
 
It is difficult to remain a bystander in any situation of conflict 
 

 
The little Monk confesses his doubts to the Priest 
 
In times when rigid dogma reigns, 
A man himself questions world planes, 
Such ideas leave people torn, 
Between what is preached and what is borne  
 
In a dark Church situated near the Florentine Ambassadors place in Rome, A priest is listening to 
the little monk confess his confliction between his faith and his knowledge. Organ music hums in the 
background. 
 
Monk: Bless me father, for I have sinned… 
 
Both my body and soul cripple in the darkness of my sorrow. I want to find a solution but it does not 
seem reasonable; especially not since I am in battle with my own morality. I have not been able to 
sleep for three days. Three days Father! You see I am trying to determine where my temperament 
lies. Whether it be between my religion or my passion for the truth. How am I meant to establish 
where I stand if I am conflicted between my role as a friend and acolyte of Galileo, and a servant to 
the Church? Yet it appears to me that the two, reason and faith, clash with such a mighty a force. A 
force that is so unbearable that I feel I cannot ever take a side. See, our Lord guides my beliefs with 
such strength, yet my judgement and knowledge direct me towards my days when I studied as a 
physicist. I know the solution may appear obvious, but my faith seems to be causing an immense 
quarrel between what I know to be true and how I must behave in order to please my people. The 
Church. The Lord. You father!  I must satisfy my parents, who are assured that God’s eye is always 
on them. But tell me father why I am left questioning the Holy Scriptures? Why am I left feeling as 
though I have wasted my whole life following a set of rules that might not even exist? O Help me 
Father, I cannot bear this pain.  
 
Priest: I cannot bear hearing such ideas. Please just explain to me exactly what is bothering you 
this very day? Perhaps I might be able to find a solution.  
 
Monk: Well….you see… my dear friend Galileo has made a discovery that could potentially change 
the world as we know it. This invention, this theory, this new idea if you like is leading me into a 
state of confusion whereby I am so frightful of the future that may follow. It is a discovery which 
almost replaces faith with doubt, with qualm, and would exhaust the minds of individuals.  My 
parents are unaware of life outside the “olive crop” and think that “the world is constructed around 
them”.  I can only image how deceived they will feel sir. Father, you must prepare for what I am 
about to tell you as you might be in shock, but I must be frank.  
 
An anxious look appears on his eyes. Priest: Go on. 
 
Monk: You see, Mr Galileo proposes that in fact the sun no longer rotates around the earth, but that 
we – the Earth – rotate around the sun, along with the other stars and moons. It is almost like the 
universe lost its centre overnight and woke up to find it has countless centres. His telescope proves 
this theory father, and sooner or later the whole world will have their hands on such a concept. But 
father, once people begin to question such detrimental ideas, where will it end? What will happen to 
the order of our society? And if all those claims made by the scriptures are full of nothing but deceit, 
then what else is untrue? 
 
  



Priest: Hmmm, your dilemma will not go unnoticed. I can understand that your confliction lies not 
with one conflict but many and it comes to no surprise. You are in battle with your morality, your 
existence, your knowledge, your family and this man, Galileo. However, you must comprehend that 
your beliefs are blasphemous. Immoral! Yet, it is obvious to me that this battle will not go unfixed 
unless you are truly determined. You MUST believe that what you are doing is wrong. The kinds of 
people you are in contact with are wrong, even in their right mind. Your voice is shaky when you tell 
such stories. You must not doubt your faith.  Am I clear when I say on behalf of the Lord that such 
ideas are harmful to our existence and meaning in life! Yet hear me out, resolving such conflict in 
your heart will be truly treacherous. It is time for you to clear your head. And you must dissociate 
yourself from this insane man and commit to the church.  
 
Monk: Yes father, I understand. I acknowledge that the Church must protect its religion, its 
standing, its power and cannot allow such inventions to question the Sea of St Peter; but yet, how 
can we deny the truth that is so obviously being placed before our very eyes. The eyes that God 
gave us. Forgive me Father, but I cannot help myself to accept the truth. The world as I once knew it 
is no longer. Doubt enthrones me yet I am so intrigued by such ideas. I know such thoughts may 
have ramifications but I can’t help but marvel at the thought of science. Astronomy! How can my 
family toil, day and night without knowing there is a greater purpose for their labour? If I believe in 
what Galileo is proposing, that would mean I am acknowledging there is no heaven; that there is no 
difference between heaven and earth. But Holly Father, is that suggesting I do not believe in God 
either? Oh how I am torn in two worlds. 
 
Priest:  Such thoughts offend me. Wake up my Boy! As followers of God and representatives of the 
Church we have a responsibility to not let ridiculous heretics such as the one you speak of attempt 
to destroy the very foundations upon which our faith is built on. You must put this immoral conflict 
behind and pursue the goodness of the Church. The direction of the Church.  
 
Monk: But sir, I cannot live with knowing that the truth conflicts with our belief.  
 
Priest: Of course, I do understand the crux of your accusation, your blasphemous thoughts. Yet any 
man, badly off, or beyond intelligence would understand that if we were the ones spinning around 
the axis, then we would all be struggling to balance at this very moment. We are the most important 
institution my boy. I cannot lie that the meaning behind such theories do appeal to me, but I cannot 
afford to listen to the truth if it betrays my belief. I am devoted to my faith! As you should be to. How 
can we allow concepts to be doubted that were never doubted before? You see, everything in the 
sciences goes against a fellow’s good found common sense. Do you want your parents, your poor 
parents, who are so ordained with hope and conviction to be left hollow? Without the zealous belief 
in our Saviour, the people have nothing left. Nothing to live for. Merely hopeless. They will crumble 
son, along with their faith. You see, we cannot allow ourselves to be curious, as curiosity has the 
potential dangers for humanity in wholly unrestricted research. There is only one option for you at 
this point in time, and that is to spread the world of faith. Understand me now, to repent, you must 
stop practising in the area of science, clear your mind altogether.  
 
Monk: I understand father, but… 
 
Priest: Speak no more. My innocent ears have heard enough. Farewell.  
 

The Monk makes the sign of the cross and exists the dark room whispering to Himself.  
 
Monk: I guess we will not agree today. But when? I am leaving feeling no better about myself. I still 
don’t understand how I am meant to decide whether my knowledge or belief is more important. Why 
is this man forcing me to choose a side? Can I not remain as I am today? Maybe he is right. Maybe 
it’s time I return to the Bosom of the Church.  


