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thought he was on course, but there was no way to be cerjas
the days rolled on, and he wasted away with fevers, tlj
vation, he began to have doubts. Had he set hi
he still going on towards his home? Or
doomed to a terrible death? No way
constellations — had he imagin
cumstance? Or had he seen
it without further reass
without apparent en

and star-
rse right? Was
e horribly lost and
ow. The message of the
because of his desperate cir-
once and now had to hold on to
ce? That was his dilemma on a voyage
ere are those of you in church today who
risis of faith I describe. I want to say to you.
ond as powerful and sustaining as certainty. When

TWO

The lights crossfade to a corner office in a Catholic school in the
Bronx. The principal, Sister Aloysius Beanvier, sits at her desk,
writing in a ledger with a fountain pen. She is in her fifties or
sixties. She is watchful, reserved, unsentimental. She is of the
order of the Sisters of Charity. She wears a black bonnet and
floor-length black habis, rimless glasses. A knock at the door.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Come in. (Sister James, also of the Sisters of
Charity, pokes her head in. She is in her twenties. Theres a bit of sun-
shine in her heart, though she’s reserved as well.)

SISTER JAMES. Have you a moment, Sister Aloysius?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Come in, Sister James. (She enters.) Who's
watching your class?

SISTER JAMES. They're having Art.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Art. Waste of time.

SISTER JAMES. It’s only an hour a week.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Much can be accomplished in sixty minutes.
SISTER JAMES. Yes, Sister Aloysius. I wondered if I might know
what you did about William London?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I sent him home.

SISTER JAMES. Oh dear. So he’s still bleeding?

e T T

g%g?l{ ALOYSIUS. Oh yes.

ER JAMES. His nose jus i
dring the Ploies of Alle a_i; cet. let loose and started gushing
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Was it spontaneous?

SISTER JAMES. What else would it be?

gi(gEgl; %YSIUS- Self-induced.

ES. You i ight've i i
oven hiniselfa et en;;:an, you think he might've intentionally
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Exactly.

SISTER JAMES. No!

SIS'I"ER ALOYSIUS. You are a very innocent person, Sister James

g;llllim L.Cﬁnjon is ;ﬁdgety boy and if you do not keep right on
» he will do anything to es i i i

v dz:; Ou% o c}iﬁ, his chair. He would set his foot

SISTER JAMES. But why?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. He has a restless mind.

SISTER JAMES. But that’s good.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. No, it’s not. His father’s a policeman, and

the last thing he wants is a rowdy boy. William London is héaded

for trouble. Puberty has got hold of him. He will be imagining all

the wrong things, and I strongly suspect he will not graduate high

sghool. But that’s beyond our jurisdiction. We simply have to ggcr

h;m'thr(-)ugh, out the door, and then he’s somebody else’s project

Ordinarily, T assign my most experienced sisters to eighth grade;

E]zzsg’m working within constraints. Are you in control of your
SISTER JAMES. I think so.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Usually more children are sent down to me.
SISTER JAMES. I try to take care of things myself.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. That can be an error. You are answerable to
me, I to the monsignor, he to the bishop, and so on up to the Holy
Father. There’s a chain of discipline. Make use of it.
gg:l{'ER JAMES. Yes, Sister.
ER ALOYSIUS. How’s Donald Mull i
S%ETER JAMES. Steady, doing?
TER ALOYSIUS. Good. H it hi
SISTER JAMES. oo, ood. Has anyone hit him?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Good. That girl, Li
e bo;sz at girl, Linda Conte, have you seat-
SISTER JAMES. As far as space i )
permits. It doesn’t do much good.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Just get her through. Intact. (Pal;?e. ?z;wr
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Aloysius is staring absently at Sister James. A silence fulls.)
SISTER JAMES. So. Should I go? (No answer.) Ts something the
matter?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. No. Why? Is something the matter?
SISTER JAMES. I don’t think so.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Then nothing’s the matter then.
SISTER JAMES. Well. Thank you, Sister. I just wanted to check
on William’s nose. (She starts to go.)
SISTER ALOYSIUS. He had a ballpoint pen.
SISTER JAMES. Excuse me, Sister?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. William London had a ballpoint pen. He
was fiddling with it while he waited for his mother. He's not using
it for assignments, [ hope.
SISTER JAMES. No, of course not,
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I'm sorry L allowed even cartridge pens into
the school. The students really should only be learning seript with
true fountain pens. Always the easy way out these days. What does
that teach? Every easy choice today will have its consequence
tomorrow. Mark my words.
SISTER JAMES. Yes, Sister.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Ballpoints make them press down, and
when they press down, they write like monkeys.
SISTER JAMES. I don’t allow them ballpoint pens.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Good. Penmanship is dying all across the
country. You have some time. Sit down. (Sister James hesitates and
sits down.) We mighe as well have a talk. I've been meaning to talk
to you. I observed your lesson on the New Deal at the beginning
of the term. Not bad. But I caution you. Do not idealize Franklin
Delano Roosevelt. He was a good president, but he did actempr to
pack the Supreme Court. I do not approve of making heroes of lay
historical figures. If you want to talk about saints, do it in Religion.
SISTER JAMES. Yes, Sister.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Also. I question your enthusiasm for History.
SISTER JAMES. But I love History!
SISTER ALOYSIUS. That is exactly my meaning. You favor
History and risk swaying the children to value it over their other
subjects. I think this is a mistake.
SISTER JAMES. I never thought of that. I'll try to treat my other
lessons with more enthusiasm.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. No. Give them their History without put-
ting sugar all over it. Thar’s the point. Now. Tell me about your
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lass. How would you characterize the condition of 8-B?

