Catholic School Girls
by Casey Kurtti

New York State – 1962-1970 – Elizabeth (30’s)

This is a memory play about the indelible experience of growing up in a Catholic school as observed by several characters, particularly Elizabeth. Here, Elizabeth berates God for taking away her Grandmother.

ELIZABETH: (to God, as if she is in church:) Hey, come on out, I want to talk to you. It’s me, Elizabeth. You can hide behind any statue in this place, but you better listen to me. I don’t know if you know this but after my grandmother moved in with us, everything was different. We used to sit in my room, after school. She’d ask me questions about all sorts of things. Then she’d listen to my answers real close because she said I was an important person. Some nights, after we went to bed, I would hear her talking to my grandfather in the dark. If I made any noise she’d stop. Because it was private. One night I saw that she was crying. I made some noise and she stopped. Then she asked me if I remembered my grandfather. I did, she liked that. We fell asleep on her bed like sisters. Sunday mornings were kind of strange. Nobody would give up eating bacon and some smells made her sick. My father would tell her if the grease bothered her so much, to take her eggs and go into the bedroom and wait until breakfast was over. I helped her stuff towels into the cracks under the door; but the smell got in anyway. Then my father would make me come back to the table and eat with the rest of the family. I’d go, but I wouldn’t eat that bacon. Sometimes, if she was feeling a little better we’d take short walks. After we had rested, she’d tell me stories about my mother and bring along pictures that I had never seen. I didn’t know why my mother was so sad and neither did my grandmother. One day, my father came home from work and told me that my grandmother would have to move back to the Bronx. He said it was just not working out. She needed more care and besides she was making the family crazy. I told him she wasn’t making me crazy. I told him she let me be near her. He didn’t understand that. And now I see that you didn’t either. You took her and I don’t think that’s fair. You’re supposed to do the right thing, all the time. I don’t believe that anymore. You just like to punish people; you like to interrupt their lives. You didn’t let me finish. She doesn’t know what I think, and I was almost ready to tell her. Why don’t you take my mother next time? Oh, you like to take little kids, don’t you? Grab one of my brothers next, they’re all baptized. Why don’t you take my whole stinking family, in one shot, then you won’t waste any time. That would be some joke. But I want to tell you something. It’s a personal message, I’m delivering it myself. Don’t you ever lay hands on me, cause if I ever see you, you can strike me dead. . . try . . . I will spit all over your face, whatever it looks like. Because you and everyone else in this world are one big pack of liars. And I really think I hate you. Something else: You don’t exist.

