
 

 

ENGLISH: ENCOUNTERING CONFLICT 
 
Conflicts often prompt people to take the expedient rather than the moral course of action. 
 
 
I cannot speak, but for monosyllabic sentences, for fear I should betray myself. Guilt churns inside 
of me, stretching and twisting and tearing at my insides…and even so I think of her yet. Anger 
bubbles within me, threatening to explode. I cannot fathom what I have done, what has been done 
to me. Elizabeth has lain abed, sickly, innocent to the dark happenings in her household, while I 
have destroyed the very ground upon which we stand.  
 
‘John?’ she calls weakly, and every muscle in my body tenses, preparing to snap. My traitor legs 
carry me to her door, and I ask in a strained voice, ‘Is all well? Shall I send the boys to tend you?’ I 
cannot meet her eyes. I feel their accusatory glare on my forehead. I am a hypocrite, how may I 
think to raise three boys when I myself stray so far from His path?     
‘John, I would ask you…’ Her voice is high and brittle. I am suddenly cold. She knows of my crime, I 
am sure. Her breaths come quicker and shallower as she struggles with herself. I am incapable of 
speech. I stand paralysed, unable to offer her relief.  
 
‘…I would know if you have been unfaithful.’  
 
The sentence is uttered rapidly and followed by a broken silence. She lies, thin and silent and 
impassive, as my guilt breaks free from my body and an anguished moan escapes me. With an 
almost superhuman effort, Elizabeth closes her eyes, her face smooth, and I am filled with a deep 
self-loathing. I long for her to speak, to scream even, to cry and curse; for her silence is a more 
terrible condemnation than anger ever could be. Sinner, it whispers in my ear. Lecher. Adulterer. My 
insides are on fire and I respond the only way I know how – I let out an almighty roar. The house 
trembles at my rage. But it is not enough. I cannot combat the silence, it overwhelms my fury, for it 
speaks true: I am a fraud.  
 

*** 
I sense Mary weakening. Triumph fills me. Now I must only offer her a way back to us. ‘Take away 
this shadow!’ I cry dramatically, staring as though transfixed toward the ceiling. It pains me not to 
look at John. How I long to feel his strong arms around me once more! I cannot see him, but I am 
sure his eyes bespeak his hidden love for me. He will come back to me in the end, I know it. 
Suddenly I am dragged roughly to my feet. My hair feels as though on fire. I find myself faced with 
John’s rugged features. I positively glow. He cannot bear to be apart from me – I knew it! And yet, 
his expression emanates fury. I hear a tangle of angry voices, but the sound is strangely distant. I 
watch John’s lips as they shape a word, and the moment he screams feverishly ‘Whore!’ both of our 
lives collapse about our feet.  
 
I cannot fathom his reasoning for betraying us - he has placed a mighty blush upon his own name. 
Wherefore should someone sacrifice themselves in such a way? I can only think his desire so great 
he would it were public. But he cannot look at me – he speaks in a tone of deep shame. I am utterly 
bewildered. I know not what to make of this turnaround. Danforth turns to me, horror-struck. I stare 
back at him as if caught in a bad dream. ‘What look do you give me?’ I ask incredulously. I am no 
common whore, I am but in love! I have the court twisted around my little finger. Elizabeth will hang, 
and John will be grateful once she is gone. He would not be John if he should not feel honour-
bound to try and save her life while she still lives. He will thank me once she is gone. For he loves 
me yet – I know it with all my being.  
 

*** 
 
My heart beats rapidly as I stare up at Hathorne in a panic. Live, and be damned. Die, and be with 
God. The words beat an incessant rhythm in my mind. I tear my gaze from him and beseech 
Elizabeth once more with my eyes. I see the love and pity in her face, and I hate myself. ‘I cannot 



 

 

judge you, John!’ she bursts out in a terrified anguish. They are looking at me expectantly. For the 
first time in my life, I am unsure. Despite Hale’s words, I know what is good. Yet I fear I cannot die a 
saint. ‘I will have my life,’ I say, and my voice, though steely and sure, is barely discernible. All 
around me echo the words ‘Praise God,’ and as Hathorne rushes away, crying ‘Proctor will confess!’ 
a fierce anger seizes me, for they are the Devil’s children that rejoice in my cowardice, and I am 
now not only a lecher, but a liar too. 


