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THE 10 0'CLOCK ANGEL

by Graham Walker

SCENE 1

The lights comeup to reveal a strangecharacter sitting at the side of the stage
beside a fire. This is the STORYTELLER.

Storyteller: Goodevening. | amtold thatthesedays,in your time, peopledo not
spendmuchtime consideringthe world of the spirit. If you can'tseeit or
touchit or smellit, it can'tbethere,canit? Hmm. Tell thatto the peopleof
Hiroshima. Somethings that do not measureto the sensesare very much
there.

We usedto acceptthe mysteriousso much more easily, but we were never
cleverlike you. We knew our limits and we fearedthe unknown.... justin
case.

Up therewas God, all seeing,up in His Heaven,surroundedy the soulsof
theblessed.If youweregood,you joinedthem- if youweren'twell ....there
wasHell, commandedby the Princeof Darknesswho would surelydragyou
downto spendan eternityin unspeakabléorment. Nowadaysthatwould be
a month in Benidorm.

Getmy drift? It wasall niceandsimple. We all knewwherewe were. But
you don'tbelievein all that, I'm told. YOU know better. Scienceprovesit's
all impossible.

Well, listento my story. Onceupona very recenttime, therewasan angel.
Well, hewasn'tmuchmorethana cherubreally andhe hadaratherpoortrack
record. To be honestwith you, his behaviourwas a bit lessthanangelicat
times. Oh, he tried, but things just seemed to get away from him.
Oneday he wascalledbeforethe Boardof Archangels for some serious
straight talking ....

(The lights come on to reveal two ANGELS sitting at a desk).

SergeantAngel Smith: All right, let's be ‘avin' you. Double march. Left, right,
left, right. 'Alt! Left Tahn! 23585105 Junior Angel Peter Plain, SAH!

Archangel Michael: Thankyou SergeantAngel. (He shakeshis head, deaf).
Well Peter,whathaveyou donenow? Your HeavenlyChoirmasteiis very
displeased.



Peter: Oh, I'm sosorry,sir, | hada slight misunderstandingvith one of the other
juniors.

A. Michael: A misunderstandinthatinvolved pulling his halodownoverhis head
and almost throttling him.

Peter: That was because | slipped and grabbed hold of it to stop myself falling.

Archangel Gabriellle: How did you cometo slip duringa heavenlychoir practice?
Itisn't a P.E. Period.

Peter: | fell off what | was standing on.

A. Michael: All right, I've gotto ask. Whatwereyou standingon at that precise
time?

Peter: mumble, mumble ....

A. Gabrielle: I'm sorry, | didn't quite catch that. What did you say?

Peter: Junior Angel Timothy.

A. Gabrielle: Do | understandhis aright? You were standingon anotherangel
who hadthe temerityto move,causingyou to fall, draggingthe otherangel's
halo down.

Peter: Yes, well, more or less, sir.

A. Michael: | doubtif it would be wise to askjust why you were standingon a
fellow choir memberin the middle of suchan occasion. However,| am
curious ...

Peter: It's a bit complicated ....

A. Michael: I'm sure it is, but indulge me anyway.

Peter: Well, sir, | didn't know he was there. It seemshe was looking for his
contactlens on the cloud we were on and | was just moving forward so |
could seethe choirmasterbetter,when | trod on Timothy. He thoughtl'd
done it deliberately, but ....

A. Michael: (interrupting). All right, all right. | know | shouldn'thaveasked.It's
my own fault.

A. Gabrielle: It won't do, Peter,it won't do at all. Your behaviouris most
unheavenly. Therewasthat otherincidentonly the othercentury,whenyou
made chips by slicing potatoes on your harp.

A. Michael: Notto mentionstickingthe pearlygatesshutwith super-glue.We had
peoplebackedup for months. In the endwe hadto useSt. Peter'sshepherd's
crook as a lever.

Peter: I'm sosorry. | try to beangelic,but sometimeghingsseemto get thebetter
of me. (He brightens).I'll try harder!

A. Gabrielle: It won'tanswer|'m afraid. We havespokento you beforeandthere
have been regular complaints.

A. Michael: This timeit's gonetoo far. You mustreturnto basictraining for a
while.



Peter: Basic training?

A. Michael: Yes. You will returnto Earth. You cancarry out a simplejob for us
and we'll monitor your results.

A. Gabrielle: It will sharpenyou up. Your finals are comingup in a thousand
yearsor soand,quite honestly,| can'tseeyou gettinginto the public mansion
of your choice. So, no unfortunate 'misunderstandings'. All right, Peter?

Peter: Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.(looks away).Three bags full sir ....

A. Gabrielle: What was that?

Peter: | said | must be a fool, sir.

A. Gabrielle: Quite. Now youwill be givena blessingto award. Useit wisely ....
and remember ....

A. Michael: We'll be watching you.

A. Gabrielle: Now, here's your assignment. St. Graham's Abbey.

A. Michael: Everyhundredyears,anangelappearandgivesablessingaccording
to their legend.

A. Gabrielle: Very primitive, someof theseorders. They'll believe anything.
Well, this year,we havedecidedo give thema surprise. You will appeamland
bless someone. All right?

A. Michael: Let's hope sending yomon't be too much of a surprise.

Peter: Oh,you canrely on me,sir andsir. Gosh,this soundsun. Whencanl get
started?

A. Michael: Oh,right now. Draw someclothesfrom the propertydepartmentand
get a travel voucher and off you go.

Peter: (turning to go). Oh thanks. You won't regret it(Exit).

A. Gabrielle: | certainly hope not, Peter, | certainly hope not.

A. Michael: He'sa good boy really, pity if he wentwrong. This could be the
makingof him....alittle responsibility. Not muchchanceor advancemenn
thechoir. Singing'Holy, Holy, Holy' for everis all very well in its way, but
not very stimulating for a bright lad.

A. Gabrielle: Trueenough.lIt'sjustthathe'ssoaccidentprone. Remembethelost
chord was around until he got his hands on it.

A. Michael: Well, that'sthat,we'vedoneour bit. Still, we'd betterkeepaneyeon
him.... just in case.

A.Gabrielle: Yes,we'll sendAnnie the Angel. She'sa mind-readeisoshewill be
able to keep an eye on things. Sarn't Angel Smith!

S-A Smith: (appears).Sah?

A. Gabrielle: Sarn'tAngel, we needto speakto Angel Annie. Do you think you
could find her for us, please.

S-A Smith: Certainly,Sah,just sawherin the SeraphimCommonRoom. I'll give
her a call.



(The door opens and ANNIE appears. She is all in white).

Angel Annie: You almost called for me, gentlemen?

A. Michael: Yes, Angel Annie, we want you to ....

Annie: Go to St. Graham's and look after young Peter. Of course.

A. Gabrielle: We just want to be sure ....

Annie: Of course ArchangelMichael. And yes,| will reportbackregularly. (She
looksat S-ASMITH). | don'tunderstandSergeanfngel, whatdo you mean,
‘Everyone hates a smartiepants'?

A. Gabrielle: Well, thank you, Angel Annie.(She exits) We won't detain you ....

A. Michael: | mustsay it IS difficult having a conversationwith that girl!
However,she'llkeepan eyeon the youngmanand| can'tseeany problems.
Cup of ambrosia, gentlemen?

(They exit).

SCENE 2
The spotlight returns to the STORYTELLER.

Story: Well, while all this wasgoingon, in the'otherplace'.... you know....down
THERE, a rathersimilar problemhad arisen. This young imp, lan, wasn't
being a very IMPressivedevil. He just couldn't seemto be bad enough.
Well, of course thatwastotally unacceptablesohewasinvited to attendat a
disciplinary hearing to explain his eccentric behaviour.

(We see two DEVILS at the same table with IAN, the IMP standing before them).

Mephestopheles:Now, thisis very disturbing,lan. Your performanceénasbeenfar
too good lately. What under Earth are you thinking of?

lan: I'm sorry, sir. | just can't seem to get it wrong.

Bathan: A sorry excuse. What about the exams? Did you cheat?

lan: (indignantly).No, sir!

Bathan: Exactly. You didn't cheat. Pathetic. How canyou be a properdevil if
you're honest. What about a few deadly sins. Are you gluttonous?

lan: Well, | had seconds of rice pudding yesterday.

Meph: Oh, don'tbesoridiculous! Whataboutsloth. Now you areslothful, aren't
you?



lan: Not since | had my alarm clock ....

Meph: Avarice?

lan: | don't think so.

Bathan: Jealousy?

lan: Not really.

Meph: Well, whathaveyou got to sayfor yourself,yousilly little devil? Nothing

good | hope.
lan: | do do my worst, but it doesn't seem to work out.
Meph: I'll say. Look atyour lastassignment.You weresentto thattown to speed

up parking meters and slow down traffic signals and what happens?

