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meant as much as those three do. Oh, } was never a

d every time I saw her after
that first lovely moment){ became more and more . . .
entranced. (silence) MgpfieNMarie.

SCENE 7

Aere—rerreetes]

DocTtor. Agnes, | want you to tell me how you feel
about babies.

AGNES. Oh, I don’t like them. They frighten me. I'm
afraid I’ll drop them. They’re always growing, you
know. I’'m afraid they’ll grow too fast and wriggle right
out of my arms. They have a soft spot on their heads
and if you drop them so they land on their heads they
become stupid. That’s where I was dropped. You see, I
don’t understand things.

Doctor. Like what?

AGNEs. Numbers. I don’t understand where they’re all
headed. You could spend your whole life counting and
never reach the end.

Doctor. I don’t understand them either. Do you
think I was dropped on my head?

AGNEs. Oh, 1 hope not. It’s a terrible thing, one of the
great tragedies of life, to be dropped on your head. And
there are other things, not just numbers.

Docror. What things?
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AcnEs. Everything, sometimes. 1 wake up and I just
can’t get hold of the world. It won’t stand still.

Docror. So what do you do?

AcnEs. I talk to God. He doesn’t frighten me.

Docror. Is that why you’re a nun?

AGNEs. I suppose so. I couldn’t live without Him.

DocTtor. But don’t you think God works through
other religions, and other ways of life?

AGNEs. I don't know.

Doctor. Couldn’t I talk to Him?

AGNESs. You could try. I don’t know if He’d listen to
you.

Docrtor. Why not?

AGNEs. Because you don't listen to Him.

DocTor. Agnes, have you ever thought of leaving the
convent? For something else?

AGNES. Oh no. There’s nothing else. It makes me hap-
py. Just being here helps me sleep at night.

DocTtor. You have trouble sleeping?

AGNEs. I get headaches. Mummy did too. She'd lie in
the dark with a wet cloth over her face and tell me to go
away. Oh, but she wasn’t stupid. Oh no, she was very
smart. She knew everything. She even knew things no-
body else knew.

Doctor. What things?

Agcnes. The future. She knew what was going to hap-
pen to me, and that’s why she hid me away. I didn’t
mind that. I didn’t like school very much. And I liked
being with Mummy. She’d tell me all kinds of things.
She told me I would enter the convent, and I did. She
even knew about this.

Doctor. This?

AGNEs. This.

Docror. Me?

AGNEs. This.
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Docror. How did she know . . . about this?
AGNES. Somebody told her.

Doctor. Who?

Acnes. I don’t know.

DocToRr. Agnes.

AcnEes. You'll laugh.
Doctor. I promise I won’t laugh. Who told her?

AcNEs. An angel. When she was having one of her
headaches. Before I was born.

Doctor. Did your mother see angels often?

AcNEs. No. Only when she had her headaches. And
not even then, sometimes.

Doctor. Do you see angels?

AGNES. (a little too quickly) No.

Docror. Do you believe that your mother really saw
them?

AGNES. No. But I could never tell her that.

Doctor. Why not?

AGNESs. She’d get angry. She’d punish me.

Doctor. How would she punish you?

AGNEs. She'd . . . punish me.

Doctor. Did you love your mother?

AGNES. Oh, yes. Yes.

Docrtor. Did you ever want to become a mother
yourself?

AcnES. 1 could never be a mother.

Doctor. Why not?

AcNEs. I don’t think I’'m old enough. Besides, I don’t
want a baby.

DocTtor. Why not?

AGNEs. Because 1 don’t want one.

Docror. But if you did want one, how would you go
about getting one?

Acnes. I'd adopt it.
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Doctor. Where would the adopted baby come from?

Acnes. From an agency.

Doctor. Before the agency.

AcNEs. From someone who didn’t want a baby.

Docror. Like you?

SGNES. No! Not like me.

ocTor. But how would that i
they didn’t want it? Dt g

AGNES. A mistake.

Docror. How did your mother get you?

AGNES. A mistake! It was a mistake!

Docrtor. Is that what she said?

AGNES. You're trying to get me to say that she was a
bad woman, and that she hated me, and she didn’t want
me, but that is not true, because she did love me, and
she was a good woman, a saint, and she did want me.
You don’t want to hear the nice parts about her—all
you're interested in is sickness!

Docror. . . . tha
impregnation . . .



