Forgive Me Child 
By Amelia Hanson
Setting

A foreclosed catholic church in the country about 15 miles out of a small town in Maryland. Mid 1970’s. Around 2-3 a.m. November morning.

Characters

Amy – 19, in her first year of college, had very “hippy like” parents.

Father Michael – 60, was a priest 20 years ago when he killed Mary, very strict, crazy.

(In a dark foreclosed church where the only light is from many candles melted onto the steps by the alter and the occasional flash of lightning at 2.30 am on November 1st. Father Michael sits hunched over his head in his hands in the pew closest to the alter. He looks up at the large crucifix mounted in the centre of the alter.)

Father Michael

Lord please forgive me. I never meant to hurt her, to hurt anyone. I just want someone to listen, to understand. All my life I was your servant, your vassal. I only made one mistake but now you shun me, why? I cannot bare it any longer. I long to do your work once again. Please, send me someone, someone that knows nothing but love and compassion. Send me anyone.

(There is loud crash of thunder and a flash of lighting as Father Michael again drops his head into his hands. At the same time the loud slam of two large doors can be heard and Amy comes stumbling into view. She is soaking wet and looks very frightened, she turns to look back where she came from while still walking until she bumps into a pew a few pews back from father Michaels. She stops closing her eyes and breathing deeply running her shaky hands through her wet hair.  Father Michael looks up at Amy than up at the sky.)

Father Michael

Thank you lord, thank you so much![image: image1.png]



Amy

Stupid, stupid, stupid! The one time I didn’t listen to her and BANG!

(There is a sudden crash of thunder and flash of lightning. Amy jumps slightly and screams dropping to the floor and pushing herself up against the pew covering her face with her hands. She slowly lowers her hands from her face breathing quickly looking around. At the same time as Amy dropped to the ground Father Michael stood up and is now standing facing Amy with a forlorn look on his face. She sees him and screams again pushing herself closer to the pew hiding her face once again.)

Amy

Oh god oh god oh god. Please don’t kill me! My car broke down and and and I, I’m scared of the storm. 

(Amy peeks though her fingers Father Michael takes a step forward. Amy quickly covers her face again now very scared.)

Amy

Please, don’t hurt me![image: image2.png]



(Father Michael slowly walks closer to her.)

Father Michael

Don’t be frightened Child. I won’t hurt you. You are in the lord’s house nothing can harm you here.

(Amy slowly lowers her hands from her face looking up at Father Michael.)
Amy

Wh-who are you?

(Father Michael looks at Amy, a slightly confused look across his face.)

Father Michael

Well…my church-

Amy

This is your church?

Father Michael

(making it up as he goes)

Well…no, my church had a… fire, I could no longer stay there. I was told the town wanted to…be able to worship in this place again and and I was asked to take it into my hand. (sure of himself in this statement) I’m going to make it a holy place again.

(Amy looks at him as if she is trying to figure out if he is telling the truth or not.)
Amy

So…you live here? You’re a preist?

Father Michael

Yes.

Amy

You’re not going to hurt me are you?

Father Michael

Oh never dear child. The lords house is a safe place for all those who enter.

(Amy nods more to herself than Father Michael and slowly pushes herself up against the pew. She stands still slightly shaking, though now more because she is cold and wet, and tries to stabilize herself by holding onto the pew.)

Amy

(laughing nervously)

I get so paranoid this late at night. In the middle of no where, you have no idea who could be out there.

Father Michael

Don’t fret child, you’re safe now.

(There is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. Amy gasps and falls down onto the pew she was standing by. Father Michael looks at her concerned.)

Father Michael

You seem scared.

Amy

It’s the thunder, scares me half to death. (she laugh nervously again)
Father Michael

Thunder scares you does is?

Amy

(looking at her feet)

It’s silly really, just a childish fear.

Father Michael

(right after her)

There is no need to be ashamed of your fears.

Amy

(looking up, a timid smile on her face)

I guess I’ve always been afraid of storms, since I could remember. It’s just one of those fear I’ve never gotten over. I’ve thought I would have gotten over it by now, I mean I am 19 years old. I shouldn’t be afraid of anything.

Father Michael

We’re all afraid of something.

Amy

I didn’t get so scared last year. But when I started college I guess I realized I had no one to run to anymore and the fear came back. My teacher told me everyone has at least one fear that only a parent can sooth, I guess he’s right.

Father Michael

When you have no one to run to just remember God is always there, he can guide you though the storm. 