Bathan: Thetraffic flows betterthaneverandthereis plenty of parkingspacefor
the first time in years. A disaster!

Meph: You'resoft, lan, soft. Devils needto betough,ruthless pitiless. You'reas
toughasa butteredmuffin. You'd probablyhelp old ladiesacrossheroad,if
you had half a chance!

lan: It was only once .... and she might have been a witch.

Bathan: By Satan,this is more seriousthan| thought! | am afraid a major re-
education course is necessary.

lan: Oh please sir, I'll try much less hard. I'll give it my worst shot ....

(The two DEVILS silently shake their heads).

lan: I'll becomea lagerlout, I'll eatcrispsat CoventGarden 'l smile at a traffic
warden, I'll ....

Bathan: It's no use, boy, it's re-education for you.

Meph: Backto Earthfor a bit of hardwork for a change.Ohyes,| know all about
you roasting chestnuts on the fires down below.

Bathan: You can start here(He produces a piece of paper, handing it to IAN).

lan: (looking at it). St. Graham's Abbey. What's that, sir?

Bathan: It's a religious establishmentwhere they believe they get an angel's
blessing every hundred years.

lan: An angel, sir? (gulps).

Meph: Oh, don'tworry. The story isn't true. The Angels have got something
better to do than visit out of the way placeslike that. Anyway, our
informationis, that half the inmatesareon our side. You'll haveno problem
making mischief there. Right, off you go and be sure there are no
embarrassments.

lan: Right, sir.

(He exits).



Meph: | hopewe haven'tmadea mistake. I'd hateto haveto explainto the boss
why we didn't just send him to stoke for a hundred years or so.

Bathan: Oh,no,it'll beall right. His heart'sn thewrongplace,|I'm sureof it. It's
just a question of practice. He'll be much worse for the experience.

Meph: Well, | hope so .... ah, here's Maggie.

(MAGGIE enters. She is identical to ANNIE, except that she is all in black).

Maggie: Greetings,Lords of darknessgepitomeof all evil, supremerepositoryof
wickedness, loathing and hatred!

Meph: Yes, yes, all right, there's no need to go through all that.

Maggie: What is your bidding, oh faithful followers of the Prince of the
Underworld?

Bathan: (to MEPH). She's trying for the acting cup.

Meph: Listen, Messenger.You areinstructedto follow thatimp andseethat he
doesn'let usdown. | meanwe do havecertainstandard$o maintain. Make
sure he doesn't bring Hell into disrepute.

Maggie: It shall be as you command, oh hideous one.

Meph: Steady on ....

Maggie: From the soaringskiesof the tropicsto the icy depthsof arctic seas,|
shall follow wherever he goes.

Meph: Well, you won't need to worry about all that. He's going to Sussex.

Maggie: Sussex? Oh, boring!

(She goes).

Bathan: Good,that'stakencareof. Canl offer you a glassof rat-poisonand a
slice of toadstool pie?
Meph: What, with my ulcer?

(They exit. THE STORYTELLER appears again).

Story: So, therewe haveit .... St. Graham'sa small monasteryin rural Sussex,
wherethe strangelegendof angel-manifestationms rife is to be the training
ground for one failed angel and one dubious devil.

All thiswould have beemadenough put afurtherconfusionwasto beadded
to the equation. Well .... watch, and you will see ....



SCENE 3

(St.Graham's. Thereis a knockon the door. A MONK crossedo openit to reveal
aT.V.Presenter, DOROTHYBLISSINGTONMARCHBANKSand OLIVER
CRIKEY, a Cameraman).

Aloysius: Goodmorning. | am BrotherAloysius.... andyou are Miss Blissington
Marchbanks. | haveseenyou on television. | am a greatadmirer,if | may
say so.

Dot: Of course you may, you funny little man. You may call me Dorothy.

Aloy: Oh!

Dot: Yes,andthisis my cameraman.He'srathersuper. He is Oliver Crikey. As
you know, SatelliteNetworkshaveboughtthe rights to this angelthing from
your boss, sowe shall be recordingits arrival. My colleague,Nause
Gleamworld will be arriving soon.

Aloy: Nause Gleamworld! The host of 'Double Spin Quiz'!

Dot: Yes,that'shim. Thenetworkwantto makethis angelicappearancarealfun,
family affair.

Aloy: Oh, it's a great honour.

Dot: To have an angel? Yes, | suppose itis.

Aloy: No, no, to haveyou andMr. Gleamworldhere. (to CRIKEY). By theway,
this is my best side, I'm told.

Crikey: Oh, yeah. Like yes, man. Right on. Why the drag gear, man?

Aloy: Drag? Oh, you mean my habit.

Crikey: | don't mind your habits, man. | got habits too.

(STORYTELLER appears).

Story: Right, that's got that joke out of the way, now we can get on ....

Crikey: But why the dress, man?

Aloy: I'm a monk. We all wear this. It's called a habit.

Crikey: (losinginterest). Too cool, man. (He startsto roll a dubious-looking
cigarette).

Aloy: No smoking, I'm afraid. (CRIKEY shrugs and eats the cigarette).

Crikey: Cool. Well, cool!

Aloy: Allow meto directyou to your rooms. This is a very exciting time for St.
Graham's.

Dot: Yes,we understandbrother,we'll freshenup andthenperhapsonducta few
interviews, just to get the background.

Aloy: Certainly, certainly. When you want me, I'll be available for interview.
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Crikey: Cool, man. (They exit).

(Thereis a timid knockat the door. A MONK crossesand opensit to revealtwo
Boys, PETER and IAN).

Peter. Excuse me, is this the Abbey of St. Graham's?

Aloy: It is. Whereelsewould it be? How manyabbeysdo you think therearein
this valley, miles from anywhere?

Peter: | justwantedto be sure. You see,sir, I'm hereto betrainedasa monklike
you.

lan: So am I.

Aloy: Really? Soyouwantto be monksdo you? Seemsa ratherlimited ambition
to me. But comein, comein. You'remakingthe placecold standingtherein
an open doorway. What are you called?

Peter: Oh, sorry. My name'sPeterPlain - Peter.... after SaintPeter,you know.
And Plain .... er .... after Peter.

Aloy: (lookingat him suspiciously).lsit - ? Well, mine'sBrotherAloysiusand|
don'tlike jokes. This orderdoesn'like jokes. The Abbot especiallydoesn't
like jokes. God doesn't like jokes.

lan: | never make jokes, Brother Aloysius.

Aloy: Good. You might fit in here.

Peter: I'm sorry. | didn't realise.

Aloy: Oh, well, I'd adviseyou to remember. We do not laugh at St. Graham's.
Now, I'll go and notify the Abbot. He likes to greet all novices as they arrive.

Peter: Oh, that's nice of him ....

Aloy: .... to put themright on a few things beforethey unpack. (PETERSits).
Don'tsitdown,boy. (PETERIeapsupagain). Thisorderdoesn'like sitting
down. The Abbot hatespeoplewho sit down. God abhorssitting down. |
suggestyou imitate this youngman. (He indicateslAN). He seemsvery
sensible.

Peter: Yes,sir. Don'tsit down. | canseewhy. All thesegoldenthronesmustbe
very uncomfortable.

Aloy: (Lookingverysuspicioushat him). Are you beingsacreligious?This order

Peter. Doesn'tlike peoplebeingsacreligious. No, sorry. Gosh,it's going to be
hard learning all the rules(aside) and finding anything they do like.

Aloy: Justobey. Sinceyou arethe mosthumble,obeyeveryone.Keepyour mouth
shut. Observefrom your betters. Rememberyou arethe lowestform of life
that this building houses. Even the cockroaches in the kitchen outrank you.

lan: Yes, brother, we realise that. Thank you for explaining to us.

8



(Enter an elderly MONK with a broom).

Brother John: Can | sweep up in here, Brother Aloysius?

Aloy: No, wait, you old fool. The Abbot is coming. He doesn'twant your dust
everywhere. Watch thesenovicesfor a moment. Make surethatone (He
indicates PETER) doesn'tsteal anything. You can tell them where the
kitchenis. You'll makeagoodtrio .... the newestadditionsto the community
and the oldest and most dodderinf-e exits).

Peter. He wasn'tvery polite, washe? | ratherexpectednonksto be nice to each
other. My name'sPeter,by the way. This is lan. We've cometo learn
monkery.

John: How nice. My name is Brother John .... | think.

lan: What do you mean, you think? Surely you know your own name.

John: Well, I'm almostsure,but you see,l nevergetcalledby my nameany more.
I'm just 'Hey you' or 'You old fool'. | AM old andl amrathera fool too. |
forget things rather easily you see.

Peter: Well, we shall call you Brother John, won't we lan?

lan: (shrugging).

Peter. Sincethe doormansaidwe werejunior to everyonewe oughtto call you
'Sir'.

