A Catholic church with rows of empty pews. The only person there - a biker - sits in one DOWNSTAGE LEFT, praying. He is well-built, perhaps bald and generally looks like he could break legs if he so wanted to. All is quiet, until the PRIEST enters from the LEFT. He is very effeminate and theatrical with the way he talks and moves. He makes his way over to the BIKER.
PRIEST: Mind if I join you?
BIKER: [Shakes his head and mumbles, almost inaudibly] No.
They sit in silence for a few moments, as BIKER tries to go back to praying. He is self-conscious now though, previously having his eyes closed, he now keeps them open.
PRIEST: Sorry, um… don’t happen to have a cigarette on you, do you?
BIKER: [Quietly] Sorry, I don’t smoke.
PRIEST: Pardon?
BIKER: I-uh…
PRIEST: It’s all right, you can speak in here; it’s not a library. [Gesturing] We’re the only ones here anyway. Well, other than- [Gestures with his head up towards the ceiling]
BIKER: [He avoids eye contact as he says it a bit louder. He has a noticeable stammer] I-I don’t smoke.
PRIEST: [Sits back, disappointed. He folds one leg over the other knee] Probably just as well. Awfully bad for you - probably against the tenth commandment somewhere down the line.
[Silence]
BIKER: C-can… uh, can priests smoke?
PRIEST: [Suggestively] Keeps your mind off other sins.
BIKER: [Embarrassed] Oh…
PRIEST: [With a wry smile] Gambling. I’m awful, especially with the horses. As soon as Ascot starts it’s like Lent has come back round again.
BIKER: [Relaxing a little, but still embarrassed] Oh-oh, I see
PRIEST: [Laughing] Sorry. But I get asked that so often. I get too bored to keep saying ‘Yes, I can smoke.’
BIKER: [Awkwardly] Did you always want-t-t to be a priest?
PRIEST: [Another laugh] I always get asked that as well.
BIKER: Sorry…
PRIEST: No it’s fine; it’s just that, unless you were raised in a monastery, I would have to say that anyone who has always wanted to be a priest needs to be assessed.
BIKER: [Chuckles quietly] Why did you become one?
PRIEST: [Playfully] Oh I don’t know, the fetching outfits maybe? And I like talking – don’t know if you can tell?
BIKER: No other rea-s-son?
PRIEST: [Changing the subject, acting chirpily] Have you always wanted to be a biker?
BIKER: Well… I…
PRIEST: [Trying to get him to speak more] Do you work? Or do you just bike all-day?
BIKER: I-uh… I’m d-d-doing a degree at the op-pen university.
PRIEST: [Very interested] Really? What are you studying?
BIKER: Philosophy a-and religion.
PRIEST: Oh you’re clever aren’t you?
BIKER: N-no I’m not.
PRIEST: I don’t believe you. I think you’re being horribly modest.
BIKER: [Quiet, embarrassed again]
PRIEST: Don’t hide away from being clever – I failed school. That was back in the eighties though… school in the eighties, now that was suffering.
PRIEST is strangely quiet. Then he gets up and starts straightening the prayer cushions on the other pews.
BIKER: W-why was school-
PRIEST: -why not theology?
BIKER: S-sorry?
PRIEST: Why religion? Not theology?
BIKER: I-I like to… um… learn about other religions.
PRIEST: But you are Catholic?
BIKER: [Nods]
PRIEST: [Surprised] Oh.
BIKER: Is… is that all right?
[bookmark: _GoBack]PRIEST: Of course it is. I’m not going to tell you how to live your life, am I? It’s just surprising. You’re an open-minded Catholic. Got to admit, not many of us who can say that is there?
