EIGHT

vossfade to the principal’s office. Sister Aloysius is sitting
gaj'e:{g out the w;:?ndmf veryéfi!i A knock at the door. She
doesn’t react. A second knock, louder. She pulls a small earplug
out of her ear and scurries to the door. She opens it. There
stands Mrs. Muller, a black woman of about thirty-cight, in
ber Sunday best, dyessed for church. She’s on red alert.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Mrs. Muller?
MRS. MULLER. Yes. .
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Come in. (Sister Aloysius closes the door.)
have a seat.

Ple;i;‘? MULLER. I thought I might 2 had the wrong day when
you didn’t answer the door. _ o
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Oh. Yes. Well, just between us, I was listening
to a transistor radio with an earpiece. (She shows M. Mudler a very
small transistor radio.) Look at how tiny they’re makm’g them now. I
confiscated it from one of the students, and now I cant stop using it.
MRS. MULLER. You like music?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Not really. News reports. Years ago I used to
listen to all the news reports because my husband was in Italy in
the war. When I came into possession of this little radm,'I found
myself doing it again. Though there is no war and the voices have
changed. .

MRS. MULLER. You were a married woman?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Yes. But then he was killed. Is your husband
coming?

MRS. MULLER. Couldn’ get off work.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I see. Of course. It was a lot to ask.

MRS. MULLER. How’s Donald doing?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. He's passing his subjects. He has average
grades. ' ¢
MRS. MULLER. Oh. Good. He was upset about getting taken o
the altar boys.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Did he explain why? .

MRS. MULLER. He said he was caught drinking wine.
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SISTER ALOYSIUS. That is the reason.

MRS. MULLER. Well, that seems fair. But he’s a good boy, Sister.
He fell down there, but he’s a good boy pretty much down the line.
And he knows what an opportunity he has here. I think the whole
thing was just a bit much for him.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. What do you mean, the whole thing?
MRS. MULLER. He’ the only colored here. He's the first in this
school. Thatd be a lot for a boy.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. T suppose it is. But he has to do the work of
course.

MRS. MULLER. He is doing it though, right?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Yes. He’s getting by. He's getting through.
How is he at home?

MRS. MULLER. His father beat the hell out of him over that
wine.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. He shouldn’t do that.

MRS. MULLER. You don't tell my husband what to do. You just
stand back. He didn’t want Donald to come here.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Why not?

MRS. MULLER. Thought he'd have a lot of trouble with the
other boys. But that hasn’t really happened as far as I can make out.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Good.

MRS. MULLER. That priest, Father Flynn, been watching out for
him.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Yes. Have you met Father Flynn?

MRS. MULLER. Not exactly, no. I seen him on the altar, but I
haven’t met him face to face. No. Just, you know, heard from
Donald.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. What does he say?

MRS. MULLER. You know, Father Flynn, Father Flynn. He looks
up to him. The man gives him his time, which is what the boy
needs. He needs that.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Mrs. Muller, we may have a problem.
MRS. MULLER. Well, I thought you must a had a reason for
asking me to come in. Principal’s a big job. If you stop your day
to talk to me, must be something. I just want to say though, it's
just till June.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Excuse me?
MRS. MULLER. Whatever the problem is, Donald just has to
make it here till June. Then he’s off into high school.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Right.
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MRS. MULLER. If Donald can graduate from here, he has a bet-
ter chance of getting into a good high school. And that would
mean an opportunity at college. I believe he has the intelligence.
And he wants it, too.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I don't see anything at this time standing in
the way of his graduating with his class.
MRS. MULLER. Well, that’s all I care about. Anything else is all
right with me.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I doubt that.
MRS. MULLER. Try me.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. TI'm concerned about the relationship
between Father Flynn and your son.
MRS. MULLER. You don't say. Concerned. What do you mean,
concerned?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. That it may not be right.
MRS. MULLER. Uh-huh. Well, there’s something wrong with
everybody, isnt that so? Got to be forgiving.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I'm concerned, to be frank, that Father
Flynn may have made advances on your son.
MRS. MULLER. May have made.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I can't be certain.
MRS. MULLER. No evidence?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. No.
MRS. MULLER. Then maybe there’s nothing to it?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I think there is something to it.
MRS. MULLER. Well, I would prefer not to see it that way if you
don’t mind.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I can understand that this is hard to hear. I
think Father Flynn gave Donald that altar wine.
MRS. MULLER. Why would he do that?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Has Donald been acting strangely?
MRS. MULLER. No.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Nothing out of the ordinary?
MRS. MULLER. He’s been himself.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. All right.
MRS. MULLER. Look, Sister, I don’t want any trouble, and I feel
like you're on the march somehow.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I'm not sure you completely understand.
MRS. MULLER. I think I understand the kind of thing you're
talking about. But I don't want to get into it.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. What’s that?
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MRS. MULLER. Not to be disagreeing with you, but if we're ralk-

ing about something floating around between this priest and my

son, that aint my son’s fault.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I'm not suggesting it is.

MRS. MULLER. He's just a boy.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I know.

MRS. MULLER. Twelve years old. If somebody should be taking

blame for anything, it should be the man, not the boy.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I agree with you completely.

