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BLESS ME, FATHER

BLESS ME, FATHER
By T.A. Powell

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(3 MEN, 6 WOMEN)

FATHER PAT (M) oo,

JOHN PAUL FITZPATRICK (M)

FARRIS O’MALLEY (M) ...ccccccevenenen

ROBERTA WHEELER (F)...................
SHANNON BITTERWAHL (F)

GERMAINE LAWLER (F)...... 4.3 Village harlot (61 lines)

WIDOW DELANEY (F).., ...FITZ’s love interest (77 lines)

...HOBART’s lover (8 lines)

ousse paté. After he voids himself of the mousse in
he housekeeper harangues the janitor, instructing Fitz
&Ss and put up a sign postponing confessions for another
erzealous vicarage housekeeper, in a hurry to make her way to
and get soda crackers for the ailing priest, accidentally traps

rumor being spread that the pope’s European tour will bring him remarkably
close to the small village church and that there is an off-chance that the Holy
Father himself will be there to hear confession that very afternoon!
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With bucket and mop in hand, the elderly janitor sets out to clean things up a
bit. Rumors quickly fly down at the butcher’s shop that the pope is filling in
for the ailing priest, and parishioners make haste to have their confessions
heard by the Holy Father. The janitor, finally frustrated from continually
trying to declare himself unworthy of hearing another’s confes
to declare war on the idiots that continue to confess! The janjtor begins
doling out penance with a punchline, as he cleans up ¢ than

mousse!

QO
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1

Lights up on the vestibule of an Irish country church decorated for the
Christmas holidays. FATHER PAT is a very animated, portly, self-
absorbed priest, who is more interested in filling his cofferg than filling

sweeping the aisles. They are getting ready for after
FATHER PAT is in either the traditional black casse@
black shirt and pants with a Roman collar.
gentleman in overalls with a thermal shirt unde
newsboy cap on his head, and his old overcoat pssed over the
back of a pew.

FATHER PAT: (Erases something from 7
throat.) Listen to this, Fitz. Tell me i
to beef it up a bit. (FITZ stops an ith his head resting on
his arms, holding the top of the l@room. THER PAT takes a
friendly pose, leaning over the e of thejpulpit to make contact
with his pretend audience.)

“And so, my fellow parishi@Rers...in closing, I'd just like to send
you on yer way with on ught. The good Lord has a job

for each one of us to do. Never¥mind how small or insignificant

you might feel it to be@™Weldon't all get to be the pope, ya know!
\ vle kindness is all that the Almighty
> sks a great deal, and on others, a
A N

(Chortles.) Some d

asks of us. Some d@

great deal more. ere will come that one day when He
ou've got!l And you better be ready to

plate! I'm not talking about the buffet.

will ask for everyt
listen and st

give as well as He gets! And some days, it's a
arse! It can be a hell of a bumpy ride...or a
g! Only you can decide how yer soul will travel,
stand by! Confession lightens the soul of
ary baggage! Either way, if you pack light, you'll travel
Pauses and picks up the papers, thinking.)

Not sure if | should leave that in...that may not be what
you’re wanting, depending on yer traveling destination, as it were,
eh, Fitz? (Chortles.) Uh...well, continuing then...

“As me dear old mum, God rest her soul, used to say, ‘Everyone’s
got a job to do! The man should build the house with strength
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and honor. The woman should clean the house with honesty and
respect. The child should fill the house with laughter and love.
The Almighty should bless the house, if he finds it worthy!
Everything else is garbage and should be tossed out. Garbage is
garbage and that’s for the pick-up man to deal with, now isn’t it?*
(Sighs.)