John: Thedoormangh? (Helaughslike a manwhohasalmostforgottentheart).
He'snot the doorman. He'svery seniorin the order. HE probablythoughtit
wasthe angelof St. Graham's.I'm the doorman andthe sweepeup, andthe
scullery help and lots of other things.

Peter: Why on earth should he think it was an angel? Does he believe in all tha

John: You mean you don't know? Everyone knows of the Angel of St. Graham's

Peter: I'm afraid | don't.

John: Well, legendhasit that every hundredyearson the tenthhour of the tenth
day of the tenth month, an angelcomeshereand blessegshe deservingfolk
within the abbey. Well, it might be the eleventh hour. | get confused.

lan: The tenth hour of the tenth day of the tenth month.

Peter: Oh, you know about it, do you?

lan: It is the duty of all novicesto acquainthemselvesvith the traditionsof their
orders.

Peter. So we all get a blessing do we? That sounds fun.

John: Well, I wasn'therea hundredyearsago, quite, soit could all be a mistake.
But lots of people have arrived already. We even have T.V.!

Peter: T.V.! Gosh.

John: Oh,we shan'tbe appearingonthat. It just meansmore potatoego peeland
more platesto wash. But, it is the Lord'swork. It is my placeto servemy

9



God in the kitchen. It is what he wants of me.

(The inner door opensand the ABBOT sweepsin. He is closely followed by
ALOYSIUS. IAN kneels down).

Peter: Good day, sir.

Abbot: (ignoring him). He is standing,Brother Aloysius. He is standingin my
presence!

Aloy: Kneel, boy. At once.

Peter: (kneeling).Oops! Another hiccup! Good day again, sir. Is that better?

Abbot; (ignoring him again). He spoke without permission. He spoke!

Aloy: You NEVER speakto FatherAbbot until he favoursyou by addressingou.
Cast your eyes down. You may not stare at him.

Peter: Oh? (He pauses).Beforel look awayandshutup, could! point out that
Father Abbot's habit is on fire?

Aloy: Whatanabsurdremark.... (looksdownto wheresmokes emergingfrom the
Abbot'shabit). Father! Father! Quick! (A lot of shoutingand slapping
follows. IAN gives PETER an odd look).

Abbot: (to IAN). What is your name, boy?

lan: lan, Father Abbot.

Abbot: Welcometo St. Graham'spoy. (To PETER). And you, worm. Whatis
your name?

Peter: Peter, sir.

Abbot: | am addressed as 'Father Abbot'.

Peter: Yes, Father Abbot .... sir,

Abbot: (after a pause). This order,the orderof St. Grahamof the Angels,is a
disciplined order. It is a hard life. We find salvationin hard work, hard
prayer, hard attitudes. Do you understand?

Peter: | am trying HARD, sir Father.

Abbot: You maynot be suitable. You do not look suitable. Thereis something
definitely unsuitableaboutyou. | don'tthink you havethe look of a follower
of the holy life. Well, therulesherearesimple. Work hardso you may live
well; pray hardsoyou maydie well. You will startwith threehourssleepa
night. The remaininghourswill befilled with work andprayer. It will bean
uphill struggleto saveyour souls,thoughyou (He indicates IAN) maydo
well enough. You havea saintlylook aboutyou somehow. Rememberboth
of you. God may be merciful, | never anfHe sweeps out).

Aloy: You (to JOHN) sweep up. You two, help him(He exits).

John: Oh dear, that was funny. However did his habit catch fire, do you suppose?

lan: Yes, | wondered about that.
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Peter. Odd,wasn'tit? But, if this orderdoesn'like peoplemakingjokesor talking
or sitting down, | wonder what they say about Abbots setting fire to

themselvesEspeciallyin front of novices. | mean,it's no sortof exampleis
it?

(The door bursts open to admit a large cook-type MONK).

Cook: Ah, thereyou are,you idle old man. How long do | haveto wait for you?
Go and slice the onions for supper.

John: | am so sorry, brother cook. | was delayed in my sweeping.

Cook: Well, get along to the kitchensimmediately or you won't eat tonight.
What's that? (He points at PETER with his knife).

Peter: I'm Peter. I've come to study here. Shall | help?

Cook: (to JOHN). Tell this patheticexcusefor a humanbeingthat!| don'tspeak
to novices. Tell thembothto go to the kitchensbeforel flay themalive inch
by nauseating inch.

John: | think brother John would value your help in the kitchen, boys.

Peter: Righto,comeonlan. | say,it's jolly hardhavinga chataroundhere,isn'tit.
We're not allowed to talk to anyone.

lan: It doesn't seem to stop you.

Cook: Thisorderdoesn'iike idle chatter. The Abbot doesn'tike idle chatterandl
don't like idle chatter.

Peter: Ohwell, thatclinchesit. Wait brotherJohn,leadmeto the onions. No-one
should cry alone.

(Exeunt all).

SCENE 4

PETER is sweeping. It mustbe the cleanestroomin theworld. Thereis a knock
on thedoor. PETER opensthe wrong one,thenas a heavy knoclcomes
again, opens the right one).

Peter: Hello, got the wrong door, I'm afraid.

(In the doorway is NAUSE GLEAMWORLD. He is dressed extravagantly).
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Nause: Betterlate thannever,l suppose.Well, lad, is this wherethat angel-thing
does its stuff for the cameras?

Peter: | think so, sir. It's what they keep saying.

Nause: Well, that's just wonderful. Take me to your leader.

Peter: I'm awfully sorry. I'm not allowedto. I'm too junior. If you'dlike to wait
here, | could get a more senior brother.

Nause: Listen, kid. NauseGleamworlddoesn'twait for anyone Jeastof all some
crummy monk. | don't care what the rules are, take me to the managing
director of this establishment.

Peter: Well ....

Nause: | know. You're a looney.

Peter: | don't think so.

Nause: Then your father is head of my network?

Peter: No.

Nause: The King?

Peter: No.

Nause: A bishop, perhaps? A Field Marshal.?

Peter: No.

Nause: Then, you're in a lot of trouble unless you move yourself right now.

(Enter ABBOT).

Abbot: NauseGleamworld! This is indeeda greathonour,sir, a greathonour.
Welcome to St. Graham's. | am the Abbot, Father Drax.

Nause: A pleasure, Abbot. A pleasure to meet someone half sane at last.

Abbot:  (staring hard at PETER). You have had causeto complain at your
welcome?

Nause: That guy was deliberately obstructive. | hope you will discipline him.

Abbot: | am so sorry. He is newhere. He won't be stayinglong. You! (to
PETER). You will weara hair shirt for two daysandthink yourselflucky to
have escaped a flogging.

Peter. Oh | do, but the shirt thing sounds pretty hairy!

Nause: Right, | wantat leastthreerooms. | needmy mealsservedin my rooms.
My assistantvill give youthemenu. Comeon! (Thisto a struggling GIRL
who is carrying about six suitcases).

Aggie: Oh, Mr. Gleamworld. They're so heavy.

Nause: Oh, all right, give thatoneto me. (He takesthe smallestattachecaseand
putsit onthegroundbesidehim, leaving AGGIE to struggle. Whileno-one
Is looking, PETER wavesa hand at the case, apparently increasing its
weight).
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Abbot: (to PETER). Well, helpthelady. Don'tjust standthere. | hateidleness.
This order hates idleness.
Peter: Right, miss, here. Let me give you a hand. This way.

(They exeunt).

Abbot: I'm so sorry abouthim, but thesedaysthereis a markedlowering of the
standardf novices. Perhapsve could discusshe form your little promotion
will follow. Why don'tyou cometo my office andwe cantalk aboutit overa
glass of sherry.

Nause: | only drink single malt whiskies.

Abbot: Well, perhapd couldfind adrop.... maybein the medicinecabinet. Come

(NAUSE goesto lift thebag andit doesn'tmove,causinghimto fling himselfon the
ground).

Nause: My God! What happened?
Abbot: My dear Mr. Gleamworld. Are you all right?
Nause: (getting up).Yes, yes, but what happened?

(PETER appears briefly and waves a hand at the bag).

Nause: I'd no ideait was so heavy. Howeverdid Aggie manage? (He puts
enormouseffort into lifting it. Thereis no resistanceand he flies onto the
floor again).

Nause: AAAAH!

Abbot: (helpshimup). Ohmy, thisis dreadful. Whatis happening?Are you sure
you shouldn't have something a bit weaker than whisky?

Nause: I'm notdrunk,youidiot! There'ssomethingvrongwith thatbag. Wait till
| see that Aggie! It's some sort of practical joke.

(Enter DOT and CRIKEY).

Dot: Why, hello Nause. Please don't get up darling. Just lie there and rest.

Nause: (gettingup and dustinghimselfdown). Well, well, the sweethearbf the
masses. Still fronting garbish, my dear?