MRS: MULLER. You're agreeing with me bur I'm sitting in the
principal’s office talking about my son. Why isn’t the priest in the
principal’s office, if you know what ’'m saying and you'll excuse my
bringing it up.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. You're here because I'm concerned about
Donald’s welfare.

MRS. MULLER. You think I'm not?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Of course you are.

MRS. MULLER. Let me ask you something. You honestly

think that priest gave Donald that wine to drink?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Yes, I do.

MRS. MULLER. Then how come my son got kicked off the altar
boys if it was the man that gave it to him?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. The boy got caught, the man didn.

MRS. MULLER. How come the priest didn’t get kicked off the
priesthood?

SI}}ST’ER ALSY?I’US. He’s a grown man, educated. And he knows
Wwhats at stake. It's not so easy to pin someone like that down.
MRS. MULLER. So you give my son the whole blame. No prob-
lem my son getting blamed and punished. That’s easy. You know
why thart is?

SIS:FER ALOYSIUS.  Perhaps you should let me talk. 1 think
you're getting upset.

MRS. MULLER. That’s because that’s the way it is. You're just
ﬁpdmg out about it, bur that’s the way it is and the way it's been
Sister. Youre not going against no maz in a robe and win, Sister.
He’s got the position.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. And he’s got your son.
MRS. MULLER. Let him have ’im then.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Whar?
MRS. MULLER. I’s just till June.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Do you know what you're saying?
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MRS. MULLER. Know more about it than you.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. T believe this man is creating or has already
brought about an improper relationship with your son.
MRS. MULLER. I don’t know.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I know I'm right.
MRS. MULLER. Why you need to know something like that for
sure when you don’t? Please, Sister. You got some kind a righteous
cause going with this priest, and now you want to drag my boy into
it. My son doesn’t need additional difficulties. Let him take the
good and leave the rest when he leaves this place in June. He knows
how to do that. I taught him how to do that.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. What kind of mother are you?
MRS. MULLER. Excuse me, but you don’t know enough about
life to say a thing like that, Sister.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I know enough.
MRS. MULLER. You know the rules maybe, but that don’t cover it.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I know what I won't accept!
MRS. MULLER. You accept what you gotta accept, and you work
with it. That’s the truth T know. Sorry to be so sharp, but you're in
here in this room ...
SISTER ALOYSIUS. This man is in my school.
MRS. MULLER. Well, he’s gotta be somewhere, and maybe he’s
doing some good too. You ever think of that?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. He’s after the boys.
MRS. MULLER. Well, maybe some of them boys want to get
caught. Maybe what you don’t know maybe is my son is ... that
way. That’s why his father beat him up. Not the wine. He beat
Donald for being what he is.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. What are you telling me?
MRS. MULLER. T'm his mother. Pm talking about his nature
now, not anything he’s done. But you can't hold a child responsi-
ble for what God gave him to be.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Listen to me with care, Mrs. Muller. I'm
only interested in actions. It’s hopeless to discuss a child’s possible
inclination. 'm finding it difficult enough to address a man’s
deeds. This isn’t about what the boy may be, but what the man is.
It’s about the man.
MRS. MULLER. But there’s the boy’s nature.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Let’s leave that out of it.
MRS. MULLER. Forget it then. You're the one forcing people to
say these things out loud. Things are in the air and you leave them
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'alone if you can. That's what I know. My boy came to this school
cause they were gonna kill him at the public school. So we were
Iuck,y enough to ger him in here for his fast year. Good. His father
don’t like him. He comes here, the kids don’t like him. One man is
good to him. This priest. Puts out a hand to the boy. Does the man
have his reasons? Yes. Everybody has their reasons. Yo have your
teasons. But do I ask the man why he’s good to my son? No. [ don’t
care why. My son needs some man to care about him and see him
through to where he wants to go. And thank God, this educated
man with some kindness in him wants to do just that,
SISTER ALOYSIUS. This will not do.
MRS. MULLER. It’s just till June. Sometimes things aren’t black
and white.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. And sometim i
out of this school. Make no mista.kc.e s yous g
MRS. MULLER. But why would you do thae? If nothing started
with him?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Because I will stop this whatever way I must
MRS. MULLER. Youd hurt my son to get your way? -
SISTER ALOYSIUS. It won't end with your son. There will be
others, if there aren’t already.
MRS. MULLER. Throw the priest out then.
ﬁ?{gEﬁgﬁ?ﬁ’SlU& I'm trying to do just that.
. R. Well, what do you want from me? (4
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Nothing, As it tarns aur 1 was(hoﬁ:fg';ou
might know something that would help me, but it seems you don't.
MRS. MULLER. Please leave my son out of this. My husband
would kill that child over a thing like this.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Il try. (Mrs. Muller stands up.)
MRS. MULLER. I don't know, Sister. You may think you're doing
good, but the world’s a hard place. I don't know that you and me
are on the same side. I'll be standing with my son and those who
ar‘t;hgood V\gth my (‘,‘S;::d Ird be nice to see you there. Nice talking
with you, Sister. morning. (She goes, 7
behind her. Sister Aloysius is sfmfm.( i ol i
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