Then | thought I'd pause here, just like this for a
arm dangling just a bit off the side, casual-like.
do ya think, Fitz? Makes a hell of a state @ oesnt it? |

thought the “kick in the arse” part really gave j meat.
FITZ: Yer mum really talked like that?
FATHER PAT: Huh? How the hell should |
FITZ: Wee bit of a potty mouth, eh?
FATHER PAT: (Chortles first.) Potty mout She swore like a
drunken sailor. Oh...about the kicking a No, she never
said that as far as | know... (Cho fe"was always a bit of
a nag and | was never much of Blocked most of her
ramblings out. Humph. (Pauses /frem ber/ng) Was a nlce
ending, though, don’t ya think? “'m one of you,”
kind of touch! You kngw...all that quffy family dynamic
psychology crap they shovgfdown yer throat at sensitivity training!
FITZ: You took a class on that”
FATHER PAT: Yacan teII right?
then looks at FITZ

s indignant at FITZ’s silence,

stration. FITZ smirks a bit.) What?
Yer right! | neveff thought) about the fact that | might be
becoming...too sens |ve Doft want to be seen as a patsy, now
do we? Buck itt Right! The kick arse thing stays in!
Rather clever plu confession, too, eh? Monsignor Farley’s
i Numbers were down this month.
py about that.

of late. Mentioning yer mum is a mite
ch on the women'’s lib thing though, what

W@man cleaning the house reference. Women’s
. @ ill take exception to that, don’t ya think?

sh! Only the younger ones. And they don’t exactly
now do they? HA! Not enough fundraising or
ork out of them! Theyre too busy worrying about
hips and spreading rumors to focus on the real

FATHER AT Yes you know. Paying the mortgage, keeping the
lights on...fixing the roof. That sort of thing.

FITZ: Spreading rumors seems to take precedence over spreading
the Word these days, eh?
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FATHER PAT: S’pose so. | don’'t waste my time listening to them.
Chattering all the time, like a flock of magpies!

FITZ: But sometimes there’s a small bit of truth to be found buried
amongst the lies. Shouldn’t you at the very least be listening?

FATHER PAT: What? To rumors?

FITZ: Yes. Then you might be able to discern the differ
a bit more helpful. Teach them to occupy their
something else more...charitable.

FATHER PAT: Good luck! They can’t help thems 's a
sport for them...born to it, they are. Speaking h, have you
seen Mrs. Ravenscroft about this morning d my usual
kippers and toast at breakfast. Long-winded om Monsignor

Farley, I'm afraid. Seems the pope’s r puts him
remarkably close to us. Farley thinks tftey’ll make an exception
from schedule to pass our way. The Monsignorifancies himself
important enough to warrant an aue
Doddering old fool.
FITZ: The pope?
FATHER PAT: No, heavens no. Maasignor Earley! Spent half the
morning spouting the virtues of bel rgest congregation in
the county...the largest flogk...blah blah...building funds...blah
blah blah. Always wantingfto compare bottom lines. It's enough
to make me want to retc
FITZ: If the pope’s to grace us wi visit, I'll get to work polishing
the brasses. Will youB&gcanceling confession this afternoon,
then? (Goes to get stipplies,\out is stopped by FATHER PAT.)
FATHER PAT: What? §On a rumor? Not hardly. There’s not that
in ors! The Pope would never stray
this far off the pa ith Schedules to be met. Don’t know how
Some idiot will have the whole church
nonsense. No. [I'm certain he’ll brush on
through, if he ha already. Could be the whole tour’s a farce,
ya know? Farley’s Deen known to tip the chalice a bit! He gets
is di gh. District tithing is down.
ill on, then?
t! Confession is a go at four o’clock! It should

FATHER PAT: Keep ‘em sorry, but keep ‘em coming back, | always
say. Ha ha! Absolving them of their sins is one thing; teaching
them not to commit them again is a bloody nightmare. But then:
no crime, no time...in the pews, | always say. Can’t run a proper
church without a proper crowd, now can you? Father forgive
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them for they know not what they do...and that keeps me in
business! Nothing ever got built without a little guilt, | always say.
FITZ: So you just pat their wrists and cross yer fingers for results?
FATHER PAT: Beats crossing yer eyes over empty ledgers at bill-
paying time! Oh, ¢'mon, Fitz! Don’t be so hard on me. If the
good Lord can forgive them, surely you can. I Must
remember that one for the Christmas party!
FITZ: But they'll never learn if you don’t teach them!

