
SAMPLE

SCENE	1

The	reception	area	of	the	‘Vital	Holistic	Health	and	Wellness	Retreat’,	the	décor	of	
which	is	chic	and	understated,	luxurious	but	elegant.	Pastel	colours	dominate.	


Upstage	there	is	a	long	reception	desk	with	a	large	abstract	painting	mounted	on	
the	wall	behind	it.	There	is	also	a	door	behind	the	desk	which	leads	to	an	office.	
Centre	stage,	in	front	of	the	reception	desk,	there	is	a	number	of	small	tables	and	
some	contemporary	seating	with	stylish	scatter	cushions	and	the	occasional	pot	
plant	or	tasteful	ornament.	On	the	walls	there	is	a	selection	of	framed	modern	art.	
Stage	left	there	is	an	archway	that	leads	to	the	front	entrance.	Stage	right	there	is	
another	archway	that	leads	to	the	stairs	and	lift.	


It	is	4	o’clock	in	the	afternoon	on	a	dry,	crisp	Friday	in	October.	


The	telephone	on	the	reception	desk	rings.	Enter	BRENDAN,	he	is	smart	and	dapper	
with	a	fashionable	suit	and	immaculate	hair.	He	answers	the	telephone.		


BRENDAN:	(Into	the	telephone)	Good	afternoon,	the	Vital	Holistic	Health	and	
Wellness	Retreat,	Brendan	Sudbury,	manager	speaking.	How	can	I	be	of	
assistance?	.	.	.	Oh	Lesley,	it’s	you.	Everything	okay?	.	.	.	Oh,	heavens,	not	you	as	
well.	Today	of	all	days	.	.	.	I	appreciate	it	can’t	be	helped,	Lesley,	but	it	doesn’t	
change	the	fact	I’ve	got	some	of	the	most	high-profile	clients	we’ve	had	in	
months	arriving	any	minute	now	and	my	staff	are	dropping	like	flies	.	.	.	Yes,	there	
must	be	something	going	‘round,	mustn’t	there?	Where	are	you,	Lesley?	You’re	
echoing	.	.	.	You’re	sitting	on	the	toilet	as	we	speak	.	.	.	Delightful.	How	long	have	
you	been	there?	.	.	.	Forty-five	minutes,	oh	dear	God	.	.	.	Too	much	detail,	
Lesley	.	.	.	I’ll	leave	you	to	it,	get	well	soon.	


BRENDAN	hangs	up	the	telephone.


BRENDAN:	(At	the	telephone	as	if	still	talking	to	the	caller)	Silly	cow!	Maybe	if	you	
cleaned	your	fingernails	more	often,	you	wouldn’t	get	so	many	stomach	bugs.	


Enter	LYDIA,	wearing	a	stylish	two-piece	suit	and	high	heels.	Her	make-up	is	heavy	
but	not	garish	and	her	coiffure	is	large	and	well-hairsprayed.	


BRENDAN:	Where	have	you	been?


LYDIA:	Powdering	my	nose.


BRENDAN:	I	wish	you	wouldn’t	leave	the	desk	unmanned.	


LYDIA:	So,	I’m	not	allowed	to	visit	the	little	girl’s	room	now?


BRENDAN:	Of	course	you	are,	but	you	can’t	just	leave	your	post	without	telling	
anyone.	
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LYDIA:	Everyone	is	ill.	There	isn’t	anyone	to	tell.	


BRENDAN:	You	could	have	told	me.


LYDIA:	I	thought	you’d	have	better	things	to	do.


BRENDAN:	I	have	.	.	.	but	I	don’t	mind	standing	in	for	two	minutes.	


LYDIA:	Two	minutes?	I	don’t	want	to	be	timed,	Brendan.	


BRENDAN:	Michelangelo	painted	the	Sistine	Chapel	in	less	time	than	it	takes	you	
to	answer	the	call	of	nature.	


LYDIA:	Is	that	a	feather	on	your	chin?


BRENDAN:	A	feather?


LYDIA:	Yes,	well	you’ve	been	spitting	them	all	afternoon.	


BRENDAN:	Can	you	blame	me?	We’re	ridiculously	short-staffed.


LYDIA:	Call	the	agency.


BRENDAN:	I	intend	to	but	we	won’t	get	anyone	here	until	tomorrow	morning.	
We’ve	got	to	get	through	the	night.	


LYDIA:	The	rooms	are	ready.	We	just	to	need	make	sure	all	the	guests	are	
adequately	fed	and	watered.	


BRENDAN:	There’s	only	Ronette	and	Kayleigh	in	the	kitchen.


LYDIA:	It’s	just	the	welcome	buffet	this	evening.	I’m	sure	most	of	the	food	is	
already	prepped,	it	simply	needs	serving.	We’ll	manage.	


