do you worry? What good would it do you if
he is indeed a saint? I cannot make saints
N pe We can only recognize saints whg

are foolish to demand
wellia . o

takes no account of the miracles.
“‘Oh, miracles! They happen eveNgyjgfre. They are

conditional. . . . Miracles are things thgRQg

explain. . . . Miracles depend much g

and what we know and do not k

#Pility that it may be purchased at the
and that this may be God’s plan for you

ROBERTSON DAVIES,
Fifth Business

Docror. I remember when I was a child I went to see
Garbo’s Camille, oh, at least five or six times. And each
time I sincerely believed she would not die of consump-
tion. I sat in the theater breathless with expectation and
hope, and each time I was disappointed, and each time I
promised to return, in search of a happy ending. Be-
cause I believed in the existence of an alternate last reel.
Locked away in some forgotten vault in Hollywood,
Greta Garbo survives consumption, oncoming trains,
and firing squads. Every time. I still want to believe in
alternate reels. I still want to believe that somewhere,
somehow, there is a happy ending for every story. It all
depends on how thoroughly you look for it. And how
deeply you need it. (silence) The baby was discovered in
a wastepaper basket with the umbilical cord knotted
around its neck. The mother was found unconscious by
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the door to her room, suffering from excessive loss of
blood. She was indicted for manslaughter and brought
to trial. Her case was assigned to me, Doctor Martha
‘Livingstone, as court psychiatrist, to determine whether
she was legally sane. I wanted to help . . . (this young
woman, believe me.)

ACT ONE
SCENE 2

. Doctor Livingstone, I presume? (MOTHER
own joke.) I'm Mother Miriam Ruth, i
charge of th\gonvent where Sister Agnes is living.

Docrtor. Thank y
MoTHER. Most peo
Doctor. Well . . .
MoTHER. I'm afraid the

pleasant connotations in thi
Doctor. Yes.

not willing to accept, right off th
DocrTor. I see.
MortHER. So you may call er. 've brought
Sister Agnes for her appoint
to stay at the convent untj

MoTtHER. And |

DocTor. Wel n't even
met Sister ! after 1
speak to g

R. You must have tons of questions.
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Docrtor. I do, but I'd like to ask them of Agnes.

MoTHER. She can’t help you there.

Doctor. What do you mean?

OTHER. She’s blocked it out, forgotten it. I'm jhe
only 8¢ who can answer those questions.

Doct®&, How well do you know her?

MoTHERNQh, I know Sister Agnes very well. Yo see,
we're a conteNgglative order, not a teaching ongf Our
ranks are quite Wgall. I was chosen to be Motjer Su-
perior about four y®Qgs ago, just prior to her cghing to
us. So I think 'm mdNgthan qualified to angfver any
questions you might havé\/ould you mind #bt smok-
ing?

DocTtor. Yes, I'm sorry, I sMuld haveffasked if it
bothered you. (The DOCTOR dowNg notfput out the
cigarette, but waves the smoke in ano®gfl direction.)

MortHER. Never offer an alcoholic a ¢ isn’t that
what they say?

Doctor. You were a smoker?

MortHER. Two packs a day.

Doctor. Oh, I can beat that, Siffer.

MortHER. Lucky Strikes. ( ThedlOCTOR laughs.) Xy
sister used to say that one of tjfffew things to believe g
in this crazy world is the hggfsty of unfiltered cigarett
smokers.

Doctor. You have g¢fmart sister.

MotHER. And yoyfhave questions. Fire away. (si-
lence) ‘

Doctor. Whegfknew about Agnes’ pregnancy?

MotHER. N one.

Doctorgfiow did she hide it from the other nuns?

Mo . She undressed alone, she bathed alone.

DogfOr. Is that normal?

MOTHER. Yes.

Doctor. How did she hide it during the day?