Dot: Yes, certainly, my sweet, still making it?

Nause: (angrily). Well, comeon, FatherDrax, | think you and| hadbusinesgo
discuss. (noticing CRIKEY).Couldn't they find a proper camera man?

Crikey: Love yer, man.
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(NAUSE and ABBOT exeunt).

Dot: Setthe cameraup over thereOllie, I'll do the introduction. Now, what we
need is a bit of local colour. Hello, here comes a bit ....

(Br. JOHN hurries in chased by the COOK, wielding a huge knife).

Cook: You stupid,dodderingold buffoon. I'll teachyouto .... (suddenlybecomes
aware that they are not alone) .... I'll teachyou to cook a souffle .... (He
throws his arm round Br. JOHN) .... you dearman! Why look, it's Miss
Blissington Marchbanks.

Dot: Yes,it is. Now | wantyou two to standoverthereandlook holy. Why don't
you put that knife away, chubby? Look more homely. Right, let'stry it.
(Shefacesthe camera). "Good evening,today SatelliteNetwork bringsyou
a truly remarkablesvent. We hopeto bring you actualpicturesof an extra-
terrestrialbeing. We alsoexpectto bring you a really excitinggamein which
the winners'prize will be a real live blessing,straightfrom Heaven. More
news of this World first after the break". How did that look, Ollie?

Crikey: Cool, man.

Dot: Right,we'll putthatin thecan. Now I'll justgo andgeta shortinterviewwith
thesetwo, just to setthe scene.... "I havewith me heretwo of the senior
membersof the Orderof St. Graham. Now, sir (to JOHN). whatdo you
expectthis Angel to belike? Will it havewingsanda white dress?Whatdo
you feel like, beinghereay this time? [s this the mostimportantmomentof
your life?

John: Well, I'm not a senior member ....

Dot: Well, thankyou very much. Mostinteresting. So,you see all the peoplehere
arereally excitedaboutthe prospects... andtheseamazingmomentswill be
broughtto you by 'Angel Moments', "the sweetthat'stoo bigto eatbetween
meals!" Cut, Ollie. | hopesomeof the contestantdhave got a bit more
sparklethanyou have,dad. We won't sell manybarsof chocolatetalking to
you.

John: Oh, is that what | was doing? | thought you were talking about our angel.

Dot:. Well | was, but this angelis all aboutchoc bars. That's what Satellite
Network is herefor, not someeverydayangel. We'll scrubthat bit, Ollie.
Let's find someone else.

Cook: What about asking me a few questions?

Dot: How can | tell him, Ollie?

Crikey: Too fat, man. Like wrong image.

Cook: Oh,right. Hey, you, youancientmoron, getbackin the kitthenandsort
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out those apples.
(They exeunt).

Dot: This placeis full of screwballs. I've seenlunatic asylumswith lesslunatics.
Now, here's a likely candidate.

( IAN enters).

Dot: Let'stry again. If we can'tfind someonenterestingwe'redeadin the water.
Excuse me, sir ....

lan: Do you mean me?

Dot: Yes. Comeover herein front of the cameraand answera few questions.
0.K.?

lan: Sure. Ask away.

Dot: Now .... er....

lan: Brother lan.

Dot: Now, Brother lan, are you looking forward to the appearance of this angel?

lan: Not really.

Dot: Oh, why is that, Brother? Is it that it will interrupt your devotions?

lan: Not for amoment. But if we allow the existenceof angelswherewill it end?
It means there must be devils. Perhaps one of them will appear next.

Crikey: Hey, Dot, man, there's something wrong with this camera!

Dot: Oh, for goodness saké,|AN shudders)we were just getting going!

Crikey: Yeah, O.K. but I got no picture, man.

Dot: Well, rewind and fix it, Ollie.

Crikey: Don't seehow | canfix this. Comeoverhere. ( DOT goesoverto the
camera and looks through. She starts back).

Dot: Well, thankyou brother. I'm afraid we havea technicalfault. I'll catchyou
when it's fixed.

lan: All right Miss Blissington Marchbanks. (Exits).

Dot: Did you see that?

Crikey: No, man,like | didn't seeanything. You wereinterviewingopenspace.
Like no-one there, man.

Dot: Exactly! Ollie the camera showed only me. You know what this means?

Crikey: New camera. One of the 3SP567's.

Dot: No, Oliver Crikey. It meanswe'vefoundthe angel. Brotherlan is the angel
of St. Graham's!
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SCENE 5
The Stage is dominated by two huge wheels. DOT is centre stage with CRIKEY.

Dot: (to camera). Goodeveningandwelcometo the Abbey of St. Graham'deep
in the heartof rural Sussex. Tonight, accordingto legend,is the night when
the Angel of St. Graham'swill appearto showerblessingson the deserving.
SatelliteNetwork Broadcastindghavedeviseda quiz andinvited our regional
winnersto St. Graham'sto participatein a final, the winner to receivethe
blessing. This magnificent prize is brought to them courtesy of Angel
Moments,the sweetyou can'teatbetweemmeals. And now, let meintroduce
your host for this evening.... your friend and mine, the genial pal of the
people .... Nause Gleamworld!

(NAUSE bounces in, in true gameshow style. DOT mutters as he passes).

Dot: break a leg, darling ..(He smiles) ...or an arm.

Nause: Goodevening,goodevening. Well, you greatfolks athome,havewe gota

show for you tonight! Well, | hope so, or there'sgoing to be anhour of
silence.... Ha, Ha. Justjoking people. Thisis the mostsensationatjuiz show
in the history of television. Thanksto Angel Moments,that greatchoc bar,
that'sa mealin a wrapper,we bring you an actualencountemwith an angel!
And whowill getto meetit andreceivea genuineheavenlyblessing? Why
our winning contestantspf course. We havesomewonderfulpeoplefor you
to meettonight, all regionalwinnerswho you'veseenbeforeand,in addition,
we have a team from the Abbey itself. So, all the ingredientsfor an
enthralling evening.
Justbeforewe meetour wonderfulguestsjet me run throughthe rulesonce
more in casethere are any naughtypeopleout there who haven'tseenthe
World's mostpopularquiz show. Well, asyou see we havetwo wheels. We
spinthefirst to get thecontestantvho getsto answerandwe spinthe second
to find the degreeof difficulty of the question. Anyonewho fails to answer
threetimesin arow goesout (groan). Thescorewill bekeptby the beautiful
AgathaTrivet. Putyour handstogetherfor Aggie! Right! Let's wasteno
more time, but let's meetthe first two peoplewho want to play .... Double
Spin Quiz!

(Enter MR. and MRS. JOLLY).
Nause: Hello sir, hello my love, and who are you?
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Mrs. J. (who is utterly boring). I'm Doris Jolly.

Mr. J:  (who is equally boring).And I'm Jim Jolly, Nause.

Nause: Well, howjolly jolly. Justajoke. You'rewonderfulandit's greatto know
you. What do you do for a living, Jim?

Mr. J: I'm a social security clerk in Milton Keynes.

Nause: How aboutthat! A clerk! Great,fascinating (Asideto AGGIE). How did
you allow these creeps on the show? And you, my love, have you got a jc

Mrs.J: No, Nause, I'm just a housewife.

Nause: JUSTa housewife! That'sjust the mostmovingthing. This lovely lady is
JUST a housewife, folks,. Well super. Do you have any children, Doris?

Mrs.J: Yes, we have a boy and a girl, 6 and 8.

Mr. J: 8 and a halfmy love.

Mrs. J. That's right, 8 and a half.

Nause; Just marvellous, and are they watching at home?

Mrs. J. Oh, yes. Hello Janet; hello Boris.

Nause: Terrific. Right, takeyour places,pleasewhile we meetthe nexttwo who
want to play .... Double Spin Quiz!

(Enter BRENT TROTTER and WAYNE SLADE).

Nause: (consultingcards). And here we have Brent Trotter. Now you're a
football manager, right?

Brent: Yeah, s'right Nause. Tyne United.

Nause: How's the season going, Brent?

Brent: Well, the lads haven't got it all together.y®¥e're still looking for a result.

Nause: That's too bad, Brent. But this is the captain, Wayne Slade.

Brent: Yeah, he's the captain.

Nause: Well, Wayne, when are you going to win, do you think?

Wayne; Well, me andthe ladsjust do asthe bosssays. Justgo out there,you
know, do the business, enjoy ourselves and just play to our skills .... and th

Nause: Wonderful. Greatto seethe spirit. What are you going to do if the
blessing goes to you?

Wayne: Well, you know, Nause hopefully we'll win a few rounds.... maybeyou
know .... just going to relax and enjoy ourselves. You know ....

Nause; Yesindeedgreat! And nowfor our third pair of contestants,andthey are
from the Army.

(Enter MAJOR OVERKILL and CAPTAIN BLIGH).