c
;Soli"ﬂ EVI:?JAMES. [ don't know where to begin. What do you want

I know that Stephen Inzio, Noreen Horan and Brenda McNuley
are one, two and three jn your class. School-wide, there are forty-
eight such students each grade period. I make jt my business to
know all forry—(?ighl of their names. I do not say this to aggrandize

Must pay attention as well.
\;Sg;g}l; ﬁbé[ES. Yes, Sister Aloysius,
YSIUS. I cannor be everywhere,
SISTER JAMES. Am ] falling short, Sister?
SISTER ALOYS] US. These three students with the highest marks,
Are they the most intelligent children in your class?

Sii’ireiR JAMES. No, I wouldn’t say they are. But they work the

SISTER ALOYSIUS Very good! s i ¢ i
LOYSIUS. good! That’s right! Thars ¢k hic.
Wh’at good’s a gift if it’ left in the box? Wha% good ii as hig?l ?Qll?f

tf}lle' bright ones, Sister James. Don’t be charmed by cleverness. Not
theirs. And not yours, | think you are a competent teacher, Sistey

SISTER ALOYSIUS. You're showing off o
/ Us. g off. You like ¢
ten feet tall in thejr eyes. Another thing occurs to ;ef)\;;e{(;uvfrierg

SISTER JAMES, Mount S, Margaret’.
SISTER ALOYSIUES. All girls.
Ye

SISTER ALOYSIUS, I feel I must remind you. Boys are made of
gravel, soot and tar Paper. Boys are a different breed,



SISTER JAMES. 1 fecl 1 know how to handle them.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. But perhaps you are wrong, And perhaps
you are not working hard enough.

SISTER JAMES. Oh. (Sister James cries a little.)

SISTER ALOYSIUS. No tears.

SISTER JAMES. I thought you were satisfied with me.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Satisfaction is a vice. Do you have a hand-
kerchief?

SISTER JAMES. Yes.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Use it. Do you think that Socrates was sat-
isficd? Good teachers are never content. We have some three hun-
dred and seventy-two students in this school. It is a society which
requires constant educational, spiritual and human vigilance. I can-
not afford an excessively innocent instructor in my eighth grade
class. It’s self-indulgent. Innocence is a form of laziness. Innocent
teachers are easily duped. You must be canny, Sister James.
SISTER JAMES. Yes, Sister.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. When William London gets a nosebleed, be
skeptical. Don't let a little blood fuddle your judgment. God gave
you a brain and a heart. The heart is warm, but your wits must be
cold. Liars should be frightened to lie to you. They should be
uncomfortable in your presence. I doubt they are.

SISTER JAMES. 1 don't know. I've never thought about it.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. The children should think you see right
through them.

SISTER JAMES. Wouldn't that be a little frightening?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Only to the ones that are up to no good.
SISTER JAMES. But I want my students to feel they can talk to me.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. They're children. They can talk to each
other. It’s more important they have a fierce moral guardian. You
stand at the door, Sister. You are the gatekeeper. If you are vigilant,
they will not need to be.

SISTER JAMES. I'm not sure what you want me to do.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. And if things occur in your classroom which
you sense require understanding, but you don’t understand, come
to me.

SISTER JAMES. Yes, Sister.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Thats why I'm here. That's why I'm the
principal of this school. Do you stay when the specialty instructors
come in?

