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. From God. .
gg‘f‘:m. ;{frer God, before the wastepaper bagKet.
ANnEs. I don’t underst.and.

DoNTor. How are bablCS? born?
\s. Don’t you know!
gocr 2. Yes, I think I do, but I want yputo . . . (tell

meA)GNEs. IXon’t know what you're t£ king about! You

talk
alk Ybout the baby, everyv ody wants t?
:l?:;ttt(;x; baby\but I never saw the paby_, sol ctz)m I: t'alk
about the baby, Recause I don’t/believe 1n the baby!
Doctor. Then N's talk abofit sot’nethmg elst:k.i b
AGNEs. No! I'm tixgd of tajking! I've been talking o-
weeks! And nobody Nelievgf me when I tell them any
thing! Nobody listens tO e!

Il listen. THAs my job.
Kgfr‘rﬁ?But I don’t want ¥ have to answer any more

tions. :
qu]?)socron. Then hof would yoX like to ask them?

l"

AGNES. What dgfyou mean: ]

Doctor. Just ljKe that. You ask, Wl answer.

AGNEs. Anythfng?

DocTor. Apfthing. (@ beat)

AGNES. Wat’s your real nfupe?
Docrtor /Martha Louise Livingstone.
AcnEs/Are you married?

Docpbr. No.

A . Would you like to be?
ndctor. Not at the moment, no.
Aones. Do you have children?
Doctor. No. § .
AGNES. Would you like some?
Docror. I can’t have them anymore.

AGNES. Why?

Agnes
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GNES. Where do you think babies come frogn?
ocToR. From their mothers and fathers, of c\urse.
Before thasttomrrrmow—

AcNEs. Well, I think they come from when an angel
lights on their mother’s chest and whispers into her ear.
That makes good babies start to grow. Bad babies come
from when a fallen angel squeezes in down there, and
they grow and grow until they come out down there. |
don’t know where good babies come out. (silence) And
you can’t tell the difference except that bad babies cry a
lot and make their fathers go away and their mothers get
very ill and die sometimes. Mummy wasn’t very happy
when she died and I think she went to hell because every-
time I see her she looks like she just stepped out of a hot
shower. And I'm never sure if it’s her or the Lady who
tells me things. They fight over me all the time. The
Lady I saw when I was ten. I was lying on the grass
looking at the sun and the sun became a cloud and the
cloud became the Lady, and she told me she would talk
to me and then her feet began to bleed and I saw there
were holes in her hands and in her side and I tried to
catch the blood as it fell from the sky but I couldn’t see
any more because my eyes hurt because there were big
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black spots in front of them. And she tells me thmg,s
like —right now she’s crying “Marie! Marie!” but I d’on t
know what that means. And she uses me to sing. It’s as
if she’s throwing a big hook through the air and it
catches me under my ribs and tries to pull me up but I
can’t move because Mummy is holding my feet and all I
can do is sing in her voice, it’s the Lady’s voice, God
loves you! (silence) God loves ym;. (silence)

a
NES. No. Do you? (sifen
DAOcTOR. Why should I?
AcNes. I don’t know. (silence)

do you think? Is she totally
bananas or merely y off center? Or maybe she’s
perfectly sane and fist a Wry good liar. What have you
decided?

e lying. :
Doftor. But how could she have a ONId and know
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MoTHER. Because she’s an innocent. She’s a slate fhat
had’t been touched, except by God. There’s no/blace
for t\ose facts in her mind.

DocXxor. Oh, bullshit.

MoteENR. In her case it isn’t. Her mothfr kept her
home almMgt all of the time. She’s had verylittle school-
ing. I don’tXnow how her mother avoidéd the authori-
ties but she dN. When her mother dieg/ Agnes came to
us. She’s never\been “out there,” Dfctor. She’s never
seen a television\ghow or a movie/She’s never read a
book.

Docror. But if yd\u believe ghe’s so innocent, how
could she murder a chNd?

MortHER. She didn’t\ Thf is manslaughter, not
murder. She did not consc\gfisly kill that baby. I don’t
know what youd call ifN\whatever psychological-
medical jargon you peoplf use\¢ but she was not con-
scious at the time. Thgt’s why\she’s innocent. She
honestly doesn’t rememper. She’d Nst a lot of blood,
she’d passed out by thetime I'd fount\per . . .

Doctor. You wany/me to believe that\he killed that
baby, hid the wastgpaper basket, and criled to the
door, all in some gbrt of mystical trance?

MortHER. | dof't care what you believe. YoNXre her
psychiatrist, ng/ her jury. You're not determinin\ her
guilt.

Doctor. Was there ever any question of that?

MotHER/ What do you mean?

Docrtof. Could someone else have murdered that
child? (filence)

Moguer. Not in the eyes of the police.

DgcTor. And in your eyes?

MioTHER. I've told you what I believe.