FATHER PAT: (Stops to write his joke down. Logk the
frown on FITZ’s face.) Fitz, don’t be such add They’re not
supposed to learn. We're all naturally flawg res. Thank

God. Literally, or I'd be out of a job, and I'm méekftoo old to learn
new tricks!

FITZ: We’'re rather like two peas, then, eh? I, both cleaning
up messes.
FATHER PAT: Flawed creatures leave behiad ul lot of crap,

don’t they, Fitz?

Yes...big creatures leave big piles®
never be out of a job, Fitz!
FITZ: And creatures of habitg€nd to leave the same big piles over
and over and over!

at the charity talent sides...a good guilt trip away from
the Church eve brings home a bag full of financial
goodies for us, | s say. (Chortles.) That's how it's done,
Fitz.  Never_mi global awareness tripe. Just bring
Revelations oorsteps and they’ll spill their guts, along
ry time! You can run from the Church, but
you can’t hide from God! (Picks up a pencil. Licks the tip and

S ing down on the back of his sermon.) Hmmm...|
to write that one down, too. Use that in next
You really have to have yer thumb on the pulse
be able to push the right buttons! There’s a piss-

FATHER PAT: If it's a real humdinger, it will be a new AGA, not
refurbished! Yes. A red one, preferably. Always been partial to
red. S’pose that's why | want to be a cardinal. (Chortles.) Get it,
Fitz? Red? Cardinal? Umm. Yes, well. Where is that
housekeeper of mine? I'm famished. Had to pick at the nasty
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leftovers in the vicarage fridge. You’d think Mrs. Hogan would
have learned to make a proper liver mousse paté after all these
years.
FITZ: Not...the liver mousse paté from the Guild’s meeting?
FATHER PAT: S’pose so... (Gathers his papers.) Mum made a
good paté, as | recall. Great cook! Old school, she\Was, about
such things. Old school ‘bout everything, come to think of it.
Hmmm. Perhaps | should have been a bettengli
school, Fitz! We’'d be a sight better if we went back f
days, eh? She always said we seem more ¢ by choices
these days than comforted by them.
FITZ: Can't argue with her on that one.
FATHER PAT: I'm sure she was referring to
us don’t have issues with multiple choice
FITZ: (Pauses to ponder.) You mean like
head? Ha! Thanks for the leg up on tf
man. We janitors don’t get the res
FATHER PAT: Pick-up man? Oh
think of yerself as just a janitor. rself as a sanitation
engineer. Sounds better. Anywa | can do. Not much
glory in cleaning up other pegple’s messes; might as well get a bit
of glory out of yer title.
FITZ: Not much for titles. T
though, if you do it well!

certain amount of glory in the job

n slate, Father. It makes me
happy to set things p, t's like you said, no job too small or
insignificant. We ca

t all beSthe pope! The good Lord‘s give me
a job...and I'll do it t@ithe best
FATHER PAT: AyegYollie a h

»f me ability!
ble soul, Fitz, God love ya. | can’t
do it! I'm not a nan...l just don't like dealing with other
people’s dirt. deal with my own! (Chortles.) That's
why | have rs. Ravenscroft to clean up after me.
(Climbs down fro e pulpit.)
FITZ: Aye...that ya do.

e cleaning it up, that's for sure. But ya don’t mind
under the rug, either. That's why it just keeps piling up

FATHER PAT: What was that?
FITZ: If | were Pope for a day...

BEULAH RAVENSCROFT is the housekeeper for both the church
and the vicarage. She bustles in, clad in a blouse, skirt, and apron
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and with her hair pinned up, to inform the priest that his lunch is
ready.

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: (Out of breath.) Father? Father Pat?

FATHER PAT: That you, Mrs. Ravenscroft?