Amy

Well I-

Father Michael

My parents died when I was very young and God was the only one I had to show me the way.

Amy

I’m so sorry.

Father Michael

Don’t worry child, I don’t remember them much, and I know they’re safe now.

(Amy smiles)

Amy

I sometimes wish I had the sort of faith you have. I was raised without religion. My parents think a person should be able top choose their religion. They didn’t want to force me into something I would loath.

Father Michael

I can see some logic in that, though I personally would not suggest that.

Amy

We’re all different I guess.

(Father Michael nods slowly.)

Amy

I’m very glad you where here. If this church had been closed as I thought I probably wouldn’t have slept. Would have stayed up the whole night hoping no one would murder me.

Father Michael

The countryside can be unsettling at night.

(Amy nods and looks around)

Amy

Did the storm nock the electricity out?

Father Michael

I suppose…yes it did, hours ago, I lit those candles. (motions to candles on alter)

(Amy looks towards candles and walks towards the alter, looking back at Father Michael)

Amy

Do you mind if I sit?

Father Michael

Not at all, please do.

(Amy smiles and continues to alter sitting down near candles to get a little warmth from them. Father Michael watches her then proceeds to sit down on the first pew facing her.)

Amy

So…you’re fixing up this place?

Father Michael

Making it a holy place again.

Amy

Right…(shes nods slowly looking around once again) How long was it closed?

Father Michael

Twenty years…I was told.

Amy

Why was it closed down? Only churches I’ve heard of getting closed where when the towns died.

Father Michael

(silent for a moment, looking blankly at the floor, Amy searches his face for an answer)

Someone was brutally murdered near where you were sitting. No one wanted to enter the church again. They thought it was full of evil spirits. The priest was sent away, far away…

Amy

Oh, that’s terrible. How did– 

Father Michael

(quickly looking up and cutting her off)

What is your name child?

Amy

(taken aback)

Amy.

Father Michael

You said your parents let you chose your religion? Yes, you did, what did you chose Amy?

Amy

Well, Father?

Father Michael

Call me Father Michael.

Amy

 Ok, Father Michael, I’ve been a little too preoccupied with studies to look into religion yet.

Father Michael

Well that’s just fine. All in good time I suppose.

Amy

Yes, that’s what I–

Father Michael

(talking more to himself)

In fact it’s very good. Very good indeed.

(Father Michael smiles to himself. Amy smiles nervously looking somewhat confused also. Amy shivers and there is a crash of thunder and lightining, Amy flinches slightly.)

Father Michael

(looking towards the back of the alter)

I’ve always found thunder very soothing.

(Amy looks to back of alter also and shudders. She looks back towards Father Michael but he continues to stare at the alter. There is a long moment of no sound but the hard rain outside. Amy looks down playing with her hands before looking back up at Father Michael.)

Amy

(not sure if she should be talking)

Father, I…I just wanted to…to…well, to thank you, you know, for letting me stay here tonight.

Father Michael

(never looking away from back of alter, not really talking to Amy.)

We never turn strangers away, not here.

Amy

(Amy smiles slightly and looks around again)

You wouldn’t happen to have any blankets or something would you? The rain–

Father Michael

(looking up at Amy as if out of a trance)

Amy, what are you studying in college?

Amy

(slightly taken aback)

Well, I’m majoring in philosophy with a minor in English. (laughing a little to self) My mother always said– 

Father Michael

So you have to learn about religions don’t you?

Amy

Well, I guess that’s part of it. But I just started a month ago so I haven’t really taken any religion classes or anything really related to my major.

Father Michael

(to self)

It’s better that way.

Amy

Pardon?

Father Michael

I said nothing of importance.

Amy

Oh all right…

(Amy looks over at the candles near her playing with the flames and wax with her fingers. There is a silence.)

Amy

Storm seems to be letting up a little.

(Father Michael does not seem to hear her comment and stands up walking over to open space DL standing facing away from Amy before turning slightly)

Father Michael

Amy, were you a curious child?

Amy

(taken aback and stammering looking for words)

I…well…I guess you could say I was. My parents always pushed me to ask questions, and make my own choices when I could. They wanted me to be independent.

Father Michael

(accusingly)

And you think that’s good parenting?

Amy

True, it may have been a little extreme for the times, but knowing they grew up it makes sense. And I do believe that a child should question the world around them.

Father Michael

(walking down the aisle)

Children shouldn’t question what is! They must learn to accept the way things are because that is how things always will be!