Nause:Let's hear it for our brave warriordlow you're Major Overkill, and you
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must be Captain Bligh.

Major: Yes, that's right old boy.

Nause: Wonderful. Isn't that something. Where are you from, Major?

Major: Aldershot actually.

Nause: Aldershot. What a beautiful place. What about you, Captain?

Capt: Aldershot, actually.

Nause: Aldershottoo. Well, amazing. Whata co-incidence!Well, if you'dlike to
take your places,we're just aboutreadyto start. Oh, | nearly forgot our
specialguests. Satellite Network hasinvited two of the monkshereto take
part and here they are .... Novices Peter and lan!

(They enter, looking rather uncomfortable).

Nause: Aren't they just wonderful? Let's havea round of applausegor the holy
pair. (CRIKEY drawsbackfromthe camera,;shakinghishead. He pointsat
it and DOT goesacrossandlooksthroughtoo). Sowe havefour teamsall
readyto go. In justa momentwe areready,with the greatestDouble Spin
Quiz of all time, join us after the break.

Dot: It's amazing, Ollie, the camera really doesn't show lan.

Crikey: Like ghosts, man. Creepy.

Dot: This quiz should be really something. Great start, Nause ....

Nause: Why, thank you, darling.

Dot: Half the audience managed to avoid being sick.

Peter: (to 1AN). Thankyou so muchfor volunteeringme. | don'tknow a thing
about general knowledge.

lan: Well, neitherdo I, butlook atthislot. We'vegotto bein with achance.Don't
you want an angel's blessing?

Peter: What angel? Therewon't be anangelandif therewas, do you think it
would bless their crummy winner?

Aggie: 30 seconds, everyone{She powders NAUSE).

Nause: Get off, woman! Right, everyoneook asif you care! Welcomeback,
viewers. Welcomebackto Double Spin Quiz, the night we give an angel's
blessingasthe starprize.... So,we arereadyfor roundone. Spinthe wheel!
(Thewheelspinsand stopsat the JOLLY'S numberl). Numberl! The
Jollys. Spin again! (The wheelspinsand stopson 1). Lucky, lucky!
Listencarefully. Here'sthe easyquestion. Whatcountryhasa flag with ared
dragon on it?

Mr. J: Oh, well, | don't know. What do you think, Doris?

Mrs.J: | think | know, | think | know. It's ....it's .... Red Chinal!

lan: Pathetic!
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Nause: No, I'm afraid that'swrong. It is wonderfulWales,look you, so - oh no!
You losea lifel Spinagain! (Thewheelspinsand settleson 3). It's the
Army'sturn. Watchthewheel. (It spinsandsettleson 2). Two it is! Here's
the question. What two metals make up pewter?

Major: Oh | say, old boy! What do you think, Bligh?

Capt: Tin and lead isn't it, sir?

Major: No. It's silver and gold.

Nause: I'm sorry,it's tin andlead. Onefailure againstyou. Nextspin. (Thewheel
settleson 3). Soit's the footballers. Let's seehow hard your questionis
goingto be. (Itis 1). Your questions this: Whatwasthe hometown of the
Chaldees?

Brent: Well, kick it about, lad, what do you think?

Wayne: Um, er ....

Nause: That's right! Ur! Well done. How about that? So, score please, Aggie.

Aggie: BrentandWayneleadingwith one point, Nause. No-oneelsehasscored
and Doris and Jim and the Army Team are one life down.

Nause: Wonderful, thank you Aggie. We'll take a break, but we'll be back!

lan: We've got to do something, or we're history.

Peter. Do something? Like what?

lan: Oh, come on. | didn't come in with the washing. You are from my
department. You've probablybeensentto keepan eyeon me. We wantto
win, don't we?

Peter: Well, | really don't care. It's an awful affair.

lan: Yes, tasteless and embarrassing. It's great. Let's win.

Major: Bligh, it's time to instigate Plan B.

Capt: Plan B, sir?

Major: Yes, Bligh. Did you put the magnet in place?

Capt: Well, 1 did, sir. but it's a bit unsporting, don't you think? A bit un-British?

Major: Yes, definitely. Get readyto push the button, Bligh. Honour of the
Regiment, you know.

Brent: Now, son, do you want to spendthe rest of your life in the Vauxhall
Conference?

Wayne: Of course not, boss. I'm as sick as a chicken about where we are.

Brent: Parrot,Wayne. Sick asa parrot. Chickensdon'tgetsick. Well, whatdo
you suggest we do about it?

Wayne: Well, | could passroundthosesweetsyou gaveme. The onesyou say
make people feel ill.

Brent: Good thinking, son. Why don't you do that?

Wayne: All right boss. Sweet?

Brent. Ohyou ....
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Wayne: (getting up). Sweet, anyone?
(They all refuse until he gets to IAN).

lan: Oh, no thank you. Have one of mine.

Wayne: Thank you. (He puts it in his mouth and goes rushing out).

Nause: Where's he gone?

Aggie: Back on air in ten seconds.

Nause: Welcome back to Double Spin Quiz. Now there'sbeen a dramatic
developmentfolks. Wayne Slade of the footballers'team has beentaken
unfortunatelyill and so, accordingto the rules, his team is disqualified.
Sorry, boss,the red card for you. It's terribly hard luck, but hereis your
consolationprize of a Satellite Network ballpoint and onedozen bars of
Angel Moments.... the sweetyou can't eat betweenmeals. (He shakes
BRENT by the handand showshim out) Give him a big hand,folks. And
now, on with theshow. Spin! (Thewheelstopson 2, rather firmly). Two!
It's the military again. Lucky, lucky, lucky! What are you planningto do
with the blessing, if you should win?

Major: Military secret, I'm afraid, old boy.

Nause: Great, super. Right, difficulty .... it's 2! What sport do they play at
Hurlingham?

Major: Well, that's easy. Polo. Played there myself a few times, | can tell you.

Nause: Two pointsto thearmy. Thechurchyetto score! Spin! (Thewheelspins
and stopson 2 again). Two again! This is sensational! Spin again! One!
What is the Old Lady of Threadneedle Street?

Major: He can't mean my mother-in-law, can he?

Capt: The Bank of England.

Nause: Right. Scores, Aggie?

Aggie: Major Overkill and CaptainBligh 3 points, lan and Peterno points, the
Jollys no points and one life lost.

Nause: All right. Spinthatwheel. (Thewheelstopsfirmly on 2 .... lan and Peter
look at each other and then both point at the wheel which starts moving
again, comingto reston 4). Well, how odd. However,it seemsto have
stoppednow. Spinthe other! (It stopson 3). Third degreeof difficulty.
Wow! Canthey handleit? What wasthe nameof the horsebelongingto
Philip of Macedon's son?

lan: Who the heck was Philip of Macedon's son when he was at home?

Peter: Alexander the Great. | know him quite well.

lan: Well, what was his horse called?

Peter: Um, er, Red Rum .... no, Black Bess, no .... | know .... Bucephalis.
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Nause: (not happy).Yes, three points. Into joint lead! Spin again!

Major: What went wrong, Bligh?

Capt: Can't think, sir. Signals said it couldn't fail.

Major: Well, wind the power up a bit.

Capt: Yes, sir, but it'll take a minute.

Peter: I'm rather sorry for the Jollys.

lan: Are you? I'm not. It's against regulations.

Peter: Let's see where it stops.

Nause: Numberoneat last. It's Doris andJim .... andyour degreeof difficulty is
three. Oh dear,nevermind. Here goes.... Who broke David Hemery's22
yearold hurdlesrecordat the 1990 EuropeanChampionships? saywhata
stinker!

Mrs. J; Well, I don't know, I'm sure, Mr. Jolly and | don't agree with sport.

Mr. J: | wasneveranygoodyou see neitherwasMrs. Jolly andit neverdid usany
harm.

Nause: Is that a "don't know"?

Mrs. J: Yes, Nause, we don't know.

Mr. J: No, we don't know.

Nause: Hardluck, my loves,aren'tthey just wonderfulpeople? Two lives lost I'm
afraid. You must get the next one right.

lan: Want to bet they don't

Major: Ready with that thing yet, Bligh?

Capt: Nearly,Major Overkill. (Thewheelspinsand comesup on1 after a wave
by IAN).

Nause: Oneagain! We wait. (It spinsagainand IAN makest stopat5) .... Oh
no, it's 5. And your questionis: Whatis the squareroot of 2079? I'll give
you a moment.

Mr.J: Well, that's a poser, isn't it Mrs. Jolly?

Mrs. J. Yes, my dear. | don't know anything about trees.

lan: Theseguysaren'treal.... | wouldn'tlike to meetthe peoplethey beatto get
here.

Peter: Hard luck getting a 5, wasn't it?

lan: Not specially. | stopped it.

Peter: You shouldn’t have done that.

lan: Why not? They'repathetic. We wantto win, don'twe? Let'sgetrid of the
opposition.