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Here ye are. Been turning f
upside down looking for ya. Hello to ya, Fitz. Lunch
C’mon now. I'll not be heating it up again. Tough
it'll be if | do. Not to mention me whole kitchep
smoke! The old AGA’s on her last legs, sa
give out! You can add that to yer holidg
(FATHER PAT takes out his pencil stub and jotSyit

FITZ: So... (Looks slyly at FATHER PAT,
needing a new stove by year’s end, eh, }

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Long before that or it'll fbe the end of
suppers and heat altogether for ya both, i

vicarage
served.
eather

p in

need now is a one humdingerffof a ndalous Iove affair!
Apparently before the week’s out, avenscroft’s report!
MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Father Pat! I’ ily married woman!
FATHER PAT: Not for you, Beulah, for God’'s sake. For me!
MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Forgou? But you're a man of the cloth!
Have ye lost yer mind?
FATHER PAT: No... (Groans.) Bu
mousse!
MRS. RAVENSCROFT:
FITZ: The one in the kit
MRS. RAVENSCR :
Lord, and we’ve th

ink I’'m about to loose a bit of

sse?

§ a mousse in the kitchen? Good
e coming this afternoon! Don't just stand

there, Fitz. or there’ll be droppings everywhere!
Oh, and | ju ped the floors! Call the butcher. He'll know
what to do.

OFT. (Howling and flailing her arms about.)
Clean him! Cook him! Just do something!

nepile in there! (Picks her apron up symbolically.)
[ % e he’s about to make a pile in here. (Points to FATHER
SCROFT: Let’s off to the house with ya, then. (Moves
towards FATHER PAT to aid him.) | was at the butcher’s shop
this morning. s it true, Fitz? Is the Holy Father stopping by for
tea this afternoon? [I'll be needing to pull out the good silver,

then. Fitz, get rid of the mousse! [I'll not step foot back in that
kitchen till the foul thing is gone!
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FATHER PAT: That's (Points to MRS. RAVENSCROFT.) how the
rumors get started, Fitz! Beulah and the butcher's wife! Veal
cutlets and venial sin all served up with gravy and new potatoes!
Argh. That woman gives me a pain in the...argh. (Groans and
holds his belly.)

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: C’mon, Father Pat. (Tries to holdhhim up by
the arm.) Care for a spot of lunch, Fitz? I've plenty for

FATHER PAT: Lunch? Argh...

FITZ: Thank ya just the same, Beulah, but I've br me oWl bag
today.

FATHER PAT: Bag? | may be needing... avenscroft?
(Starts to move slowly towards the confessio x.) I'm feeling
a bit peckish. Perhaps just a bit of clea h nch. (Gets

near the confessional door.) | sudd feel quite like
myself. Maybe | should lie down for a

gnly dor
ee bit before confession.
(Hiccups.) Ooh. | seem to be burpiag bagk’ some of Mrs.

Hogan’s liver mousse and it did ste that well the first trip
down.

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Mrs. Hogang, moussg? She’s been off on
holiday to visit her sister in Derry e Guild’s last potluck

three weeks ago! Don't tell

dish home with her?
FATHER PAT: Did you say,

mouth and swings his head in

e she forgot to take her casserole

weeks? Oohhhhh... (Covers his
confessional box, groaning,

upholstery cleaned!
Fitz? Clean upgthi

And me best walking shoes, too!
d I'll get his holiness over to the
vicarage loo! ...not on the carpet! | just had it
cleaned! Fa waste can! The waste ca... Oh...not
that! That's mbrella stand, for God’s sake! Fitz! You better

FITZ: (Averts his eyes and scrunches up his face. Looks up at the
digh talking to God. Walks over to the side and looks
Father Pat was right! Flawed creatures leave

ACT ONE, SCENE 2

Lights up on the church as FITZ brings in a mop, bucket and some
rags. A “Postponed” sign is leaning against the bucket on the floor.
MRS. RAVENSCROFT enters with her hat, jacket and purse on her
arm, preparing to leave. The confessional boxes are against the wall
at this point. When MRS. RAVENSCROFT closes the door

10
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accidentally as she leaves, the lights dim low as if the door closing on
FITZ takes out the light. In the low lighting, the confessional wagon
turns so the three-sided open end is to the audience. Audience’s
visual is of all three boxes. Center box is for FITZ. Sliding window
doors are on either side, closed at this point.