Amy

But how can you learn if you don’t ask questions?

Father Michael

(turning around suddenly and walking towards Amy)

By listening to those who know. 

Amy

Those who know? Times change, ideas change. They are no people that flat out “know”. People–

Father Michael

(standing in front of Amy)

Do you have no respect child? Some one should teach you a real lesion! 

(Father Michael raises his hand to strike Amy, thunder and lighting. Amy cowers under him.)
Amy

Please, don’t hurt me.

(A look of despair crosses Father Michael’s face. He slowly lowers his hand and turns away from Amy looking down in shame.)

Father Michael

Forgive me child, I find it hard to hear different opinions at times.

Amy

(shaken and now very worried.)

No really, th-that’s fine. I understand. (Amy starts to stand) But you know…like I said the storm is letting up. Maybe I should just – just…go back to my car for the rest of the night. Make sure it’s– 

(Father Michael turns just a little towards Amy, more glancing over his shoulder. Amy pauses)

Father Michael

You know people trust stranger, with their secrets.

Amy

Wh– 

Father Michael

Strangers never judge. That’s why people confess. (he walks to pulpit and caresses the wooden bars) Because they can never be completely sure who’s on the other side, and the same goes for the listener. When you don’t know the person you never judge.

Amy

(watching Father Michael intently nervously)

Oh…yes, that…makes perfect sense.

Father Michael

(turning suddenly to Amy)

Amy, can I ask you for something?

Amy

(hesitantly)

Oh… I don’t–  [image: image3.png]



(Father Michael looks straight at Amy.)

Father Michael

It’s not much, just a simple request.

Amy

I guess…what is it?

Father Michael

I need to confess.

Amy

(confused)

Confess what?

Father Michael

My sin.

Amy

Your sin?

(Father Michael continues to look straight at her nodding slightly)

Amy

Are you sure you should. Wouldn’t it be better if some one  catholic did that? Aren’t there rules about confessing?

Father Michael

And that’s why I need you, a stranger. Nothing complicated, people who know the rules would just make it complicated, to complicated. I need it to be simple. You won’t judge, you’ll just listen.

Amy

I don’t know…

Father Michael

Please. I need you; I can’t go on with my work until I am forgiven. This place can’t be clean until I am.

Amy

But-

Father Michael

You’re the one I need. You have compassion, you’ve seen what the world is like, you can listen and you can understand.

(Amy opens her mouth to speak but things and closes it. She seems to be having a battle in her mind. Father Michael looks at her pleadingly she looks up at him with sympathy.)

Father Michael

Don’t you understand? I need to be cleared of all sin. You’re the only one that can do that now, the only one that will understand.

(Amy looks up at him sadly. She is shivering and trying to get some warmth out of the candles next to her.)

Amy

I’m sorry, but it wouldn’t feel right. You’re a kind man, I’m sure someone else would be more than willing to do it.

Father Michael

No, they wouldn’t.

Amy
I just don't think it would be right for me. I don’t understand why someone who knows  what they’re doing can’t do it?

Father Michael
Because they would judge me, they couldn’t listen.
Amy
Can't you find another priest to confess to?
Father Michael
(getting defensive)
I can’t do that. What would they think of me? I wouldn't get any respect after doing that.
Amy
But couldn't-
Father Michael
NO! Don’t you see? Don’t you? No one but you now, no one.
Amy

(really frightened)
All right, I'm sorry. I just thought-

Father Michael

I said no.

(to himself)

No one else will do anymore, no one.

Amy

(glancing towards exit off stage and at Father Michael as he paces between pulpit and pew)

How about I…I just go, go, go out to my car, just so I can umm get something warm and dry, I really am cold you see, and then, they I can– 

Father Michael
(talking more to himself)
You have to listen. No one else will do.
Amy

(getting desperate)
I promise. Just let me go to my car, get something warm. The  I can listen, please, I promise.

Father Michael
You will? You'll listen?
Amy

(glancing at the exit again very desprate)
I ptomise.
Father Michael

Good, that’s so good. I knew you would.

Amy

(smiling nervously)

I do want to help you all I can.

Father Michael

Yes, you’re a good kind girl. Very good.

Amy

(starting to inch towards exit.)

So, I’ll just run to my car, and be back here in not time at all and.

