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Park Life

Lightly humorous with pathos. 2
females aged 20-40 years

Melanie: 20-30 years old, call
centre worker on a lunch break

Christie: 30-40 years old, a
businesswoman on a break

The two women are strangers.

 


A woman in her early thirties
(Melanie) is seated on a park bench nursing a takeaway hot
chocolate and enjoying the birds pecking at her feet. She is joined
by a smart woman (Christie) in her forties looking down and
preoccupied.

 


MELANIE: This is my favourite place
in the whole park. You can see everything from here.

CHRISTIE:
(minding her own business) Oh.

MELANIE: I work just over there
taking calls all day long. We get some very angry people so
sometimes I come out here just to get some peace. What about
you?

CHRISTIE:
(thawing a little) I work
in that tall glassy building. It’s full of angry people
too.

MELANIE: Are you on your lunch
break?

CHRISTIE: I suppose so.

MELANIE: What did you have?

CHRISTIE looks wary

CHRISTIE: A salad.

MELANIE: That’s not lunch. I had a
ham sandwich and a bag of crisps. And then I got this hot
chocolate. I shouldn’t have because, well, I could do with losing a
few pounds but I couldn’t resist. I didn’t have the cream
though.

CHRISTIE: Wise decision.

(The women are lost in their own
thoughts for a while.)

MELANIE: I shouldn’t hang around
too long otherwise I won’t get to email my boyfriend before I’m
back on the clock. He lives abroad which makes it tricky but he’s
always there for me. He’s really good to me.

CHRISTIE: That’s nice. When did you
meet?

MELANIE: Well, I haven’t actually
met him in person, we met online. It’s been a bit of a whirlwind
but I’m already in love.

CHRISTIE: Very mysterious. Maybe I
should give internet dating a thought. Where is he from? Somewhere
sunny I hope. I’d like to run away to somewhere with a beach and
sunshine.

MELANIE: Nigeria.

CHRISTIE: Oh, right.

MELANIE: I know! Exotic isn’t
it?

CHRISTIE: How long have you been
dating?

MELANIE: A month. Feels like I’ve
known him forever though.

CHRISTIE:
(deciding whether to say anything at all)
Have you seen a picture?

MELANIE: Oh yes. I nearly fell off
my chair when he sent one. He’s a cross between George Clooney and
Justin Bieber. I can’t believe my luck sometimes. I love his accent
too, the way he says my name.

CHRISTIE: He has a Nigerian
accent?

MELANIE: He moved there when he was
a little boy and picked up the accent, he says.

CHRISTIE: Oh.

MELANIE: Have you got a
boyfriend?

CHRISTIE: Erm...I think so.

MELANIE: You don’t sound so
sure.

CHRISTIE: Yeah, well, I’m not.

MELANIE: What happened?

CHRISTIE: His wife.

MELANIE: Oh.

The women are quiet again for a
moment.

MELANIE: And erm..?

CHRISTIE: I think she found out
about us. He thinks I’m being paranoid. Either way, he’s gone off
to try and keep her happy and here I am.

MELANIE: Oh.

Pause.

MELANIE: What does he look
like?

CHRISTIE:
(laughing) Kind of a
cross between a young Harrison Ford and Ben Affleck.

MELANIE: Well, we’ve both got
good-looking boyfriends then.

CHRISTIE: I suppose we have.

MELANIE: Can I ask you
something?

CHRISTIE: Why not.

MELANIE: Why are you still with
him?

CHRISTIE: Let’s just say he wasn’t
entirely honest with me when we met and before I knew it I was in
love.

MELANIE: I know the feeling.

CHRISTIE: And now I find myself in
the position of happily taking all the misery for just an hour of
his time.

MELANIE: What do you think will
happen?

CHRISTIE: She’ll calm down and
we’ll carry on as before.

MELANIE: Forever?

CHRISTIE: He’s chasing a
partnership in the firm we work for which means he wouldn’t be
reliant on her healthy inheritance anymore. As soon as he’s a
partner we can start our life together.

MELANIE: Oh right.

Pause

MELANIE: I suppose I should be
going. How long have you got for lunch?

CHRISTIE: None, strictly speaking.
But my boyfriend and I work together so I’m in no hurry to go
back.

MELANIE:
(Getting up) Good luck.
I’m Melanie, by the way.

CHRISTIE: I’m Christie, nice to
meet you.

MELANIE puts her cup in the bin and
starts to head off

CHRISTIE: Actually Melanie, be
careful won’t you?

MELANIE: Eh?

CHRISTIE: Sometimes men aren’t what
they seem. They’ll tell you what you want to hear when they’ve got
no intention of doing the right thing.

MELANIE:
(Bemused) Right,
thanks.

CHRISTIE: We girls have to look
after ourselves, put us first. Make sure you don’t give anything
away you can’t afford to. Money or your heart.

MELANIE: Thanks, Christie. Hope it
all gets better for you.

CHRISTIE sits in thought until she
is interrupted by her mobile phone ringing and she scrambles for
it.

CHRISTIE: Hi Simon...No, I
understand...how long will it take do you think? Two weeks! Well,
what has she said? What am I supposed to do for two weeks while you
swan off on holiday with her? I know it’s hard for you but it’s
hard for me too. Yes, I know you love me. It’ll all be worth it in
the end, won’t it? Yeah, I’ll be back in a minute. Well, you can
tell Mike he’ll have the reports by the end of the day.

OK, see you soon.

(CHRISTIE stuffs her phone in her
coat pocket and hurries back to the office.)