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: (Sets down her purse to put on\ker coat.)
Fitz? His imminence is still driving the porcelain it were,
so I'll be off to the market to pick up some
crackers. Thanks for cleaning things up a mit
breathing in that foul odor. Thank God he
morning! What a stench that would have 2, eh? I'd be
grateful if you'd clean out the confessiong epOh, before |
forget. Father wants ya to post the sigiabou ssion being
cancelled this afternoon. There’s no sinfbad enodigh that can’t be
waiting a day or two to pardon! [Ill b back 10’ check on him
(Turns to leave without her purse.,

kippers this

FITZ: How bout the pope, then? Janitoring’s 0o much glory for just
one man to handle! I'd be more
him today.

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Tradgiplaces with the pope? And have his
Holiness cleaning up aft er Pat? You’re a dodgy one all
right, Fitz! Don’t forget.." r sign or you'll have half the
county tracking up thg h with this muck. If | see the pope,
I'll give him leave t@'take tRe afternoon off. Tell him you can
handle things aboutihere forhim! (She smiles and shakes her
head.) Don't for ign!

FITZ: (Salutes with .) From one John Paul to another...
You tell the pope tha is on duty! I'll set things proper for him.

‘Il just want to finish cleaning out the

confessional firs fore a stain sets in.
Il right, then. T'll be off.

She exits
confessio

bs a pile of rags and the bucket and goes into the

the devil did he get it all the way in the corner? It’'s
der the other side. Oh, what a mess he’s left me to

over and MRS. RAVENSCROFT comes back through to
gather up her purse off the front pew, bumping the bucket so that she
knocks the sign face down and closes the door on the center
confessional box. Lights start to dim slowly.

11



BLESS ME, FATHER

MRS. RAVENSCROFT: Forgot to tell ya...the lock on the
confessional box’s a bit sticky. You'll be wanting some Three In
One oil for that. (Looks around.) Fitz? Want me to pick some
up? Never mind ya, then...I'll just round it up meself and bring it
back after a bit. He won’t need it right away, ,what with
confessions cancelled and all.

MRS. RAVENSCROFT exits, whistling a tune. The orknob
jJiggles. Lights dim as low as possible as the confegssi 1
moved into center stage and pin spots come up on

FITZ: (FITZ bends over to pick up rags and t them into the
bucket, then reaches for the door.) Beulah doorknob.)
Mrs. Ravenscroft? Halloo? This is nofffunnyQVhat the devil's
wrong with this door? Beulah! (Pausesito listen 1@ the silence. A

wrr'to see if the place
is empty, then goes to the confe§sional Bex on stage right and
nd out there! | hear
or this instant! (She
ly kneels down. FITZ perks up his
n he hears a noise inside the other
o long, woman? You confessed

ya. Oh, for the love of God...ope
opens the door and then quij
head and listens intently
confessional.) What to

out her hanky and nods her head
way into me graces. (Woman
You think you’re disgusted by all
>ad again.) It's enough to make meself
heave at the stench ing up from the other side of this wall.
what you’'ve done! (Woman gasps.)
Well? C’'mon a now. What have ya to say for yerself,
woman?
Blp..uh...I'm sorry?
FITZ: T g think the Almighty will forgive ya for leaving me
i (Woman puts her hands together, as if to pray.)
i befinclined to forgive ya after this? Remember...you
e for help! (Woman nods.) | never complain about
Q\clean up most messes...but this is definitely above and
ihe call of duty! (Woman nods her head in agreement.)
ngvin their right mind would ever have the gall to stick
somebody else with this kind of mess to shovel out without so
much as a thank you or offering of gratitude! It's enough to make
me want to hurl! There’ll be some fancy footwork for ya to be
performing for yer penance after this little stunt of yers! Speak
up, woman! And | hope ya brought the Three In One with ya.