(Father Michael stands up nodding to himself. He begins to remove his large black coat that was over his black shirt. His blue hospital robes sticking out between his shirt and pants become more clear though Amy does not notice the robes. She sees him removing his jacket and stops moving, confused.)

Amy

What are you doing?

Father Michael

Getting you something to keep you warm.

Amy

(smiling nervously)

Oh no, please don’t. You’ll get too cold. It’s no problem for me to get something…
(She stops talking as Father Michael holds out his coat to her. There is a flash of lighting and a flash of thunder)

Father Michael

(not hearing what she said)

You can wear my coat. I was getting warm anyways; it’s a very warm coat.
 (Amy moves faster towards the exit, but still slowly, not yet to where Father Michael stands by the edge of the first pew, near the aisle. The fear in Amy’s eyes is very clear and it is evident she wants desperately to leave.)

Amy

Oh you really shouldn’t. I’ll just– 
(Amy gets near Father Michael and is about to break into a run when Father Michael drops to coat and effortlessly sticks out his hand and grabs Amy’s arm pulling her to the ground.)
Father Michael
Don't be silly Child. Someone might be out there and hurt you, then you'll never come back to listen to me. No, that wouldn't do at all.
Amy
Let go!

Father Michael

Just think of everyone that could be out there. Rapists, murders, anyone! It’s not very safe out there this late.

Amy

I said let go!
(She tries to hit Father Michael with her free arm but he grabs that also. There is another flash of lightning and a crash of thunder as he smiles down at her.)
Father Michael
No. You promised to listen and forgive me. You have to keep your promise. Now stand up.
(Amy looks at her arm and his hand gripping it tightly and notices his mental hospital wrist band, looking slowly she reads it.)

Amy

Who are you?
Father Michael

Stand up!

Amy

You don’t live here, who are you?

Father Michael

I said stand up!

(Father Michael frowns and pulls Amy to her feet forcefully. She is still struggling to get out of his hold but is slowly giving up. He lets go of just one arm and picks the coat off the floor. He holds it out to her.)
Father Michael

No more questions, put this on.
Amy

Please, I just want to go home.

(Father Michael pushes the coat at her. Twisting her arm back slightly. Amy doubles over and cries out in pain.)
Father Michael

I said, put this on now.

(Father Michael stops twisting Amy’s are and she uses her free arm to take the coat. She begins to put it on normally.)

Father Michael
No, the other way.
Amy
What?
Father Michael
Put it on the other way.
(Amy takes it off and starts putting it on with the front in the back. As soon as she has it on her free arm Father Michael grabs that one and lets of the other. She puts it on the other arm. Father Michael grabs her by her shoulders and turns her around, removing a wet scarf from Amy’s neck and using it to tie her arms together behind her, she struggles, but he manages to get her tied up.) 

Amy

What are you doing?

Father Michael

Stop fighting and it will be easier for both of us.

(He then leads her to the first pew and pushes her onto it. He then takes off his belt, holding it in his hands. Amy stares at it thinking he is going to beat her.)
Amy
(on the brink of tears)
Don't hit me, please.
(Father Michael just smiles and kneels, grabbing her legs and putting the belt around them. He tightens it as tight as he can and Amy whimpers slightly.)
Father Michael
There, now you can’t leave.
Amy
You didn't have to do this.
Father Michael
Don't lie to me! I’m not a fool, you would have run as far away as you could get. But now you can't. You have no choice but to listen.
Amy
Just, please, don't hurt me.
(Father Michael smiles and pats her on her head. She cringes.)
Father Michael
Why would you think such a thing?
(He slowly walks over to the alter and sits down. Looking up at Amy still smiling.)
Father Michael
Now, may I confess my sins to you Child?
(Amy glares at him shaking slightly with tears speechless. He stops smiling.)
Father Michael
Let me confess!
(There is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. Father Michael stands looking at Amy. A look of fear crosses her face.)
Amy

But, but wh-

Father Michael

Don’t toy with me!

Amy
(almost sobbing now)
Fine, fine. Confess.
Father Michael
(smiling again and sitting down next to Amy.)
Good. And you promise to listen, and understand, and forgive.
Amy
(looking down)
Yes, I promise.
Father Michael
I've told the others so many times, they never understand, but you will. I know you will.

Amy
(starting to get slightly curious and realizing there is nothing she can do now she gives in to listing to him. She looks up at him sideways)
What…what did you do?
Father Michael

You have to know I didn’t mean to.

Amy

But…

(Father Michael stands up and walks over to the back of the alter looking up at the large crucifix, running his hands along it. Amy watches him intently.)

