTIER:
ANN‘PUFXAM:

SATAR:

ot

Then let the court of
Let the trial begin. : N

Young girls, &re uhpse the w1tcap° that ‘have sizned *

oyer and terminer begirn,

hook? B S ‘ . j,
Yss they are, sir, every one of them! :

. S :: )
Young girls, are they the onss that torment vou.whe

Yes they are,sir,

They are lying!
You are blind}

every one of £h ﬂ}

DA P NI S

e -
e el

We'lve done nothing of the &1n§f v ;f”oﬁ -
Yes they have, 51r, every one of h n} )

If we'd done the things they 'vey
viould we kneel ourselves %o pr?v’

Is that the action of

She's a lying little

Thay are evil,
Sc you've said,
So you've said,

w §~ g )
N i o

fhey are making you ook bad! L &
sadwphmw
sl "f{’ﬁ "
70d every day?
witch? [/
bitch!
sir, every one .0f them! .
! ’
& .
A

o



JOHN HATHORME:

SARAH GO0DZE:

THE GIRLS:

AN & MARY:

ANNe
MARY:
JUDJE 3%4ALL:
ANN:

[HE JUDJGS:

SARAH GOCDE:

JOHN HAIHORNE:

(ASIGAIL anc

ABTGATYL, 2. MERCY:
AT GATL:
MERCY:

THS JUDGES:
REBRCSA NURSE:

SAT AN«

Sarah Goode, take the stand and t=11 us, I demanc;

Are you a wiitch?

I am not sir!

! .
She is hurtigg me, hurting me!
She is biting my arm!
She is doing us harm}
Her body is not there,

But her spirit's in the air!

D

She is guilty, lock her up!

I am not!
I am notd

Rebecca Nurse, take the stand and tell us,
Are you a witch? , ‘

I &1 not, sir!

Yas she is!
Yes she is!

MERSY £211 into fits)

STop! Mol
She is hurting me, hurting mel

There is nobody there!

2]

he sends her soul through the air!

[€2]

ne is guilty, lock her vp!

Oh, dear God, I am not!
Sha is right, o

She is not,

T




JUSIIN SYXES:

ANN:

JOHN HATHORMNE:
ANH .
ISSAC
ANN:

SAMUEL STWALL:
AN,

SK{UEL 38WALL:

ISSAC
ANN:

ISSAC

ANNe

JCHN HATHORNZ:

SAUSL SEWALL:

ADDINGTON

ADSINGTON:

Twenty more they had tried, then they called
Everyone that took the stand was abused then
AL the next morning sunrise;
Another would. be terrorized,

By the faces of

Mr. Hathorne,

the people that once

A member of Sarah

Bring the accused

She is evill

ADDINGTON :Dorcas Goode?

the accused

were thel

L

there is another,

Goodes! family.,

up, now}
up,; now!

Goode!

But she is a child of two,

A child she is,

But evil

Shets an infant!

(cutting

clear through.,

How could she,..e

We willl not try that child!
speak}

She can't even

31 believe vour

PEN VAR 3 WaaN

S
d

re
i
~
o
)

Hora Dornas

o

story is a little

hit weak!

ol

as vou will
K

rou that,

her 31zel

join her mother in jaill

confagsed haca

not caring of

i Ao e bt NS

e
e
trs

i
loc

wRva g:~ﬁ“g gwr} ware 5‘7}71,}1‘

vise she though

2

127

t

3
3

him off) She's as guilty as the others?!

ct

a day.

3
ked

r friends,

-
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JUSTIN SYKES:

SATMN:
JOHIT HATHORNE:
THE CITIZENS:

JOHN HATHORNE:

THE CITIZENS:
JOEN PROGTZR:
JOHN HATHORNE:
JOHN PROCTAR:

JOHN HATHORYE:

JOHN PROC[ER:

JOHN HATHORNE:

JOHY PROCTER:

Tose who knew that thsy were right;
Pleaded innocent put up a fight,
Were locked in jail and walted there to die,

Are the girls telling the fruth?

Imagination of a youth?

I'm afraid we'll never know what is false and what is so.
But our eyes are open wide af, the happenings inside,

Mnd you've had them open since it all began!