BRENDAN:	We	will	if	you	don’t	spend	half	the	evening	in	the	lavatory.	


LYDIA:	I’m	entitled	to	a	comfort	break.


BRENDAN:	And	I	was	entitled	to	give	you	your	cards	but	I	didn’t	.	.	.	remember.	


LYDIA:	You’ll	never	let	me	forget.	


BRENDAN:	Look	Lydia,	you	can	drop	the	attitude.	Most	bosses	would	have	
sacked	you	on	the	spot	and	escorted	you	off	the	premises.	


LYDIA:	Ooh,	you’re	cold	hearted.	You’d	give	a	panto	villain	a	run	for	his	money.


BRENDAN:	Look	lady,	I’m	your	bloody	fairy	godmother!	I	did	you	a	massive	
favour.	I	turned	a	blind	eye	when	I	caught	you	with	your	highly	manicured	fingers	
in	petty	cash.
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LYDIA:	You’ll	never	let	it	drop,	will	you?	You	know	very	well	I	was	desperate.	My	
baby	boy	needed	an	emergency	operation.	


BRENDAN:	Don’t	try	and	pull	that	one	again,	you’re	wasting	your	breath.	I	have	
no	empathy	when	it	comes	to	animals,	especially	dogs	–	horrible,	yapping,	smelly	
things.


LYDIA:	Jojo	does	not	smell.	


BRENDAN:	That’s	what	you	think.	I	caught	a	distinct	whiff	of	damp	canine	when	
you	gave	me	a	lift	in	your	Honda	Jazz	the	other	month.	


LYDIA:	I’m	convinced	you	only	let	me	off	so	you’ll	have	something	to	hold	over	
me	for	the	rest	of	my	life.


BRENDAN:	I	let	you	off	because	good	receptionists	are	hard	to	come	by	and,	
despite	your	frequent	visits	to	the	ladies’,	you’re	one	of	the	better	ones.	


LYDIA:	But	I’ll	always	have	this	hanging	‘round	my	neck	from	now	on,	won’t	I?	
Threatening	to	rear	its	ugly	head.	


Enter	KAYLEIGH,	in	a	clean	and	neat	waitress	uniform	which	is	in	contrast	to	her	
faded	dyed	hair,	chipped	finger	nails	and	heavy	black	eye-liner	and	mascara.	
BRENDAN	sees	her.


BRENDAN:	Ah,	right	on	cue.	


KAYLEIGH:	Mr	Sudbury?


BRENDAN:	Yes,	Kayleigh?


KAYLEIGH:	Ronnie	wants	to	know	if	you’ve	‘eard	from	Lesley?	She	should	have	
arrived	on	the	two	o’clock	staff	boat.	


BRENDAN:	I’m	afraid	to	say	Lesley	has	been	added	to	the	ever-increasing	list	of	
employees	who	won’t	be	joining	us	this	evening	because	she	has	been	afflicted	
with	that	highly	inconvenient	stomach	bug.	


KAYLEIGH:	Righto.	I’ll	go	back	outside	and	tell	‘er.	


BRENDAN:	Why	is	Ronette	outside?	


KAYLEIGH:	She’s	having	a	fag.	


BRENDAN:	Oh,	good	God!	Hasn’t	she	got	more	important	things	to	do?	There’s	
only	you	two	in	the	kitchen,	there’s	a	lot	to	be	done.	


KAYLEIGH:	Yep.	We’re	on	it.	
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BRENDAN:	And	come	straight	back	in	after	you’ve	spoken	to	her,	don’t	loiter.


KAYLEIGH:	Wouldn’t	dream	of	it,	Mr	Sudbury.	


BRENDAN:	Any	chance	you	get	you’re	outside	making	eyes	at	the	gardener.	


LYDIA:	Who?	Alan	Pinchbeck?


KAYLEIGH:	No!	Liam.	Mr	Pinchbeck’s	really	old.


LYDIA:	He’s	my	age.


KAYLEIGH:	Yeah.


BRENDAN:	Anyway,	stay	away	from	Liam	and	get	on	with	your	jobs.	


KAYLEIGH:	He	went	home	on	the	last	boat.	


BRENDAN:	Good.


LYDIA:	(To	KAYLEIGH)	Is	it	serious	between	you	to	then?


KAYLEIGH:	We’ll	‘ave	been	seeing	each	other	for	six	months	this	coming	Monday.


LYDIA:	Six	months?	Watch	out	Kayleigh,	he’ll	be	getting	down	on	one	knee	soon.


BRENDAN:	I	wouldn’t	hold	your	breath,	Kayleigh.	Liam	doesn’t	strike	me	as	the	
marrying	type.	


KAYLEIGH:	He	said	he’s	going	to	take	me	away	in	the	new	year.


