Another boring night shift 2
 ‘MARY’ WALKS ‘PARK BENCH’, HOLDING ‘BABY’ WRAPPED IN NEWSPAPER. SHE SITS DOWN, SHIVERS AND HUGS BABY TO HER. STAYS STILL, GAZING AT CHILD.

CYCLIST STARTS OUT FROM BACK OF ROOM/CHURCH. GETS OFF AT FRONT, LAYS DOWN BIKE. SITS DOWN ON FLOOR AND DRINKS FROM A WATER BOTTLE. IGNORES BABY.

JOGGER COMES FROM RIGHT SIDE, DOES EXERCISES IN FRONT OF MARY AND BABY THEN RUNS TO SIDE.

‘AIRMEN’ APPEAR IN PULPIT. WHEN QUIET, THEY START TO SPEAK…

2 angels dressed as RAF pilots. One (dim but nice) is puzzling over a crossword. One (obviously the brighter and more senior of the two) is looking through binoculars. Both speak in clipped, posh accent but use street language.

A1 (scanning the horizon with binoculars): Aren’t these night shifts, like, well boring, old blood?! Know what I’m saying?
A2: That’s like literally true. Isn’t it! (a bit distracted)... 
A1: Isn’t it!

A2: And I’m well stuck on 1 across!

A1: What’s, like, the clue, man?

A2: It says, right, like, two words: 6 letters meaning ‘male parent’; 9 letters – ‘the popular name for the 25th December’

A1: Oh, man! That’s ‘FATHER CHRISTMAS’! It’s well easy! Don’t you, like, even know that? Even my auntie would know that and she’s, like totally thick, no word of a lie! How come they like gave you your wings, like??!! 

A2: The board – they says, right – and this is them to me: ‘Listen, bro, you has potential, right, man. Unrealised potential!’
A1: No way! When was that then?
A2:  Like, 10, 000 years ago…
A1 (sarcastically): Early days, then…
A2: Isn’t it!

(Pause while A1 continues to scan)

A2: Hey, blood? Anything going on, man?

A1: Nope. Just the normal..

A2: Wars, pestilence, famine?
A1 (sadly): Yep, I’m afraid so, bro. (suddenly excited) Hang on, though!

A2 (catching the tone of A1): What is it?

A1 (relaxing; disappointed): Oh, it’s like literally nothing, right! Just some girl on a park bench with a new-born baby…

A2 (portentously): Baby?!

A1 (laughing; trying to dampen A2’s interest): No, no! It’s not at all what you’re thinking, bro’. The mother’s well young (Looks through the binoculars again) 14 or 15, I’d say – and the kiddie has totally poor clothes and all that. 
A2 (loses interest):  No, like, crowns or royal robes?
A1: (With distaste) Come off it, blood: he’s wrapped in newspaper! (Readjusts binoculars). Wait a minute, though!

A2 (wide-eyed): What?! What?!

A1: The crossword’s filled in! Do you want me to tell you the answers?
A2 (sinks back into his chair in disappointment): Whatever! (then curiosity gets the better of him/her) Well, unless, right, you can, like, see the answer to 2 across: 7 letters meaning ‘the name of a red-nosed reindeer with a very shiny nose’…
A1 (sarcastically): ‘RUDOLPH!’ It’s well obvious!
(SHEPHERD(ESS) COMES ON AND STANDS TO LEFT OF BABY, LOOKING DOWN AT HIM. MARY LOOKS UP, HOLDS UP BABY FOR HER TO SEE AND SMILES.)

A2: Oh yeah…

A1 (shaking his head in comic disbelief then looking again): I must say there’s a lot going on down there...

A2 (looking up, mildly interested): What?

A1: Someone with green wellies and a dog has gone up to them.

A2 : No way! What’s a shepherd doing in the park, bro’?! (goes back to the crossword, shaking his head in confusion)
A1: Yeah! It’s, like sooo random! (Following someone with the binoculars then stopping, shocked –takes some time to allow for the P.M and body guards to appear):
‘PRIME MINISTER’ WALKS ON WITH BODYGUARDS IN FRONT AND BEHIND, ALL LOOKING AROUND, UP AND DOWN. S/HE STOPS IN FRONT OF THE BABY AND GIVES MARY A WRAPPED PRESENT BEFORE MOVING TO THE RIGHT OF BABY, FLANKED BY BODYGUARDS, STILL LOOKING AT THE CHILD

CYCLIST TURNS ROUND AND GAPES IN ASTONISHMENT, AS DOES THE JOGGER.

A1 (cont.)…I don’t, like, believe it…!

A2 (impatiently): What? What don’t you believe?

A1: It’s, like, the Prime Minister!
A2: The Prime Minister?!
A1: (nodding while still looking) The Prime Minister! S/he’s in the park! 
 A2: Here (grabbing the binoculars, takes a while to find the spot, then looks over the top of the bios and then back through them again to be certain)  But, that’s so random!
ANOTHER BODYGUARD STARTS WALKING DOWN THE CENTRE OF THE CHURCH/ROOM, LOOKING ALL AROUND, UP, DOWN, ROUND ETC, FOLLOWED BY THE ‘PRESIDENT’, SURROUNDED BY BODYGUARDS WITH HANDS ON EACH OTHER’S SHOULDERS.

A1: (cont)….What’s s/he doing there?

(They look at each other, shrug and A2 looks back again and gasps in astonishment as s/he catches sight of bodyguards, President etc walking down the aisle)

 A1: What?! What is it?

A2: There’s what’s-his-name! (starts to babble and gesticulate wildly)
A1: Mind yourself, man! You sound well gone! Give me them glasses! (He snatches them back). Who’s that?

A2: (beside herself with excitement) It’s what’s-his-name, bro!
A1: Who?! (Suddenly sees what A2 is babbling about and is awestruck in his turn) The President?! That’s, like, awesome!
A2: Isn’t it!

A1: Isn’t it, though!

A1: What would he, like, be doing in a park?!
MEANWHILE THE PRESIDENT AND PARTY HAVE ARRIVED IN THE CENTRE, IN FRONT OF THE BABY. THEY ALL IMMEDIATELY KNEEL DOWN, AS DO THE SHEPHERD, PRIME MINISTER AND ALL THE BODYGUARDS. THE PRESIDENT ALSO GIVES A PRESENT. 
A2: (suddenly ‘gets it’) Of course! Press the red button!

A1: Listen, blood. Don’t be so random, yeah?! Just because the President’s arrived in the park…

A2: I’m not talking about the President, right! I’m talking about the baby, man!

A1: Yeah, yeah! He’s totally sweet and all that, but he’s nothing special, bro! Just some poor kid on a park bench.

A2: But don’t you see, man? He’s the ONE. The one we’ve been, like waiting for! All these years!
A1: No way! You’re, like, talking rubbish. As usual. Just like my auntie!
A2: (pointing wildly and handing A1 the binoculars) But look! Look!

(Unwillingly, A1 looks through the binoculars while A2 babbles on)

 A2: It like literally all fits in. Don’t you see, bro?! Don’t you see?
A1: (slowly but with great deliberation) But they’re all kneeling down now! (He looks at A2) I think, like, you may be, like, totally right!

A2: I know, man. I is totally right!
(A moment of silence. They look at each other, pause)
A1: Glory!

A2: Glory!

A1: Glory!
A1: (through an ‘intercom’): Like, action stations! Prepare for immediate take off, yeah!
A1 and A2 together (looking at each other in agreement): HE’S ARRIVED!
A1: Isn’t it!

A2: Isn’t it, though!

ALL FREEZE.