12
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(Woman makes the sign of the cross.) No Three In One...and
we’re both stuck in this hell for longer than either of us care to be!
So...out with ya. What have ya to say about that? (Confessional
window slides open slowly.)

GERMAINE: (Timidly.) Bless me, Father...for | have sinped. It has

been...
FITZ: What? Oh, my... No! You mustn’t! I'm not Father
GERMAINE: No need confessing to me. | wouldn’t vicar's
name. It's been a long time since I've stepp ese
doors.

FITZ: Father Pat’s not available.
GERMAINE: Who's Father Pat? Where is the vic
FITZ: He's...ah... (Hesitates.) Driving a bu
He had an accident with a three week o
GERMAINE: Argh. That's terrible.
FITZ: Yes. It upset him, so he had to leave
GERMAINE: Left the collar behind, el
is it that’s sitting in his chair now?
FITZ: It's me. John Paul Fi...
GERMAINE: Ohhh... Your Holiness!"%Ak thought it was just a
rumor. Was down at the buieher’s shop this morning. They've a
special on veal cutlets, know Overheard Beulah talking
about ya and thought it n! | said to meself, if it be the
Almighty’s wish that | finally co ack to the fold, may it be the

Q]

Pope himself to hear camfession.
FITZ: No, you don’t unde can’t hear yer confession! | don'’t

know what to say, I’ not aIIo ed to listen to another..
GERMAINE: Wor ame you. Everything you said a
moment ago is tr t was patronizing of me to make a fleece
with the Lor it tight and let me get through this. It's
taken me al orty years to get up me courage.
FITZ: Forty years o ght, | can’t hear yer confession because |
can’'t for|ve yer sins.

GERMAI ow! | know. (Sighs.) Only the Almighty can truly
forgive me. I'lBnot be blaming ya! | can’t forgive meself, either.
re’ll beno forgiving me until 1 come clean and learn to

wn messes! That's what you said. And you were

his a nasty bucket of tripe I've been hauling around with

[ar too many years. | need to get this off me chest or

no saving my soul! I'll be doomed to the eternal fires

! Please indulge me, yer Holiness! If | don’t confess to
you...I ' may never have the nerve to try again and be damned
forever! Hallo? (FITZ sits in silence.) Yer Holiness?

FITZ: Damned forever, you say? (Pauses to think.) That's an awful
lot of s’more-ing, I'm thinking.

<

13
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GERMAINE: Beggin yer pardon? Did you say an awful lot of
whoring?

FITZ: (Sighs.) Did I?

GERMAINE: Wow! You really are good. | never even told you...

FITZ: Let's make a deal. (Woman nods.) How ‘bout,you forget
about thinking I'm the Pope and just call me John Padl, and we’ll
talk as though we were just a couple of lost souls t
our way through life together?

GERMAINE: Aye. | see now that there was a reasogn
for this kind of work, Yer Holi... Sorry. Me n
Paul. You've a kind heart and a clear
thinking.

FITZ: Ya haven't heard me penance for ya y

GERMAINE: Aye. But you haven’t heardfme co
‘Tis you that may do the greater suffering after all

FITZ: (Chuckles.) Ha...a sinner with a sefige o
then. Let’s have a go at saving ye .

GERMAINE: I'm a bit rusty. May | start at th&8lbeginning again? It's
easier to remember if | start there.

FITZ: Feel free... (Toys with the doork a captive audience!

GERMAINE: Bless me, Fathefy | mean, John Paul. It's been...
(Gets off track.) Ya said wgtcould just chat as friends?

FITZ: 1t'd be more comforta s both. Trust me.

GERMAINE: It’s been...uh.

FITZ: What's the problem
50 long Since I've been to confession, | can’t
est of theprayer.
SRandgdet’s get right to the meat of the thing!