 Giles Corey, taxe the stand and tell us, I demand;

Are yon a wizzard?
(GILES is silent)

He won't talk, he won't talk,
He won't talk, he won't talk,

My good fellow, what's your nlea?

he won't talk,
he won't talk,

He won't talk,
He won't talk,

He won't talk.
He is strong.
You can't make

P

A
him think he's wrong!
N . sy TN
He will speak, I will make himl %
I'm afraid vou'll never breszk himl :

He must balke
Wa must know;
Do we hang or let him go?

He won't speak!
Hels not weak!
Speak not a word, Giles!
You are innocent, just as wel

Yo will make this man confess with a2 persuasion that is besu.
Pake him oub and use a pressd

Giles Corey will

0
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A Hif

"PHE PRESSING OF GILHESH . MUSIZ: JMARSPALL TV AN
PR LYRIZS: WIKO KING
& % 3
[ 7
{ .

without a struggle, GILES COREY is tortured for a plea in front
of all the townspeople.

JUSTIN SYKES:

GILES COREY:

Giles Corey wouldn't talk,

Wouldn't say if he was zuilty or not,

His words he calmly stored as thay laved him under a board,
Placing boulders large ir size on the top, hefore our eyes,
Though the weight crushed him down;

Giles did not emit a sound, o
The judges had to know; v \{/? '
If they should hang or let him zo, e

With such an iron will;
Giles kept his silence still.

Why should he defend himself acainst what he didn't do?
Though he was very strong, it wouldn't be too long
'Till Giles would encounter sudden fate, ’

With his last dying breath, 3

Before he met his dsath, , -t

He shouted to the jury: e : ®
MORE WEIGHT! Doy




noORIYT QUIT HOW!

The next day. In back of Ingersolls Inn.
ABIGATL: tlercy, Ann, and Mary, listen to what I sav;

I thirk we've gone a bit too far,
We have carried it away!l

MARY: what you speak is truth, I know,
The innocent will die, 8,
But should we turn 2a2ch other in?\
: Or keep up with the lie? )
ANN': - If either one of you should talk,
I swear I'11 turn you ind
I'11 make them think that yvou're a witch!

I'11 let them know vou've sinn=d}!

MERCY: A, how could you hs
How could yecu turn us in
You're in this just as much as we!l
Tou &lso chese to sin!

AN We are in this very deep, so we can't quit now.
We'lve got to keep

Yo mattar whers or how,
D
o)

a7 3 e i1 P
Whet have those
EN

ASTGALL: If they were guilty yes, they should!
’ : the reason why?

AN we've started something we can't quit.
The trial's reached an end,
S0 do we call it tc a hault and let them know that = »retend?

&

MERCY: Little Ann, she speaks the truth,
If we confess we go to jail,
And not a single one in t

ASIGATL: Then it's setiled, we keen it wup,

However cruel and mean.

3ut a5 long as we all live, our conscienses will nob ba clean]
S Besides, the awakening of this town 58 the hagh T've ever saen!
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NSENTTNARD TO DITH

MIISIZ: J MARSHALL EVA'S
LYRISS: WING KING

Days later., The last meeting at Ingersolls Inn,

JOHN HATHORNE:

JUDGE SEWALL:
JOHN HATHORNE:
JUDGE ADDINGTON:

JOHN HATHORNE:

THE CITIZENS:

e R A e e i P R e N 5

The trial is finished and the guilty will hang.

Tomarrow at dawn-on Gzllows Hill,

We have tried 311 accused and nineteen will die,

They are locked up for now they will spend their last night,

We have had a fair trial, the girls helped us out,
We can't let the Devil roam a1l about,

They 've been sentenced to die hy the judzes and I.
At the rises of the sun, before evervone, '

It's been a long time, now they'll pay for their crime,
We've done what we should for the village's good,

Now we'll rest until the executions,

The witches have been sentenced to die,
The witches have been sentenced 4o die,

i
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"ON GO3IS TIMEM

MUSIC & LYRISS: NING ¥XING

4 womans' voice (TITUBA) is heard somewhere in the distance,

I'I’I'UBA;

E‘R& NOT DYING FOR YOU!