Father Michael
She, she was eight. Her family needed a place to stay. I care about people, I care, I do. Twenty years ago, they came to me, they came here, she came. (he looks at Amy)
Mary.
Amy
Mary?
(Father Michael nods looking back to crucifix.)
Father Michael

Mary, she was eight. So small, so fragil…

Amy

(thinking)

Did you…did you…oh god please tell me you didn’t. A little girl
(Father Michael quickly looks at her anger in his eyes.)

Father Michael

You think I raped her don’t you? That I raped a little girl? What kind of monster do you think I am?

Amy

I just– 

Father Michael

I’m not a rapist. Men like that belong in hell, I don’t belong in hell. I don’t rape children.

Amy

(looking scared)

I’m sorry. It’s just…you said…and I thought–

Father Michael

I’m no monster.

Amy

I’m sorry! I – 

Father Michael

(looking back at crucifix)
She was so curious, she had to touch everything she saw, but they kept her in line. (nodding to self) They kept her in line, at least when they were there they did. But when they were gone…

Amy
When they were gone?
Father Michael

(looking away from crucifix and down at his feet.)
When they were gone…They were such a kind family, so kind, so innocent. I never meant to do them any harm. I really didn’t. But they…she…

Amy

What did you do to them?

Father Michael

(looking at Amy with sadness in his eyes)

I told you, I didn’t mean to. I don’t know what happened. I had to let them stay. They had nowhere to go. I didn’t know it would happen. I couldn’t- (puts his face in his hands)

Amy

It’s okay; you can tell me. Does anyone else know what happened?

Father Michael

(walks near pulpit and sits on step to alter leaning against pulpit)

They saw me. I didn’t see them, but they saw me. They told everyone, everyone says they know, but they don’t, they don’t know, no one knows.

Amy

Who says they know?

Father Michael

They ask me why I did it. I can’t tell them why if they don’t know what happened. That’s why I need you. No one has told you yet, you can hear the truth.

Amy

The truth?

Father Michael

You can hear what really happened. The others, the ones that say they can help they try to analyze me. But they can’t, I’m not like the people there. I’m not like them…

Amy

Where? The people where?

Father Michael

The hospital…

Amy

The mental–
(When Amy starts to speak Father Michael looks at her angry knowing what she it about to say. She stops herself when she sees this)

Father Michael

The mental hospital? You think I’m insane don’t you? That I’m some freak escaped from an asylum? 

Amy

No, but you just said…

Father Michael

Well, maybe I am!

(There is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder as Father Michael stands up glaring at Amy.)

Father Michael

Maybe I am, but there’s one thing that you’re wrong about. I’m not like the others. I know who I am, I know who I was, and I know what I did. Someone like me doesn’t belong in a place like that. I belong here, where I can save people before they end up like the people in that godforsaken place, that place where they only person that feels compassion for you is Satan. It’s my job to save them, not to join them!

(Amy stares up at him shaking, scared beyond belief as Father Michael walks closer to her as he talks.)

Amy

I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean-

(Father Michael is now standing in front of her. He slams his fist hard on the wood of the pew directly next to Amy. She jumps slightly in her seat.)

Father Michael

You shut up and listen! Don’t you accuse me of things you know nothing about. You’re just a stupid child. Now you shut your mouth and you listen, you promised and that’s exactly what you’ll do. And when I’m finished you will forgive me and nothing will be wrong anymore. Do you understand?

(Amy gulps while pushing herself against the pew and slowly nods never taking her eyes off of Father Michael. He turns and starts to walk back to the alter.)
Father Michael

No respect. Think you can just say anything to anyone, no one teaches you when not to and when to speak. Just like Mary…

(Father Michael sits again staring forlornly at his feet for a while. Suddenly he looks up at Amy with anger.)

Father Michael

When will you learn You’re nothing to the world! All the world wants to do is make your life hard. It will take away all hope, all love. The only thing you have to rely on it faith! Faith in something not of this world. But you have nothing because you have no faith. You think there is compassion, that there’s hope. But the only thing you have hope in is God, he’s the only one that can truly save anyone and you won’t be saved.

Amy

(getting angry)

You don’t have to have faith in God to have faith!

Father Michael

(enraged)

Do you want to be a forgotten soul?

Amy

It would be better than being trapped here with you.