LYDIA:	(To	KAYLEIGH)	Maybe	he’ll	propose	to	you	then!


KAYLEIGH:	(Smiling)	D’you	think?


BRENDAN:	Christ,	Lydia,	you’ve	made	her	smile.	Or	has	she	got	wind?	
(Patronisingly)	Kayleigh,	I	want	you	to	remember	this	moment	and	use	it	to	help	
create	a	friendly	and	welcoming	atmosphere	when	our	special	guests	arrive.	


KAYLEIGH:	What	you	on	about?


BRENDAN:	I	want	you	to	light	up	the	room	when	you	enter,	not	walk	around	with	
a	face	like	a	slapped	octopus	like	you	normally	do.	


KAYLEIGH:	I	do	not.


BRENDAN:	I	beg	to	differ.	


LYDIA:	(To	KAYLEIGH)	You	look	pretty	when	you	smile.
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BRENDAN:	Well,	prettier.	She’d	need	to	wipe	that	drag	queen	make-up	off	before	
I’d	describe	her	as	pretty.	


KAYLEIGH:	Hey!	This	is	workplace	harassment.


BRENDAN:	Then	speak	to	your	manager.


KAYLEIGH:	That’s	you.


BRENDAN:	I’ll	make	you	an	appointment.


LYDIA:	(To	KAYLEIGH)	He’s	not	being	horrible.	He	just	wants	you	to	make	the	
most	of	yourself.	It’s	not	the	most	flattering	make-up.


KAYLEIGH:	I	‘appen	to	like	it.


BRENDAN:	If	you	want	to	look	like	a	panda	who’s	on	the	game	in	your	own	time,	
that’s	up	to	you.	But	when	you’re	at	work,	I	want	to	see	discreet,	tasteful	make-
up.	


LYDIA:	I’ll	give	you	a	few	tips	if	you	want,	Kayleigh.


KAYLEIGH:	No,	thanks.


Enter	Ronette,	wearing	a	chef’s	whites	and	an	apron.	Her	hair	is	tied	back	in	a	hair	
net	or	hat.	She	is	ruddy-cheeked	and	wears	little	make-up.	


RONETTE:	(To	KAYLEIGH)	Did	you	ask	‘im	where	Lesley	is?	


KAYLEIGH:	Yeah,	she’s	got	the	shits	as	well.	


RONETTE:	Oh	great	.	.	.	Brendan,	what’re	we	gonna	do?


BRENDAN:	Never	fear,	Mumsy	dear,	I	shall	call	an	agency	and	get	them	to	ship	
out	a	boat-load	of	temps	tomorrow.	


RONETTE:	Tomorrow?	What	‘bout	tonight?


BRENDAN:	You’ll	just	have	to	muddle	through.	


LYDIA:	(To	RONETTE)	I’ll	give	you	a	hand	to	serve	the	buffet.	


RONETTE:	But	there’s	loads	of	boxes	that	need	lugging	from	the	storerooms	ready	
for	breakfast	in	the	morning.	


BRENDAN:	Can’t	Kayleigh	do	it?


KAYLEIGH:	No.
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RONETTE:	Me	and	Kayleigh	can’t	lift	‘em.	Lesley	does	that	sort	of	thing	–	she’s	
built	like	a	lorry	driver.


BRENDAN:	I	want	solutions,	Mumsy,	not	problems.	


RONETTE:	(Clenching	her	fist)	I’ve	got	a	solution	to	shut	you	up	.	.	.	


BRENDAN:	Are	you	threatening	your	only	son-in-law?	


RONETTE:	You’re	not	my	son-in-law	yet	and,	if	you	want	to	survive	‘til	you’re	
wedding	day,	you’ll	stop	calling	me	‘Mumsy’.	


BRENDAN:	I’m	going	to	tell	Cameron	you’re	being	mean	to	me.	


RONETTE:	And	I’m	going	to	tell	Cameron	you’re	trying	to	give	his	mother	a	
slipped	disc	by	making	her	lift	a	box	of	grapefruits.	


KAYLEIGH:	Could	Brian	give	us	a	hand	with	moving	stuff	when	he	gets	here?	


LYDIA:	What	Brian	who	can’t	even	stir	his	own	tea	without	taking	a	puff	on	his	
inhaler?


BRENDAN:	Besides	he’s	got	the	dreaded	lurgy	as	well.


RONETTE:	Not	another	one?


BRENDAN:	Yes.	So,	like	I	said	before,	we’re	going	to	have	to	manage	.	.	.	bring	the	
grapefruits	up	two	at	a	time.	Right,	we’d	best	get	ready	to	meet	and	greet!	Our	
first	guests	will	be	arriving	any	second.	


RONETTE:	First	guests?	Who	were	the	ones	that	arrived	on	that	earlier	boat?	