SISTER JAMES. Yes.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. But you're here now while the Art class is
going on.
SISTER JAMES. I was a little concerned about William’
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Right. So you have Art in class. S
g%g;ﬁl}% JAMES. She comes in. Mrs. Bell. Yes.
ALOYSIUS. And you take them d
for Dance with Mis, Shields?’ e o (© the basement
SISTER JAMES. On Thursdays.
gg%ﬁg ?LOYSIUS. Another waste of time.
AMES. O, but everyone loves the Christmas pageant
SIST;ER 411_013(51115. I don't love it. Frankly it offends e, Lat
year the girl playing Our Lady was wearing lipstick. iti
in the wings for that little jade. PR T ine
SISTER JAMES. Then there’s Music.
S'ISTER ALOYSIUS. That strange woman with the portable
piano. What’s wrong with her neck?
SISTER JAMES. Some kind of goiter. Poor woman.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Yes. Mrs. Carolyn.
gISTER JAMES. Thar’s right.
ISTER ALOYSIUS. We used to have a Si i
enough Sisters. What else? S ahingaien Kin
SISTER JAMES. Physical Education and Religion.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. And for that we have Father Flynn. Two
gours a week. And you stay for those?
ISTER JAMES. Mostly. Unless I have re
: ports to fill out or ...
SISTER ALOYSIUS. What do you think of Father Flynn?
SISTER JAMES. Oh, he’s a brilliant man. What a speaker!
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Yes. His sermon this past Sunday was poetic.
SISTER JAMES. He’s actually very good, too, at teaching basket-
ball. I was surprised. I wouldn't think a man of the cloth the per-
so'nallty. type for basketball, but he has a way he has, very natural
with dribbling and shooting.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. What do hink th
o e you think that sermon was abour?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. This past Sunday. What was he talkin
aboue? ¢
SISTER JAMES. Well, Doubt. He was talki
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Why? D
SISTER JAMES. Excuse me, Sister?
SISTER ALOYSIUS. Well, sermons come from somewhere, don’t
they? Is Father Flynn in Doubrt, is he concerned that someone else
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is in Doubt?

SISTER JAMES. 1 suppose youd have to ask him.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. No. That would not be appropriate. He is
my superior. And £ he were troubled, he should confess it to a fel-
low priest, or the monsignor. We do not share intimate informa-
tion with priests. (4 pause. )

SISTER JAMES. I'm a litde concerned. (Sister Aloysius leans for-

ward.)

SISTER ALOYSIUS. About what?

SISTER JAMES. The time. Art class will be over in a few minutes.
I should go up.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Have you noticed anything, Sister James?
SISTER JAMES. About whart?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I want you to be alert.

SISTER JAMES. I don't believe I'm following you, Sister.
SISTER ALOYSIUS. I'm sorry 'm not more forthright, but [ must
be careful not to create something by saying it. I can only say [am
concerned, perhaps needlessly, about macters in St. Nicholas School.
SISTER JAMES. Academically?

SISTER ALOYSIUS. I wasn' inviting a guessing game. [ wantyou
to pay attention to your class.

SISTER JAMES. Well, of course I'll pay attention to my class,
Sister. And Tl try not to perform. And T'll try to be less innocent.
I’'m sorry you're disappointed in me. Please know that I will cry my
best. Honestly.

SISTER ALOYSIUS. Look at you. You'd trade anything for a
warm look. I'm telling you here and now, I want to see the starch
in your character culrivated. If you are looking for reassurance, you
can be fooled. If you forget yourself and study others, you will not
be fooled. It’s important. One final matter and then you really
must get back. Sister Veronica is going blind.

SISTER JAMES. Oh how horrible!

SISTER ALOYSIUS. This is not generally known, and 1 don't
want it known. If they find out in the rectory, she'll be gone. 1 can-
not afford to lose her. But now if you see her making her way down
those stone stairs into the courtyard, for the love of Heaven, light-
ly take her hand as if in fellowship and see that she doesn’t destroy
herself. All right, go.

THREE

T/ae lights crossfade to Father Flynn, whistlff around his neck,
a sweatshirt and pants, holding a baslfetball.

ELYNN. All Neht, settle down, boys. Nghv the thing about shoot-
ing from the fouNine: It’s psychological#The rest of the game you're
cooperating with Ypur tcammates, ybu're competing against the
other team. But at the foul line, itfyou against yourself. And the
danger is: You start to ¥gink. Wheh you think, you stop breathing.
Your body locks up. SRyou hfive to remember to relax. Take a
b_reath, unlock your kneesig#this is something for you to watch
Jimmy. You stand like a parjpg meter. Come up with a routine oE‘
what you do. Shift your wigh®move your hips ... You think that’s
funny, .Ralph? What's fugfny is yQu never getting a foul shot. Don't
worty if you look silly/They won¥chink you're silly if you get the
baslfet. Come up wigh a routine, c8ucentrate on the routine, and
you'll forget to getfensed up. Now orRgnother macter, I've noticed
seve.ra.l of you guyf have dirty nails. I doXr want to see that. I'm not
talking about thf length of your nails, I'm Nalking about cleanliness.
See? Look at ghy nails. They're long, I like¥ghem a little long, but
look at howgflean they are. That makes it ofgy. There was a kid 1
grew up , Timmy Mathisson, never had #ean nails, and hed
stick his fingers up his nose, in his mouth. — "Ryis is a true story,
learn tgflisten! He got spinal meningitis and died % horrible death’.
Somefimes it’s the little things that get you. You t No talk to a gitl
wit those filthy paws, Mr. Conroy, she’s gonna tak§off like she’s
bejfig chased by the Red Chinese! (Reacting genially toNaughter) All
rfht, all right. You guys, what am I gonna do witlyyou? Get
essed, come on over to the rectory, have some Kool-Aid §ad cook-
ies, we'll have a bull session. (Blows his whistle.) Go!
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