(Father Michael looks at Amy stunned, a look of sadness crossing his face. Amy realizes what she just said and looks back at him waiting for his reaction, scared of what he will do. He doesn’t say a word, barely even moves.)

Amy

I didn’t… Are you-

Father Michael

(looking at nothing exactly)

I was fast asleep, it was around a quarter to three in the morning, and I was woken by the sound of knocking on my door. 

Amy

At three in the morning?

Father Michael

At first I was very angry. Most people have the common courtesy not to wake their host at such an ungodly hour. But of course they wouldn’t do it unless something happened, something bad maybe. Someone could have been hurt, I had to know.  But she…I mean don’t you think?

Amy

Think what?

Father Michael

You shouldn’t wake up someone so late in the night. They do that so much where I stay. I can never sleep, coming in every few hours, shining those bright lights in my eyes and asking me all those questions all the time.

Amy

Well, I’m sure they have a good reason.

Father Michael

I don’t see good reason for that. But that night, she could have had one. Someone may have been hurt, something could have happened.

Amy

So you let her in?

Father Michael

Mary, she said she saw a ghost. Said I knew how to get rid of them. It wouldn’t leave her alone. He followed her, he was mean, she said.

Amy

(very intrigued by his story now)

She must have been so scared.

Father Michael

She brought me to the alter, pointed at nothing. Nothing was there, she was lying. I saw nothing, and I knew better. 

Amy

They say….

Father Michael

(overlapping her speech)

She needed to beg forgiveness form God for making up stories so late. It wasn’t right. She couldn’t go back to bed until she had. She wouldn’t do it, she asked me something instead. That a child would ask that, it’s shocking, her parents weren’t teaching her manners.

Amy

What did she ask

Father Michael

(contemplating the word)

Why.

Amy

Why? Uh, what?

Father Michael

She asked why. No one asked why. I didn’t ask why. But she did.

Amy

Kids are like that, they ask why all the time. I know I did.

Father Michael

(looking at Amy)

Well you shouldn’t. Children should know never to question their superiors.

Amy

How are we supposed to learn if we don’t ask questions?

(there is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder)

Father Michael

I told her don’t ask why, it just is.

(he stands up and walks DL as he talks)

 That’s the way things are. You don’t question God, just like you don’t question the ways of the church, you don’t ask why we take communion, why Christ died for our sins. It just it and that’s all.

Amy

You should be allowed to question anything. Nothing just is; there’s a reason for everything. You can’t just say “Because I said so,” or “Because God said so,” and drop it. It’s not right, it’s not ethical.

(Father Michael turns angrily to look at Amy)

Father Michael

You know nothing or this matter. College just pollutes your mind and you think you can just say whatever you want. Is that what you think? Is it?

Amy

(coming to her senses and getting scared)

N-no Father, I’m sorry. I- I got carried away I guess.

Father Michael

I should have to ask for forgiveness, but I have other things to finish first.

Amy

Right…please, go on…

Father Michael

(slides down the wall to a sitting position running his hands through his hair eyes closed. Talking slowly, remembering, some anger in his voice mixed with sadness.)

Everything thing I said she had a question for. Said we were cannibals and dead people can’t come back to life. She asked me how God could hear her pray, hear her beg forgiveness, if he was just one person and if there were so many other people talking to him at once. (looking up at the ceiling) 

She had no faith, wouldn’t just trust religion, had to know why, to know how. I just don’t understand why  she could accept things as they were, as the are, we don’t need to explain.

Amy

(choosing her words carefully)

It, it-it is human nature to question the way things are. Didn’t you…didn’t you ever ask why?

Father Michael

I knew better than that. I wouldn’t question those that raised me when no one else would, I had respect for them, for my faith.

Amy

Not…not even once?

Father Michael

(walking towards Amy who now looks very frightened)

Not even once. Even thinking that is a sin, I’ve never sinned. But you, you’ve clearly sinned many times. I can smell the evil on you. (Father Michael gets very close to Amy. There is a loud crash of thunder and a flash of lighting. Amy tries to move away only managing to slide off the pew onto the floor) All you’re life you’ve sinned, haven’t you? I’ve never sinned, never once.

(Amy’s head is turned away from Father Michael and she is pressing it again the edge of the pew seat her eyes closed tightly scared Father Michael will hit her.)

Amy

But you did.

Father Michael

What?