GERMAINE: It's been.
veal cutlet! Would ya be wanting me to

friend, John
justice, I'm

C

even remember the
FITZ: Then skip the
GERMAINE: Right.
start with ‘60
FITZ: Sixty what”
GERMAINE: You Kk

..1960-something! Sex, drugs...rock and

ashing good times! Free love and all that.
| was just a wee girl of seventeen when | had me first

it were.
GERMAINE: Fifty-five and fit as a fiddle.
FITZ: (FITZ does the adding on his fingers and looks deflated.) How
bout we skip the earlier years and move straight ahead? Me
health’s not that good.

14
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GERMAINE: Ah, yes! Well, that would be...hmmm. Where was |?

FITZ: The ‘80s! (Sighs heavily.)

GERMAINE: That was a decade to remember! Big hair...big
bands...big... Oh. Beggin yer pardon, yer Holiness.

FITZ: John Paul! Just...John Paul.

GERMAINE: Gotcha! John Paul “The Just’! On to the{80s, then.
Sex, lies and video tapes! That covers it in a nutshell, eh, yer
Holiness? That's the decade things really sta apart
with me. | married three different men.

FITZ: Not at the same time, | hope!

GERMAINE: Aye. Good one! A pontiff with a ne! ‘Course
not. | married all three separately...for separa sons.

FITZ: I'm almost afraid to ask why...so | wi ' were sex,
lies and video tapes...and the ‘90s, the

GERMAINE: Ah! The ‘90s? That's whe
(Humph.) You have no idea the clarity...

FITZ: Dear God, woman. [l be a ore we reach the
millennium! Not even the pope rced to survive such
confessions!

GERMAINE: That’'s why today had to
the one. | can’'t go on like thi§.

FITZ: Then don't!

GERMAINE: You mean...jugtq aving sex all together?

FITZ: Well...it depends. Are ye ma ?

GERMAINE: Yes.

FITZ: And yer husband)]

GERMAINE: If he kne

FITZ: Dear God!

ay and you had to be

That'’s still a sin, isn’t it?

N| askin me? | can’t help meselfl | covet me
neighhe ...several times a month!

it you on hold for a moment? (Calmly slides the

osed and panics once it’s shut.)

Aye. Certainly has been a long time...things have

c ged!

FITZ: erventilating.) | can’t do this! (Tries the doorknob again.
Checks the other window screen and starts to panic. Looks up
toward God.) | was only trying to clean up a little...mousse. I'm
trapped. Tell me what to do, Lord! (Silence for a moment, while
he listens intently.) Okay... Well, then...send me a sign, will ya?
And hurry! It stinks in here something fierce! (Tapping comes at
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the window screen.) That was quick! (Looks all around him for
the source of the noise, thinking its God.) What is it you want me
to do, Lord?

GERMAINE: (Whispers into the screen.) Are ya ready? (FITZ nods
his head “yes”,) | want you to open the window, John Paul.

FITZ: Me too! Oh... Yes, yer Heavenly Father, right away. Well, I'll
be...damned. So this is how this works!

GERMAINE: (Whispers again.) John Paul?

GERMAINE: I'm ready to hear me penance now!

FITZ: Yer penance? Oh, aye. It's you. Forgot ; @; for a minute
there. Hmmm. Coveting yer neighbor’'s, uh™Well, coveting,
while a very real sin, is not the root of, oubles. Yer real

trouble, as | see it, is boredom.
S ohe of the seven

GERMAINE: Boredom? | don’t recall that
o],

FITZ: Yesss? (Looks around.)

deadly sins. What kind of sin is it?
FITZ: The most dangerous kind, I'm thi
GERMAINE: What do ya mean?
FITZ: You love yer husband, right?
GERMAINE: Right...so?
FITZ: So... What yer craving i
GERMAINE: Right! | like diff
FITZ: Welll The good Lord’
GERMAINE: (Aghast.) The
FITZ: Not like yers, thank
GERMAINE: But He likes
FITZ: Yes! (Pause.)
GERMAINE: So?
FITZ: So quit committi e same old stupid sin time after time. For
the love of i
through all t ouble to commit a sin in the first place...be
creative about it!
GERMAINE:

ariety!

t...and pretty...and often!
w cravings of His own.
got cravings?

st the same, I'm betting.

hrist died for yer sins. Make it worth His while!”
est, | thought it was funny.

