
A MONOLOGUE FOR ADRIANNA  
Saint Joanie by megan tabaque 

JOANIE confronts the choir director, Mr. Fawcett , in the empty church. She’s been banned from 
attending service after quarreling with the church administration, questioning her faith,and speaking 
out against gossip and rudeness in the community for treating her disrespectfully because of the way 
she looks. She’s asking him if she can sing the solo in this week service and return. Mr. Fawcett has just 
told her : “Joanie, you’re not ready.”  

JOANIE  
OH no.  
Oh no no no no no.  
There are a lot of things I am not, Mr. Fawcett.  
I am not patient.  
I am not quiet.  
I am not the most graceful woman to walk these pews.  
And maybe I am not the most articulate either - you gotta know that Jesus forgave me for screaming out his 
name in vain when I fell off the pulpit last Easter - and you also gotta know that the heels I wore that morning 
were high to help lift me up to him in heaven. 

But you telling me that, “I’m NOT ready?” No, sir. Uh-uh.  
I am readiest woman in all of creation this week. And you are going to let me come back to the choir, and you 
are going to let me sing the solo come this Sunday service. You want to know how I know?  

Because I saw it in my dream last night. You were standing right there, exactly as you are now with your hands 
in your pockets, your watch catching the light in the glass, your face looking down all embarrassed to meet my 
eyes after all the gossip and lies about things I’ve done to this church. To this community. And right when you 
lift your head up to tell me I’m no longer welcome here, the blessed Saint Joan crawls up out of your pocket, 
takes your hand and slaps you across your own face with it. She says “Shame on you!” And then she sits down 
at your piano, and you sit down right next to her and we all sing together.  

 Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine…  

And it is the most beautiful hymn you ever heard with her playing. And she tells us both, “You are ready.” And 
she touches me and I remember that I believe in God.  
I had forgotten. And then I watch you forgive me.  

Give me the solo Mr. Fawcett. Let me come back. I am already the whitest person in this black church. 
Everybody stares at me like I’m not supposed to be here. Like I’m not black enough to hit the high notes high 
and the low notes low. If people are gonna insist on staring at me like that,  I’ll learn to deal with it better, but at 
least make ‘em do it while I’m singing.  
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