Mrs.J: We don't know, Nause. We think it's something to do with numbers.

lan: Brilliant! The brain cells are still holding hands.

Nause: I'm sosorry, but I'm afraid time'sup. We haveto loseyou, but you take
with you Double Spin Quiz Pens and a box of Angel moment bars.
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lan: The sweet you can't eat at any time.

Dot: Sshh ....

Nause: Let'shavea roundof applausdor the two unlucky players. Now, time is
running out. Score please, Aggie.

Aggie: lan and Peter 3 points, Major Overkill and Captain Bligh, 3 points.

Nause: And how long do we have?

Aggie: Time for one more question, Nause.

Nause: So,this is the crunchmoment. Both teamsneedto win to win our star
prize, an angel'sblessing,broughtto them courtesyof our sponsor. Spin!
(Thewheelspins, stopson 2, firmly). Number 2! What.... (Thewheelnow
moveson andstopson4). It's number4! .... (Thewheelturns slowly backto
2, thento 4, thento 2 and so on. Eventuallyit flies off). Well, folks, I've
neverseenthat before. It's unbelievable. Right, I'll aska questionandthe
first teamto put up their handgetsthe question. If the answeris wrong, the
points go to the otherside. This is thrilling .... but beforewe askthe vital
guestion,we'll takea shortbreak. Seeyou in just a minutewhenwe'll play,
Double Spin Quiz! What's happened to that damned wheel, Crikey?

Crikey: It's like bust, man.

Nause: | know that, you idiot. But why did it go backwardsandforwardsall the
time?

Crikey: Weird. Funny place, man.

Capt: How are we going to answer, sir? We can't get a 5-question right.

Major: Oh, can'twe, Bligh? Sandhursimencando anything. | havethis (He
indicatesan ear plug). It is linked to the British Museum. | think we'll get
our answer.

lan: They're cheating.

Peter: Well, so are we.

lan: Yes,butnowthey'recheatingmore. He'spretendingo be usinga hearingaid
and it's a radio.

Peter: Oh dear.

lan: Never mind oh dear. I'll get on his wavelength, just you see.

Dot: Getting a picture of that one yet, Ollie?

Crikey: Like just a hole in the air, man. Superincredible.

Dot: Well, if heis our angel,it's not going to makemuchof a picture,is it, when
our gallant winner goesto collect his reward. The camerawon't show
anything. We may need a substitute.

Aggie: 10 seconds!

Nause: Right, secondsout. Let'swrap this up. Welcomeback, viewers,to the
climax of our show. The final questionis aboutto be asked. It is a 5
difficulty question. Contestantgseady? Herewe go then: It is a five part
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guestion and every part has to be correct. Understood? Name five
conspirators against Julius Caesar!

Capt: Anything coming through sir?

Major: Not yet, Bligh. This JuliusCaesamwassomesortof Italian chappiewasn't
he? Neverheardof one of them being bumpedoff, too far away from the
action.

Peter: What's the answer, lan?

lan: | seem to remember Brutus was one, wasn't he?

Peter: Oh, yes and Cassius .... and .... and ....

lan: Looks as if their answer is coming through.

Major: We've got it, Question Master.

Nause: Thearmy'sgotit. O.K., Major. Goahead. Forthebig prize,give usthe
five conspirators.

Major: Casca, Brutus.(Suddenly his earpiece goes dead. He shakes it).

Nause: | musthurry you (Suddenlythe messageseemso be comingthrough
again).

Major: Winnie the Pooh .... oh, no, no.

Nause: I'm afraid | must acceptyour first answerand Winnie the Pooh was
definitely innocent, I'm afraid.

Major: Curses. What did they say that for?

Nause: So, | pass the question over to Peter and lan. Can you supply the other

Peter. Cassius...

Nause: Yes ....7

lan: (suddenly).Trebonius.

Nause: We must have one more. | must hurry you.

lan: | think I've met him, so he must be a sinner.

Nause: Cinna! Yes,quitecorrect. Peterandlan arethewinners! So,viewers,we
havethe two who, very appropriatelywill receivethe angelof St. Graham's
blessingat teno'clocktonight. Be with usthenandrememberthis showwas
broughtto you by Angel Moments,the sweetyou can't eat betweenmeals.
But from Double Spin Quiz and your host, Nause Gleamworld,goodbye.
Right, cut. Well, how you two little monsterswon, I'll neverknow. Here,
(to 1AN) have an Angel Moment.

lan: No thanks. Have one of mine.

(NAUSE takes it, puts it in his mouth and gives a yell and rushes out).
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SCENE 6

(Later. Enter ABBOT, BR.ALOYSIUS and DOT. BR.JOHN: s tidying up
behind).

Dot: So you see, Abbot, we have reason to believe that this '‘Angel' is Brother lan.

Abbot: | canhardlybelieveit. Why shouldanangeldisguisehimselfasaboy,and
a novice at that?

Dot: | don'tknow buttherecan'tbe any otherexplanation. Why elsewould he not
show up in a camera? He is supernatural.

Br. Aloysius: Well, | suppose we shall find out soon. It's only an hour to go.

Abbot: Find out, BrotherAloysius. Ohthatwill not sufficeatall. We wantto be
in a position to gain the blessing, if one is being handed out.

Aloy: But surely,thatobjectionabldoy, Peter,wasthe otherwinner. lanis hardly
likely to bless himself, so it will all go to the wretched boy, Peter.

Dot: Speakingfor SatelliteNetwork, we wantto be surethatthe angel,whoeverit
might be, does its work on time in front of camera.

Abbot: But you saythatit doesn'tshowup onyour film. How areyou goingto
overcome that?

Dot: Angelscando anything,can'tthey? Let'shavehim in andpersuaddim that
it is in everyone's best interests to stick to the plot.

Abbot: Very well, but | am the one who shouldreceivethe blessing. It is my
abbeyandthe angelobviouslywantsto go to thetop. Hey, you old fool, go
and tell the novice lan to come here.

Br. John: Tell? Father Abbot?

Abbot: Oh, all right then, ask him. Well, hurry up.

Br. John: Excuseme,Miss Dorothy, but| don'tthink Brotherlan is anangel,you
know.

Dot: Oh, why not?

John: Well, you should see what he's like in the kitchen. He told ....

Abbot: Stop rabitting on, you old idiot. Do as you were told.

John: Yes, Father Abbot. At once.

(He exits).
Abbot: He'll haveto go. He getsthe bestof the kitchenscrapsandherewardsus
with rebellion.

Aloy: I'll make sure he leaves, Father Abbot.
Abbot: Do that.
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(Enter IAN and JOHN).

lan: | understand you wish to see me, Father.

Abbot: Er .... yes, Brother. Miss Blissington Marchbankswantsto have a few
words, with my approval, | might say.

Dot: Yes, lan. Now, let's not beat about the bush. You are an angel.

lan: Oh,am|? HeadOffice won't like this. Whathavel doneto makeyou say
that, then?

Dot: It's more what you haven'tdone, lan. You seeyou don't appearon our
televisioncamera. Therefore,you must be the angel. Everyoneelse shows
up.

lan: Oh ....

Abbot: Well, what do you say?

lan: | didn't know | was in "stealth" mode. | admitit. | am an angel.

Dot: | knew it!

Aloy: The thing is, we want to arrange the blessing properly.

Dot: SatelliteNetwork havegoneto a lot of troubleto setthis projectup andwe
want it to go smoothly. Firstly, can you make yourself visible?

lan: Yes.

Abbot: We have decided that Peter is not suitable for a blessing.

Aloy: The networkaregoingto disqualify him from his prize becauseg/ou helped
him. We want you to bless Father Abbot.

lan: Great idea. Looks like he could do with it.

Abbot: Good, that's settled then.

lan: Yes. (That's what you think, buddy)No problem.

Dot: Right. When10 o'clockstrikes,we wantyou to appealin thatwindow. You
enter, pronouncea blessingon the Abbot, who will be here, smile at the
camera and leave the rest to us.

lan: Don't you want me to endorseAngel Momentsor somethinglike that. Help
sales, wouldn't it?

Dot: Well, if you could, thatwould be fantastic. Are you sure.... er .... you know
who .... wouldn't mind?

lan: Oh, no. | know who wouldn't mind at all.

Dot: Right. Well, if youwould comewith me, | will showyou how we planto do
it exactly.

Abbot: lan, my goodfriend. | do hopeyou tell themwhereyou camefrom, that|
deserve to join you, in time.

lan: Oh, I'll do that all right. | never met anyone so deserving.

(He and DOT exeunt).
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Abbot: This is all very satisfactory Brother Aloysius. One could saythat things
are turning out well. We have the Television Company'smoneyto make
improvementdo my living quartersand make a few adjustmentdo yours.
We aregoingto be famous. I'm gettinga blessingand|'ve beenpromiseda
place in paradise. Not bad for an evening's work, eh?