GERMAINE? y, yer Grace?

ohn Paull Yes...funny. My father didn’t think it was
I. Put meself in a bit of a pinch over it. Two schools of
ere: mine and everyone else’s. One...that we should
again to pay Christ back for His sacrifice. The other: if
He died for us...the least we can do is make our sin a real
whopper and keep it entertaining enough to honor that sacrifice!
Now, | know that sounds sacrilegious, but think for a minute.
Odds are much greater that we’ll commit a sin than not and He
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knows that! So the joke’s on us. The only one shocked by the
fact that we’re not perfect...is us.

GERMAINE: | see... What yer saying is, the Almighty wants me to
be...more creative? Like, He wants my original sin to be just a
tad bit more...ORIGINAL?

FITZ: No! You've missed the point. He doesn’t want
all, if that’s possible. He gives you the chance to ch
counting on you to be a bit more disciplined. B

to sin at

bent on doing it anyway, THINK ABOUT BEFO YA
COMMIT IT, and you might find that... (GE gasps and
starts to think.)

GERMAINE: [ leave him no choice but to think I id and boring!
Ugh! | never thought of it that way. now. The

Almighty needs me to change me ways!
d)u do, my dear
woman! What I'm trying to say is, if yo st a little more
time in crafting yer sins, ya just mi natextra minute to see
the humor in the whole situation a mit them at all!
GERMAINE: Got it! Thank you foRgbeing s@/ blunt, John Paul. |
shan’t repeat such things again.
FITZ: He'll be mighty grateful t@ hear that. | know | am! I'd hang
meself if | had to listen to fhis same crap over and over and over
again. (Chuckles.)
GERMAINE: There was a reason
Paul. I've never thoug O
FITZ: Not bloody likely @

: ' i ANy one
penance. | want yat© go ho
GERMAINE: That's4it? iz

ent you pull out of a box, | want you to
e of your sins. A pretty, shiny, sparkling little
jon and Iust.

chose you for this job, John
t this...this way before.

2Ise ever has either! Now...for yer
> and decorate yer tree.

e penance? (Pause.) Decorate a

GER : Oh, not figuratively at all, yer Grace. Quite literally, I'm
g! So what do | do when I'm finished decorating, yer

ave a lot of decorations, do ya now?

: Aye! Hundreds. Been collecting the pretties for years,
ya know?

FITZ: 1 do now. And so does your heavenly Father.

GERMAINE: So, what's the rest of me penance?
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FITZ: | want you to stand back, take a long look, and take into
consideration with each pretty little decoration how many times
you hung your Savior on that tree with those pretty, shiny little
balls of yer neighbors!

GERMAINE: Oh my...

FITZ: (Smirking and pleased with himself.) You pon
awhile and then sleep on it. In yer own home...in ye
With yer own HUSBAND! Merry Christmas to ya
decorating!

GERMAINE: Oh my.... (She gets up and exitg
awestruck.) Merry Christmas as well, yer Grg

FITZ: Not yer Grace, my dear woman. Just John'F

GERMAINE: Aye! Very justindeed! (She exi

BLACKOUT.

ACTONE, S

Lights up in the confessional as FITZWties theldoorknob again to no
avail. There is a woman in her fifties, d to the nines, in the
confessional box on stage left. #She checks her face in a compact,
then she slides open the wigldow screen that separates her from
FITZ.

ROBERTA: Bless me, Fatl#@ffor | have sinned...

FITZ: Ohhh, for God's @ again!
blizad th
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