Amy

(still cowering very scared)

You did, you sinned, you told me you did. Mary, you did something, you need to confess. Please…

Father Michael

Mary…

(Father Michael looks down and sits on the pew and plays with his hands)

Father Michael

She just kept asking questions. I told her to stop, I told her, but she wouldn’t. If she had just listened to me, if she had just stopped.

(Amy turns her head and looks up at Father Michael a look of concern on her face)

Amy

What happened?

Father Michael

I didn’t… I really didn’t …

Amy

Didn’t what?

Father Michael

She was so young, so fragile, but I just lost control. I didn’t know what I was doing, just that I had to make her stop, make her be quite.

(Father Michael looks at the crucifix in the alter and gets up slowly walking towards it)

Father Michael

They don’t listen, they don’t understand, I didn’t mean to.

(Father Michael stops and turns to look back at Amy who is watching him with sympathy.)

Amy

I understand, I’m listening.

(Father Michael walks over to the large candle in the stand and runs his hand through the flame as he talks)

Father Michael

I didn’t ever feel any pain. She did, I know she did, but I didn’t. I felt no pain, no regret. I heard nothing but her screams, I still hear her screams, see her small cowering body, every night I beg for it to stop.

Amy

(looking at him with disbelief)

What did you do?

Father Michael

(he looks up at nothing in particular)

I told her to stop, that if she didn’t she would be punished. There was blood, so much blood. I just wanted her to be quite, but even when she was silent I didn’t stop. Now there’s never silence.

Amy

Oh god…you….you…no, you–

Father Michael

I didn’t mean to, I really didn’t. If she had only listened, if she had only…she didn’t. Someone had to teach her a lesson, but I went too far. Just make the screams stop, they won’t go away.

Amy

But you said-

Father Michael

(leaning against the alter)

I just wanted to scare her. That’s all I wanted to do. They tell me I knew what I was doing, that I could have stopped myself at any time, but I didn’t…I…I just wanted to scare her.

Amy

(very upset)

No! You’re lying! You’re lying, you’re lying, you’re lying!

Father Michael

I…she…I didn’t know…it…

Amy

You monster! All you had to do was answer her questions, that’s all she wanted and you killed her!

Father Michael

But she wouldn’t-

Amy

You could have lied to her, made up reasons, anything!

(Father Michael looks at Amy for the first time in awhile, anger in his eyes)

Father Michael

Lie? Lie about god? Give her the pleasure of a false answer? I’m no sinner. But you are, you’re just like Mary! You doubt God, you doubt those that know more than you. You belong in hell, in hell with Mary.

Amy

(angry and crying)

Hell? You think a little innocent child would go to hell?

Father Michael

Stop accusing me of things you know nothing about! Now you shut up! SHUT UP!

(there is a flash of lightning and crash of thunder just as Father Michael slams his fist against the alter. Amy looks up at him silent and frightened tears running down her face.)

Father Michael

Why won’t anyone understand?

(Father Michael starts pacing and talking to himself)

Father Michael

I’ve told them so many times, so many times but no one ever really listens. I just want to be forgiven, I didn’t want to hurt anyone. I’m sorry…I’m sorry…if she only listened to me…Mary…

(Amy stares up watching Father Michael hopelessly He leans against the wall looking very stressed out not looking at Amy. Amy looks down at the ground as if thinking. )
Amy

(more talking to herself, shaking with fear)
No, it's not possible. How could you…you…you…

Father Michael

Mary…I didn’t mean to.

Amy

(very soft)

Oh Mary, poor girl, she…she–

(There is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. Amy looks up at Father Michael and he looks up at her, almost expediently.)

Father Michael
Tell me you forgive me. Please, tell me I did nothing wrong.
Amy
(looking at him hopelessly)
I can't.
Father Michael
You have to. You promised, you promised me you would. 
Amy

(sobbing)
But I don't, I can't. You…you…please, I can’t– 
Father Michael
You have to forgive me! You promised.

Amy
 I can’t! I can’t! It’s not right!

Father Michael

You have to!

Amy
You killed a little girl. She did nothing wrong. I can’t forgive that. I can’t I just can’t. You killed her! 

Father Michael

You have to!

Amy

What have you done?
Father Michael
I saved the world she was a sinner.
Amy

(in disbelief)
She was eight!
Father Michael
If I hadn't stopped her, the world would be worse off than it is now.
Amy
(shocked and angry)

You’re sick!

Father Michael
You were supposed to be different. You said you would understand. You liar! 

(there is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder, Any doesn’t notice this time.)