Aloy: No indeed, Father Abbot.

(The door opens and ANNIE appears).

Annie: Good evening. I'm looking for Brother Peter.

Abbot: Brother Peter is a novice. He isn't allowed visitors, especially ....

Annie: .... femalevisitors. Well, | muchregretthat| haven'ttime to arguewith
chauvinists. I'm a busy .... er .... person.

Abbot: I'm afraid ....

Annie: ....youmustinsist. Quite. Well, in thatcase 'l justhaveto putyou both
to sleep.

Aloy: What did you say?

(ANNIE puts them to sleep with a wave of the hand and goes to the door and calls).
Annie: Peter! Peter!
(PETER comes in).

Peter: Hello, Annie. What are you doing here?

Annie: Keepinganeyeon you for the boardof Archangels. And whatdo | find?
You taking partin a quiz show. What the Archangelswould have said if
they'dseenthe programme] dreadto think. Fortunatelyfor you they were
watching 'Neighbours'.

Peter: | was volunteered for it. | couldn't avoid it without blowing my cover.

Annie: Who volunteered you?

Peter: lan. He's meant to be another novice, but | think he's from our department.

Annie: Well, | can assure you he's not.

Peter. Where is he ....

Annie: From the opposition, I'm afraid. This could be serious.

Peter: Well, at 10 o'clock I'm supposedo be poppingout like a cuckoofrom a
clock to blesssomeone.Heaverknowswho. Most of the peoplein this place
aresadists. Thatawful T.V. Companyseemto think thatthe angelhasbeen
hired by them.

Annie: We'd better go somewhere quiet and discuss the options. Come on.

26



(Theyexeunt. The ABBOT and BR.ALOYSIUSwakeupjustas MAGGIE comes
in).

Maggie: | wish to speak to Brother lan.

Abbot: lan? | thought you said Peter, just now.

Maggie: Peter? Never heard of him. | want to see lan, Friar Tuck!

Abbot: We just explainedto you that novicesdo not receivevisitors, of eithersex
and especially not of the female persuasion.

Maggie: No you didn't.

Aloy: Didn't what?

Maggie: Explainanythingto me. Anyway, | couldn'tcareless. (Shewavesher
handandtheyare asleepagain). Right, nowto find lan andseewhat'sgoing
on.

(Enter IAN and DOT).

Maggie: lan. We must have words!

lan: Well, I'll haveto askmy agent. (He pointsto DOT). Do you think | should
talk to anyone?

Maggie: Whatis all this nonsense”y departmenhaveinstructionsto keepyou
undersurveillanceandreportback. At the momentthatreportcouldbereally
GOOD.

lan: Oh, sorry, Maggie,just joking. But seriouslyl am a bit busyjust now. I've
promised to do a bit of blessing at 10 o'clock.

Maggie: Blessing! Blessing!

lan: Yes, Maggie,asthe ANGEL OF ST.GRAHAM'S, | shall be busyfor a bit.
Perhaps you would make an appointment to see me afterwards.

Maggie: Appointment! Listen,sonny,l'll makeanappointmenfor you andyou'd
betterbring your shovel.... and don't arrangeany social eventsfor abouta
thousand years!

(She storms out).

lan: Oh dear, do you think she was annoyed?

Dot: Well, | don'tknow herusualbehaviourputl'd sayyes,probably. Whois she
anyway? -

lan: Oh, she's from Head Office. | shouldn't have upset her.

Dot: Well, never mind her. You're all, right for 10 o'clock?

lan: Yes.

Dot: All right. I'll see you soon, then.
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(She exits. Re-enter ANNIE. IAN thinks it is MAGGIE).

lan: Oh, Maggie.

Annie: You're sorry. All right.

lan: Yes, but | had to make it look good for her. She thinks I'm the angel, you see.

Annie: Does she indeed. And how are you going to take advantage of that?

lan: Well, I'm goingto arriveat 10 o'clock, pretendto blessthe Abbot andthentell
everyoneto buy their disgustingchocolatebar. This will prove I'm really
devilish becausethe blessingwon't work, of course,and | shall say the
chocolate is awful and no-one will believe in angels afterwards.

Annie: What if a real angel turns up?

lan: Ohit won't. Dot asgoodastold me the whole thing wasa publicity stuntfor
Satellite Network.

Annie: Soundsa BAD scheme. The bosseshouldbe pleased. Well, you go and
get ready. I've got a bit to do here.

lan: Righto. (Exits).

Annie: So that'sthe ploy, is it, younglan. Well we'll see,won't we? (As an
afterthought she snaps her fingers at the MONKS who wake up)e!

SCENE 7

Storyteller: Soasthe handsof the sundialslowly creeproundto 10 o'clockon the
tenth day of the tenth month, excitement grips the ancient abbey.

(Enter BR. JOHN, yawning. He does a little gentle dusting).

Storyteller: Yes.well. Thequestionis, is it all true? The millions gatheredound
their televisionsetswill soonknow. Will it be arealangelfrom Heaven?Is
it all a televisionstunt? Will Brother Johnstay awakelong enoughto find
out? Well, we shall soon know.

(Enter DOT, microphone in hand. CRIKEY follows).

Dot: That's where it will appear,Ollie. | shall stand here and make the
introductions. Have you finished yet?
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Br. John: Ohyes,| wasjust makingsureit wasall smartfor the angel. He is a
messenger from our Lord, you see.

Dot: Don't startbringing religion into it, for goodnessake,let's keepthis purely
commercial.

Br. John: 1 don'tthink a real angelwould make an agreementvith a television
company, do you?

Dot: Sure,if the money'sright. Anyway, the deal'sdone,sothatanswersyou, old
man.

John: Ohyes,to be sure,well that'sthat then,| mustgo and start preparingthe
vegetables. | am not allowed to be here, unfortunately.

Dot: Too bad. Well, don't let us keep you if you're busy.

(Enter ABBOT).

Abbot: Whereshalll stand? (to Br. JOHN). Go away,don'twantyou spoiling
the picture.

Dot: If you go over there, the camera will be here. All right Ollie?

Crikey: O.K., man. Wicked!

(Enter MAJOR O. and CAPTAIN B.).

Dot: Over there, please gentlemen.

Major: If it hadn'tbeenfor your bungling, we'd have beerover there. | shan't
forget this, Bligh.

Capt: (miserably).No sir, I'm sure you won't, sir.

(Enter MR. and MRS. JOLLY).

Mrs. J: Oh, we're over here. Isn't that nice.

Mr. J: Very nice, dear.

Mrs. J:. It's nice when things are nice, isn't it my dear?
Mr. J: Very nice, dearest.

(Enter BRENT TROTTER and WAYNE SLADE).

Brent: If you hadn't got the red card, we'd have got a result here, you know.
Wayne: Sorry, boss. I'm not too strong on the brainpower, at times.

Brent: Oh, what times are you strong, then?

Wayne: Well, | think with my feet really.

Brent: That,son,is why we'reat the bottomof the Vauxhall Conferencenot at the
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top of Division One.
(Enter COOK and BR. ALOYSIUS).

Br. Aloy: This is a great honour for the Abbey, brother Cook.

Cook: So you say, Brother. Personallyl don't believein angels. | believein
potatoesandturnips. | canseethem. | can'tthink what an angelwould be
doing here.

Aloy: Well, betweenyou and me, this isn't going to be a real angel. The T.V.
Company have got an actor of some sort.

Cook: | knew it!

(Enter NAUSE).

Nause: Well, if it isn't SatelliteNetwork'sfavourite anchor-persorDorothy. If |
may say so, you're looking fairly wonderful.

Dot: You cansayanythingyou like, Nause darling, no-onetakesany noticeof you
atthe network,do they? Right, everyone.Counting. 5, 4, 3, 2 Action. Roll.
Good evening. This is Dorothy Blissington Marchbanksfor Satellite
Network Television,bringingyou atrue - Angel Moment. In afew minutes,
atexactly10 o'clock,thatdoorwill openandanangelwill stepinto this very
room. Yes,arealangel. It bringsablessingbut.... for whom? Therehave
beensensationatlevelopmentsincethis evening'qquiz to decidethe blessee.
It wasto have beerthe two novicemonks,lan and Peter,but they havebeen
disqualifiedin a Network enquiry. So, who will it be ....? Will it be the
Army team, Aldershot'sfinest, Major Overkill and CaptainBligh ....? or
perhapsMr. and Mrs. Jolly, that delightfully charismatic couple from
downtownMilton Keynes....? Perhapghefootballersfrom the Tynewill get
their hearts'desireto seethe greenstripesat Wembley,insteadof behindthe
pigeonshedsin suburbanNewcastle.... who knows? Will the blessingof
Heavendescendupon this holy abbeywith its philanthropicAbbot and his
cheerful brothers in Christ? Maybe. But the hour is approaching. Listen.

