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either. And [ was ugly. Not Jushs ¥ I was fat,*
I had big buck teeth, ears g
over my face. Sister Mary!
Dot Livingstone. ( The ji
herself.)

MoTHER. S0 yo
freckles?

. Yeah, 1 left the Church
9

t s0 1fnportant to you, her sing-
1 :
MoTtHer. When [ was a chifd | used to speak with my
guardian angel. Oh, | don’t ask you to believe that |
heard loud, miraculous voices, but just as some children
have invisible playmates, 1 had angelic conversations.
Like Agnes’ mother, you might say, but I was a lot
younger then, and I am not Agnes’ mother. Anyway,
when I was six I stopped listening and my angel stopped
*or scrawny
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speaking. Bur just as a sailor remembers the sea, |
remembered that voice. | grew, fell in love, married and
was widowed, joined the convent, and shortly after |
was chosen Mother Superior, I looked at myself one day
and saw nothing but a survivor of an unhappy marriage,
a mother of (wo angry daughters, and a nun who was
certain of nothing. Not even of Heaven, Doctor Living-
stone. Not even of God. And then one evening, while
walking in a field beside the convent wall, T heard a
voice and looking up I saw one of our new postulants
standing in her window, singing. 1t was Agnes, and she
was beautiful; and all of my doubts about God and
myself vanished in that one moment. | recognized the
voice. (silence) Don’t take it away from me again, Doc-
tor Livingstone. Those years after six were very bleak.
! i died in a convent. And it’s \_.mﬁll_
ops singing. Silence.) Does my
._v

y reminds me.

Doctor. Would you like one?

love one, but no thank you,

s ago at the beginning of “the

Moruer. Undoubtedly. Not the
but, well, Saint Thomas More . . .