' ™y

Just before sunrise, John Procter and the other conviched 'FltCA“S and wizzards!

Day will breek, . N
Moon will rise, _ &
Sun will shine,

On goes time,

T ~ Rvs: o Ty T AT
:’A'l:hSIJ 19_ I.:.LZTu H .;.’,1’." Alir

H

are looking through the jail bars at the flock of people gathered outside to
witness the executions,

JOEN PROCTER:

- The rope that's he en hang

Fallows HilT
ng is hang
One time we 211 knew who was our friend.
Now we’re alone and awaiting the end,

Look out the window, u

"3
('Q u 2

I'he younz girls tslked falsely.

why did they 1ie?

Why were we picked to go forward and die?
No eone heleived us,

et et

Pou

oy,

& U('ri/"{(::‘

? No one would hear,

{ A disease that has lasted and cursed us a year,
Everyone's waiting, look at them smile.
For their amusement we die in awhile,
Those vultures are dronling,
Aon't Jeave 'til1l it's done,
Truth Josy the battle, decaption has won,
(Yelling at the waiting crowd)
G0, damn you, leave! Don't you know we're not zuilty of anr
such action against ¢ oc, our ILordl’
Why do you shand thers like tigers jush waiting to eat any
creature that enters your horde,

. Gol Gol No, we'ra not dying for you or the liers that nut
us in jail, )
Go! S0l Yo, we're not dying for vou!
Yoi We're not dying for you!
PRT o mia s . el LD e PR . - e
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"DAMN HAS COMEM

Dawn,

THE CITIZENS:

v

THE SHERRIFF:

( THE SHERRIFF

THE SHERRIFF:
JOHN PROCTER:
THE SHERRIFF:
JOHN PROCTER:
JOHN HATHORNE:
JOHN PROCTER:
JUDGE SEWALL:
JOHN PROCTZR:
JUD3E ADDINGION
JOEN PROCTER:

A CIITZEN:

© JOHN PROCTER:

A CITIZEN:

JOHN PROCIER:

A CITIZEN:

JQHN PROCIER:
THE CITIZE

JOH‘\T PROCTZR:

« MUSIC & LYRICS: NIX

",

Dawn has come, hang the witches]
Dawn has come, hang the witches!

Come, witches, to Gallows Hill,
The dawn has come you must d}‘.e NowW,

grabs JOHN PROCTERS' arm, xnere is a struggLe.)
Come,

NO?

Come!

NO!

HANG THEM!

NO!

HANG THEM!

NO!

HANG THEM!

NO! NO! NO! no!

HANG THEM! HANG TH=M! HAYI TH®M!

(A long piercing scream as the SHERRIFF snd JUDIE

jerk him out of the cell) NO!I!!

Patye 4y
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MARGH TO GALLOWS FILLY

MUSIZ: MINO KIM3

NATLS: FISIORY

convicted are marched up to the gallows and hanged, one by one,
SHERRIFF reads off their names as they die and agonizing pleas

emitted from the victims,

SHERRIFF: Sarah Goode,
Rebecca Nurse,
George Jacobs,
Elizabeth Howe,
Bridget Bishop,
Sarah Wildes,
Susannah Mertin,
George Burroughs,
Mary Parker,
John Willard,
Martha Carrier,
Samnel Wardwell,
Martha Corey,
Mary Zasty,
Alice Parker,
Ann Pudeator,
Margarett Scott,
Wilmot Reed,
John Procter,

g

"ON GOES TIME (RZPRISE)M

s i B

TITUBA:

Day will breek,
Moon will rise,
Sun will shine,
On goes time,
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NSO¥ETHING TO DO (REPRISE)" MUSIS: JMMSEAL RS Yy
: LYRICS: YINO ¥ING ”

JUSTIN SYKES: Salem Village, sixteen-hundred-nins-two,
Since the trial and executions have bsen throughg
The touwn's decaying and now rotitins away,
All the peonle have long since moved away,

;And the children need something to do,
The children need something to do,

JUSTIN SYKES
. & ,

SATAN: , The children need sémething to do,
B n %
THE CHOIR: The children need gomething to do.
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