Drinking Habils

By that it would
mean a great deal to me if you wo ant you to spy on

Father Paul!
GEORGE. Spy, Father?
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Here's what I'd i

pur hands.

ate of the entire churc

s o whispera plan as the lights fade to black.)

Scene 2

{The next morning. The trunk has been moved out of the way. AU-
GUSTA and PHILAMENA are working on finishing te robes,
Both are exhausted.)
SISTER AUGUSTA. | can't believe I fell asleep in my oatmeal
Mother Superior must think I'm narcolepfic.

SISTER PHILAMENA. | don't know why you're so tired! I had to
press and bottle all the...you-know-what.. ne thanks to you!
SISTER AUGUSTA. [ was in Mary Catherine’s room all night, put-
ting subconscious thoughts into her head. | read about it in'a book
last month. This woman wanted to stop smoking, and she made a
recording that she played when she slept telling her, “Stop smoking,
Stop smoking” And when she woke up the next day, she gave up
smoking.

SISTER PHILAMENA. But Sister Mary Catherine doesn’t smoke.

SISTER AUGUSTA. | know that! But I wanted her to expose herself
as a spy. So I snuck into her room and whif.[u_ormi over and over,
“Confess! Confess!”

SISTER PHILAMENA. Did it work?
SISTER AUGUSTA. We'll find out this morning,

SISTER PHILAMENA. Well, we finished and that’s the important
thing. Now remember, the bottles with the red labels are the... you-
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know-what...and the ones with the white labels are the real grape
juice.

SISTER AUGUSTA. Red: you-know-what, white: grape juice. I'll
remember.

SISTER PHILAMENA. | put the last two bottles of grape juice on
the very edge of the shelf so we'll remember to take those first. The
whole pressing room smells like.. you-know-what...s0 we must
keep Mother Superior out of there if we can. At least until I can clean
it up this morning.

SISTER AUGUSTA. Got it! I'm going to go find George ask him to
go into town and pick up our bottles.

SISTER PHILAMENA. Can't we go? If he happens to look in the
box...

SISTER AUGUSTA. We still have all these robes to repair. We'll just
get George to do it for us; he’s very trustworthy,

GEORGE. (Entering, dressed as a priest) Good morning, Sisters.
SISTER PHILAMENA. George!

SISTER AUGUSTA. What are you wearing? That's sacrilege!
GEORGE. Oh, no. It's a cassock!

SISTER PHILAMENA. George, why are dressed like that?
GEORGE. Father Chenille’s put me on a uug,mlﬂwl. From now
on, I'm Father George.

SISTER AUGUSTA. Father George? .

GEORGE. Until he tells me it’s ok to MMGW again.
SISTER PHILAMENA. I don't understand.

GEORGE. | can't explain it to you just yet. Mm I'm Father
George.

SISTER PHILAMENA. All right. Now, Geonges (He clears his throat.
She corrects herself) —Father George, we have qu{!mt you.

SISTER AUGUSTA. There’s a box of bottles we've ordered that
needs to get picked up from town. Can you get them for.us this
morning?

GEORGE. I don't know. Father Chenille told muﬂyhueall day.

SISTER AUGUSTA. Please! It's very H‘I!p(l'tllﬂ we get m bottles
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SISTER PHILAMENA. We'd go ourselves, but we have to finish our
sewing.

GEORGE. Well, Father Paul was still asleep when 1 left my cabin
this morning... Maybe if I go right now I can be back before he’s up.

SISTER AUGUSTA. Thank you, Geo—
(He clears his throat.)
Father George.
{He exits as MARY CATHERINE enters.)
SISTER MARY CATHERINE. Good morning, Sisters.
SISTER PHILAMENA. Good morning, Mary Catherine.

SISTER AUGUSTA. (Moving to the other side of MARY CATHERINE
and checking her out;) Good morning.

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. Is something wrong, Sister?

SISTER AUGUSTA. How are you feeling this morning, Sister Mary
Catherine? Anything you'd like to tell us?

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. What do you mean?
SISTER AUGUSTA. Anything to.._confess?
SISTER MARY CATHERINE. Actually, there is.
SISTER AUGUSTA. (Excifed:) | knew it!

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. | drank the last of the grape juice at
breakfast this morning,

SISTER AUGUSTA. Is that all?