 



The Office

A comedy

 


Either role can be played by a
male or a female of any age. Though written for a male/female duo,
you can try any pairing.

The office workers are equally
workshy and in this sketch, they are doing their best to do as
little work as possible and get out on time.

 


 


A man and a woman are sitting at
their office desks, next to each other. It’s 4pm and the clock is
ticking until it’s time to go home at 5pm.

 


Man:
(on the phone) No problem
madam, we’re happy to help (puts the phone down).

Woman:
That was a long one.

Man:
She was hard of hearing. And hard of
understanding.

Woman:
Eh?

Man:
Never mind. What time is it?

Woman:
Four.

Man:
An hour to go.

Woman:
If I make us a coffee that’ll kill 10
minutes.

Man:
But then we’ve still got most of an hour to
go.

Woman:
(Thinks for a moment) Well if we put our coats on the back of our chairs and have
our bags by our feet we’ll be out of here at five to
five.

Man:
Good idea.

Both go to get their coats and bags
ready.

Woman:
What time is it?

Man:
Five past four.

Woman:
Less than an hour to go. I’ll keep
thinking.

Man:
(answering phone) Good
afternoon, customer services, how can I help you?
(Listens and taps away furiously at his
computer) Uh-huh, yep, mmmm, yes, right you
are, OK then, uh-huh, all right, take care of yourself, happy to
help. (Puts phone down.)

Woman:
Who was that?

Man:
Wrong number.

Woman:
Oh.

Man:
I was thinking, if we take the post down to the
mailroom on the way out we could leave five minutes
earlier.

Women:
Five minutes earlier than we are ‘cos we’ve got
our coats ready?

Man:
I reckon we get our coats on at ten to, and take
the post at five to.

Woman:
I like it. Forty-five minutes to go.

Man:
Make that coffee and we’ll be at forty.

(Woman goes to make coffee, Man
taps away on the computer)

Woman:
Here you go. White, one sugar.

Man:
You’re a star.

Woman:
What you up to?

Man:
Updating my Facebook status.

Woman:
Saying what?

Man:
Forty minutes to go.

Woman:
You know? We both came back from lunch ten minutes
early.

Man:
Yes. And what thanks did we get?

Woman:
I’m thinking we could get back that ten minutes at
the end of the day.

Man:
What, so at twenty to five, we get on our coats,
at quarter to we take the post down to the mail room and at ten to
we finish our lunch hour.

Woman:
Yes.

Man:
Seems fair to me.

(Starts tapping on the
computer)

Man:
(Speak as he writes on Facebook)
Correction: Half an hour to go.

Woman:
Time’s really flying today. (Woman’s phone rings. She sighs. Turns to the man:)
It’s her upstairs. Hello, can I help you? Oh
right, yeah I see. I don’t think I can Caroline. Yeah, swamped at
the minute. Sorry about that, you know I love to help when I can.
See you, bye.

Man:
What did she want?

Woman:
She asked me what my workload was as she needed a
hand getting some reports together.

Man:
Cheeky cow.

Woman:
I know! I slog my guts out all day and she wants
me to do more.

Man:
What a liberty.

Woman:
I know.

Man:
What time is it?

Woman:
Call it quarter past.

Man:
(Starts tapping away on Facebook and thinking
aloud) twenty-five minutes to go and then I
am out of here!

Woman:
What if instead of emailing our stats we took them
to accounts on our way out?

Man:
We could squeeze ten minutes out of
that.

Woman:
Exactly.

Man:
So we’d get our coats on at half past, head down
to accounts with our stats, take the post to the mail room, and
then take the last ten minutes of our lunch hour?

Woman:
Yeah. And fifteen minutes to go.

Man:
I don’t know where the time goes sometimes. I’d
better book my cinema tickets quickly.

Woman:
What you going to see?

Man:
Something with Sandra Bullock.

Woman:
I like her.

Man:
You should come.

Woman:
I can’t, far too much to do at home.

Man:
That doesn’t sound good.

Woman:
It wouldn’t be so bad if I had a minute to think
at work. We’re doing up the living room and I only got half of the
stuff ordered online this morning.

Man:
Sounds stressful.

Woman:
It is!

(Both tap away for a minute)

Man:
What time is it?

Woman:
Twenty past.

Man:
Ten minutes to go. I’ll update my
status.

Woman:
Are people interested in what time you’re going
home?

Man:
I don’t know. Not a lot of people are online at
the moment, most of my friends are at work.

(Pause while both consider
this)

Woman:
Did you get your tickets?

Man:
Just got my email confirmation. Dead cheap too cos
I had a voucher.

Woman:
That’s good.

Man:
You got much to do?

Woman:
Nothing that can’t wait. Think I might just tidy
my desk so I can get out of here quickly.

Man:
Yeah, my computer takes ages to shut down so I
probably should get started.

(Both start putting things away,
shutting down computers and furiously shuffling papers)

Man:
What time is it now?

Woman:
Twenty-five past four.

Man:
Right.

Woman:
(Sighs)

Man:
(Sighs)

Woman:
You know, we’re leaving in five
minutes...

Man:
Yeah, it’s only five minutes.

Woman:
Can’t really do anything with five
minutes.

Man:
Nothing, no.

Woman:
Might as well get off now I reckon.

Man:
Waste of time sitting here really. Might as well
take the post down.

Woman:
Yeah, and really, it’s only five minutes over what
we’re owed.

Man:
We’ll come back five minutes early tomorrow
lunchtime.

Woman:
Right then, coats, post, let’s go.

Man:
Sandra Bullock here I come.
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