(Teno'clockstartsto strike as MAGGIE comesn from oneside, ANNIE from the
other,with PETER. At the endof theten,thereis a pause thenthe window
flies open to reveal BATHAN, a full-grown devil).

Bathan: So! Thisis the drossof humanitythat cravesa blessing! Look at you,

the sweepings of the back streets of the city of greed.
Dot: (shaken).But, you .... you're not the angel.
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Bathan: Oh, yes, | am, an angel of death. Ha! Ha! Ha!

Dot: But lan; where is lan?

Bathan: lan! lanis animp. He is IMPotent. | am a seriousdevil, not an
apprentice.Nothingis too badfor the media. You wantthe organgrinder....
not his monkey!

( IAN enters, flustered).

lan: | heardthat! | was doing somereal bad here and you've grabbedall the
attention.

Bathan: Silence, fool. |, Bathan, am here. Watch and learn.

Peter. Who is this prat, lan?

lan: One of the leadingdevils, Bathan. He's so awful, someof the othershave
noticed.

Dot: Well, viewers, this is an unexpectedurn of events. Sir, who have you
selected for blessing?

Bathan: Everyone! All of you will receivea blessing. It's bargainday for
blessings. Graball you want. You. (indicating WAYNE). What doesyour
mean little heart desire?

Wayne: Well, boss,at the endof the day,| mean,you know whatl mean? I'd be
over the moon to make it to the fourth division.

Bathan: Fourthdivision! You mannikin. I'd be sick asa parrotnot to makeit to
the Premiership. Ask something worthwhile, worm.

Wayne: Oh, well, Premiership, if you say so.

Bathan: Of coursel sayso, but first the teammustsackthe manager.I'll appoint
one.

Wayne: Premiership. We'll sack him.

(During this scene BATHAN hands out suitable hats for the jobs).

Bathan: Excellent. | seehopefor you. Seehow easyit is. (Indicates MR.
JOLLY). What is your heart's desire, boring little person?

Mr. J: Oh, well, | mean to say, | don't quite think ....

Bathan: You desiremoney, a Ferrari, holidaysin the Southof France,taken
perhaps with that Miss Sayer from the typing pool .... no?

Mrs. J. Who is Miss Sayer, Jim?

Mr.J: Oh .... mind your own business, Doris!

Bathan: And you, pretend soldier, what do you wish? Perhaps to be a colonel.

Capt: Well, that would be rather nice.

Major: This is mutiny, Bligh!
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Bathan: You shall have it, Colonel Bligh.

Major: | forbid you to accept. The staff collegewould neveragreeto you being
superior to me.

Capt: Be quiet, Overkill. | give the orders now.

Bathan: Who else ....?

All: Me! Me!

Bathan: Oh,thisis good. You (indicatesALOYSIUS).You canbe Archbishop.
Nice to have another one on our side.

Abbot: | protest. It's not fair.I want to be Archbishop. I'm senior here.

Aloy: Well you can't be. He's given it to me. So there!

(ABBOT snatches mitre from ALOYSIUS and a scuffle breaks out).

Bathan: (to MAJOR O.) You can be a General.

Major: A word with you, Captain.

Dot: Well, viewers,l don'tquite know whatis happening.It seemghatthe Angel
we all expected has turned out rather differently.

Bathan: Silence,woman. Thisis MY party! Everyone,everyone,can have
whatevertheydesire. (to CRIKEY). Takeoverthe Network. (to COOK).
Takeoverthe Dorchestekitchens. And you, Gleamworld,sickeningasyou
are,you'remy kind of person. You cango ondoing what you do so well,
encouraginggreedand envy. All you haveto do is vote for .... the Devil.
That's not so hard is it?

Mrs J. Well, | don't know what the WI would say ....

Bathan: Here. All for you! For my friends! (He flings a huge pile of paper
moneyin the air). Help yourselves. (Suddenlyhe looksroundin alarm). |
smell goodness.It can'tbe any of you lot, surely. ( PETER and ANNIE
comeforward). You! You work for the lot upstairs. Listen, sonny. How
aboutjoining us. It's muchmorefun, the payis goodandthe hoursarejust
great. Bathan offers you power!

Peter: Sounds all right, doesn't it Annie(to BATHAN).Where's lan by the way?

Bathan: Oh, him. (reachesbehindand pulls himin). He wasIMPossible. He's
goingto be fired. Ratherliterally, I'm happyto say. | enjoy a goodeternal
roasting. Savesuel too. He couldn'thandlebeingproperlyevil, you see....
he didn't want to use power like mine.

Peter: Oh,you meanlike this. (He flings wavesof invisible energyat BATHAN,
who wilts at first and then comes back, fighting).

Bathan: Not good enough, angel, not good enough.

Annie: Go on, Peter, you can do it. Go for it!

Peter. He calledmeanangel! Did you hearthat, Annie? I'm arealangel. O.K.
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Overdrive!
(More zapping and BATHAN is defeated).

Bathan: All right. You win, angel. But don'tthink thesepeoplewill thankyou.
They'remine. Theywant power,money,position. Theywon't go with you.
AAAAAAH!

(Exit BATHAN, crushed).
Crikey: Like zapped, man.
(The PEOPLE start to get uppoking a bit shame-faced).

Dot: You. You were the angel all the time.

Peter: Yep!

Dot: Sowe haveanothertwist in this astonishingtale. It seemsthat this young
novicewasthe angelall along. So, let us seewho will receivethe blessing
promised by legend.

Abbot: What about the job of Archbishop. Do | get it or not?

Wayne: Yeah. What about the Premiership? When do we start to move up? -

Major: He promised me | could be a general.

Peter. Oh, be quietall of you. There'sonly one personon this placeworthy of a
blessing. The restof you are greedy,self-seeker®r bullies exploiting your
positions. The blessing goes to ....

All: Yes?

Peter: BrotherJohn,of course. Annie,will you call him? (ANNIE gets JOHN).
BrotherJohn,usingthe powersinvestedin me by the Boardof Archangels]
solemnly offer you a blessing from Heaven.

John: Oh, Peter, there must be someone more deserving.

Peter: No-one. You will takeoverasAbbot of St. Graham'sto the infinite benefit
of all in the order. Bless you.

Dot: Viewers.... thisis the mostincrediblemoment. For thefirst time in history,
you arewatchinganangelblessinga humanbeingon Earth. Remembeiwho
brought this to your screens .... Angel Moments.

Peter: They didn't

Dot: Didn't what?

Peter: Bring it to their screens(He takes off the lens caphiere.

Dot: (to CRIKEY)You stupid, moronic excuse for a half-witted clown!

Crikey: Too cool, man, seriously cool.
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Abbot: Thisis outrageous.| moststronglyprotestat your behaviour.| shallspeak
to your superior.

Peter: Yes,youshoulddothat. It's beenawhile sinceyoudid. Well, | haveto fly.
(suddenly). lan, are you going my way? You haveno talentfor this devil-
business, you know.

lan: | think | might, if you'll haveme. | don'tseemto be badenoughto makethe
grade.

Maggie: Oy, Junior. How dareyou throw awayall thatexpensiveeducation.How
can you expect to get on in death if you work for the other side?

lan: Well, I'm tired of working for losers. Look what happenedo Bathanjust
now. I'm goingto join the winning team. Sweet,Maggie? (offersher a
bag).

Maggie: Oh,you ....you .... little .... goodie, goodie.l hopeyou comecrawling
back. | can think up some hell for you.

Peter: Oh, go away. (zaps her).Any of you lot coming our way?

(No-one moves. They start to drift across the stage away from PETER).

Maggie: We won that lot, see?

Annie: Rubbish, you had them already.

Brother John: Comeon, all of you. Can'tyou seethat we haveall receiveda
blessingheretonight. We haveseenthe powerof evil defeatedoy good. We
haveall beenexposedo soft rewardswithout effort. Doesany oneof you
believethat the devil's promiseswill cometrue? Whendid the Devil ever
keep his word?

Nause: The old gentleman's right, We've been greedy and blind.

Dot: You have, darling.

Nause: Right. Pointtaken. But no-onehasdoneanybetter. Let'sall do something
sensible for once.

Major: Right! All thosein favour over here. Move! (Theyall crossbackto
PETER).

Peter. Great. Thanks,Mr. Gleamworld,and thank you, Brother John. | think
you'regoingto makea very goodAbbot. Time to begoing. Well doneall of
you. See you later!

Storyteller: So,thereit was. A whole monastenyfull of lost soulsconvertedatthe
stroke of ten .... well, soon after, anyway. All thosepeoplesavedby a
whiskerfrom Satan'swiles. But .... keepyour eyesopen.... heis still out
there .... believe me. (Lights fade).

CURTAIN
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