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. (Unsure;) And...I'm sorry? Listen,
Sisters, may | ask you something? Is this building very old?
SISTER PHILAMENA. Not really. Why?

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. | heard strange noises all night last
night. I thought maybe it was building settling,

SISTER AUGUSTA. Noises? What kind of noises? Did the noises
make you want to...tell us something!?!

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. 1 know this sounds silly, but they
sounded almost...human. Like a voice, telling me the strangest
things.

SISTER AUGUSTA. Oh, really? Like what?

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. They just kept saying, “confess, con-
fess”
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SISTER AUGUSTA. Maybe you have a heavy heart about
thing. Perhaps a secret weighing you down? Something you
to...confess?

(Botl: Sisters stare at MARY CATHERINE,)

SISTER MARY CATHERINE. (Very nervous:) I think 1| take
sewing outdoors. I'd Jike some quiet time to reflect.

SISTER AUGUSTA. I'll come along.
SISTER MARY CATHERINE. | don't mean to be impolite, Sisigy
Augusta, but I'd like to go alone. '
SISTER AUGUSTA. Good, me too. We can go alone together.

{As they exit, AUGUSTA whispers behind her: "Confess! Cone

Jess!” MARY CATHERINE turns around but AUGUSTA stops,
prefending to scratcht her head. It continyes gs they exit.)

MOTHER SUPERIOR. (Enfering, headig towards the pressing room)
How's the sewing coming along?

SISTER PHILAMENA, We should be done very— Mother Superiar,
where are you going?

MOTHER SUPERIOR. The pressing room. We've run out of juice.
SISTER PHILAMENA. I'll get you some.

MOTHER SUPERIOR. Nonsense. You keep sewing,
QSIERPEHLAMENA.(PHMM inf k of the pressing room
door:) Mother Superior, wait! T}upﬂu‘:?ﬁa mﬁ':?s A mess.

MOTHER SUPERIOR. I'm just retrieving some bottles, Sister Phil
amena, not photographing it. Unless there's some other reason you
don’t want me to o in there? '

SISTER PHILAMENA. -uh.uh..,
(MOTHER SUPERIOR mudyes PHILAMENA aside and enters
the pressing room. ) ' '
Grab the bottles with the white labels on the edge of the shelf
They're...more what you're looking far,
MOTHER SUPERIOR. All right,
(A small crash is heard.)
SISTER PHILAMENA. What happened?

MOTHER SUPERIOR. (Within: It's all right. Just a little spill. (Com-
ing out with red label bottles:) Could i ?P'u” get a mop and bucket

and help me clean up the broken glass



Drinking Habits 35

’PHII.AMENA. Mother Superior, | told you to get the bot-
bl the white labels!

IR SUPERIOR. The ones with the white labels fell off the
“sieone put them dangerously close to the edge.

P PHILAMENA. But—

iR SUPERIOR. The mop and bucket are in the kitchen. Grab
i and put these bottles away and we'll clean up that mess before
Jiis. I've spilled a little on my gown and need to wash it off.

e, FAUL and S I j sz
ook awful!
X. Do
prning, Paul:
ALIL. Now, look, v
ithing's going on, and
Y. 1 still don't know w

now the last time | woke up at four thirty in thg
r! That's when!

oth agreed: ask a few questions, fincdit

e, right?

¥

ou're so nervous about all thi

s many rosaries I'll hajilfto say

'A Look at me! Do you kno
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L. (Flattered:;) You think s0? This robe o makgihe look fat?
LY. No, not at all. It accentuates your broad 5.

IPAUL. Thanks. I've been daing a little weight-lif gh the fellas
fter work lately, and— {Remembering his missingghal [N serious!
'Let’s just do this and get out of here.

'SALLY. All right, all right: I'll check on S
gusta. You find Mother Superior and 5i
back in an hour, trade notes, and figu

{She exils outside as PAUL rug
(FATHER CHENILLE ¢ {
FATHER CHENILLE. Cg PWhere are you?
SISTER PHILA

Mary and Siste
Philamena. We'll mé
fit what to do trom there,

back out the hall,)

from outside,)

Y (Entering from the kitchen with @ mop and
bucket. She seeg ER CHENILLE who is faced away from her.) Fa-
ther Georg you back with the bottles already?

ATHER CHENILLE turns around.)

Q ood morning, Father Chenille.