Father Michael

Liar! You're just like the others.
Amy
The other’s know what they’re talking about. It’s their job! They're sane! You're not. Maybe you should try listening.
Father Michael
I know the ways of God, they don't, they couldn't understand. But you…

(Father Michael looks intently at Amy with anger. Amy’s eyes get wide and she shakes her head)
Amy

No…I didn’t–
Father Michael

Trying to ask for forgiveness now? Don’t you see it’s to late for you? You whore, you sinning whore.

Amy

No, please!

Father Michael
You don't know what you're talking about. You don’t know anything.

(Amy pushes her body closer to the pew trying to shield herself in some way.)
Amy

(Without thinking Amy blurts out)
I know more than you'll ever know!
(Father Michael slams his fist against the wall pulpit. At the same time there is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. Amy pushes herself closer to the pew trying to make herself as small as possible.)
Father Michael
You?!? You, who has never turned to God, never even gone to church? You think you have the right to tell me I'm wrong, to tell me you know more than me! What do you know? Nothing! You believe what you learn in college? College can't teach you what God can. I learned from God, I know what's right. I know the truth!
Amy
No. No no no no no. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, please.
(Father Michael slowly walks down the aisle to the last pew then back to the alter as he talks.)
Father Michael
I didn't mean to, I didn't want to hurt her. She wouldn't stop she wouldn’t stop asking questions. Didn’t stop asking me questions. There was no other way. I didn’t mean to hurt her, to hurt anyone.
Amy
But you did. (shaking her head in despair) You hurt them all. How can anyone forgive you?
(Father Michael ,who has now reached the pulpit again, looks up and knocks the large candle to the ground with great force and turns to face Amy.)

Father Michael

(in pure sadness and doubt)
They will! And god will, god will forgive me because he loves me.
Amy

(noticing his state)
He won’t forgive you, and I won’t forgive you. Every night you’ll hear her scream, see her try to get away. Every night until you die and go to hell with everyone else like you!
(Father Michael puts his face in his hands and shakes his head.)

Father Michael

I just want the screams to stop!

(Father Michael keeps shaking his head. Amy keeps going, thinking she is winning)

Amy

But you can’t! Because you killed her! You’re going to hell for what you did to her.

(Father Michael cocks his head to the side and looks at Amy with a devious smile on his face.)
Father Michael
Now Mary, you know that's not true. The lord would never send one of his faithful servants to hell.
(Amy looks up startled at Father Michael with a confused look on her face.)
Amy
Wh-what? My name is Amy.
Father Michael
Come now Mary, you know it's wrong to lie in the house of the lord.
Amy
I'm not Mary. Mary’s dead. You killed her.
Father Michael
Don't be silly. I wouldn't hurt a fly.
(Father Michael walks towards the large fallen candleholder. He picks it up while still smiling at Amy and starts walking towards her. As he walks there is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. Amy watches him confusion and fear crossing her face.)
Amy
What are you doing?
Father Michael
Don't worry Mary; I'm not going to hurt you, not if you will repent.
(As Father Michael gets closer Amy does all she can to push herself off away from the pew and drag her body towards the door but she isn't having much success. Father Michael is smiling down at Amy the candleholder hanging limply in his hand at his side.)
Amy
I don't know what you're talking about! She's dead. I’m Amy!
Father Michael
Come now, how could you be dead if you're here right now. I know I'm not crazy. You may believe in ghosts Mary, but I don’t.
(Amy continues to drag herself slowly down the aisle. Trying desperately to get out of her binds.)
Amy
Please, don't hurt me. I forgive you. Do you hear me I forgive you! Just let me go, please let me go! I forgive you!!
Father Michael
You can't forgive me child. You are the one that needs to be forgiven. Now repent Mary. Repent and god will forgive you of your sins.
Amy
But I'm not Mary!
(There is a flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. The smile is wiped off Father Michael's face and is replaced with a look of anger.)
Father Michael
Don't lie to me. You don't want to add to the sins you must repent for do you?
Amy

(desperately trying to convince him who she is)
But I told you I'm not Mary!
Father Michael
Stop lying!
(There is another flash of lightning and a crash of thunder. Amy is cowering beneath Father Michael sobbing and trying with all her might to pull herself away.)
Amy
I'm not lying. Please, I'm not lying.
Father Michael
God hates a liar Mary.
(Father Michael raises the candleholder above Amy. Just as he is about to bring it down to strike Amy there is a blackout and thunder and lightning.)

THE END
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