LYDIA:	The	competition	winners.


BRENDAN:	Trust	those	two	troglodytes	to	book	this	weekend	to	come.


RONETTE:	Why	didn’t	you	tell	them	there	was	no	room	at	the	inn?


LYDIA:	They	were	the	first	to	book.	


BRENDAN:	(To	RONETTE)	Go	and	pour	the	welcome	smoothies	-	Kayleigh	needs	to	be	
waiting	with	them	when	they	enter.	(To	KAYLEIGH)	And	you	will	stand	there	with	a	
smile	on	your	face	even	if	I	have	to	shove	a	coat	hanger	in	your	gob!


KAYLEIGH:	That	was	definitely	workplace	harassment.	


BRENDAN:	Bothered!


KAYLEIGH:	I’ve	got	witnesses.	That	was	definitely	an	abusive	threat,	wasn’t	it?	
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RONETTE:	This	is	Brendan	we’re	talking	about	.	.	.	that	was	a	motivational	speech.	


BRENDAN:	Come	on!	Get	down	to	the	kitchen,	slaves!	Before	I	have	you	flogged.	


RONETTE	and	KAYLEIGH	exit.


BRENDAN:	Best	foot	forward,	Lydia.	Teeth	and	tits!


LYDIA:	And	that’s	just	you,	Brendan.	


BRENDAN:	Very	good,	darling.	Are	you	coming?


LYDIA:	I’ll	be	there	in	a	moment.


BRENDAN:	Christ,	you	don’t	need	another	tinkle	do	you,	love?	You	need	to	see	a	
doctor.	


LYDIA:	No.	I’m	just	going	to	zhoosh	the	magazines	and	plump	the	cushions.	Make	
sure	everything	is	perfect.	


BRENDAN:	Like	me!	(Beat)	Don’t	be	long!	


BRENDAN	exits.	


LYDIA:	(Under	her	breath)	Twat.	


LYDIA	checks	BRENDAN	has	gone	before	going	to	the	reception	telephone	and	dialling.	
A	pause	while	the	phone	is	calling	out,	then	LYDIA	speaks	into	the	receiver.	


LYDIA:	Hello	Keith	.	.	.	I’m	not	disturbing	you,	am	I?	.	.	.	Just	about	to	have	your	tea?	
You’re	early	.	.	.	Oh	right,	you	want	to	be	sat	down	before	Heartbeat	starts	on	ITV3,	I	
see!	What	are	you	having?	.	.	.	Ooh,	you	can’t	beat	Findus	Crispy	Pancakes!	They’re	
always	good	stand	by.	Well,	I	won’t	keep	you	–	I	don’t	want	them	to	spoil.	I	just	
wanted	to	check	in	with	you	before	the	rush.	All	the	guests	will	be	arriving	in	the	next	
few	minutes	so	it’ll	be	all	hands-on	deck	.	.	.	we’re	short	staffed	.	.	.	some	horrible	
tummy	bug	so	I’m	using	hand	sanitiser	like	it’s	going	out	of	fashion!	It	dries	your	skin	
something	terrible	but	what	can	you	do?	I’ll	smear	a	thick	layer	of	Nivea	on	later	
tonight!	How’s	my	little	Jojo?	.	.	.	Is	he?	Bless	him.	Did	he	have	a	good	walk?	.	.	.	
(Annoyed)	Not	again!	Put	him	on	the	phone	for	me.	(Putting	on	a	childish	voice)	Hello	
Jojo,	it’s	Mummy	–	can	you	hear	me?	Did	that	wicked	Cocker	Spaniel	pick	on	you	
again?	He’s	such	a	bully,	isn’t	he?	I’ll	sort	him	out	when	I	get	home	on	Sunday.	Don’t	
you	worry.	You	be	a	good	boy	for	Uncle	Keith,	won’t	you?	Night,	night,	sleep	tight.	
(Raising	her	voice)	Keith,	are	you	there?	I’ll	leave	you	to	your	crispy	pancakes.	And	
thanks	again	for	looking	after	my	little	boy,	I	couldn’t	wish	for	a	better	neighbour	.	.	.	
Oh,	and	remember	to	blow	really	well	on	the	centre	if	you’re	sharing	your	pancakes	
with	him	–	you	know	it’s	like	molten	lava.	Bye	for	now!	
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LYDIA	hangs	up,	tweaks	her	lipstick,	checks	her	hair	and	exits	SL.	SANDRA	enters	SR.	
Her	outfit	is	glamorous	and	colourful	but	she	could	be	described	as	verging	on	
‘mutton	dressed	as	lamb’.	Her	hair	is	big	and	dyed.	Her	make-up	is	striking.	She	
totters	over	in	her	heels	to	ring	the	bell	on	reception.	Moments	later,	JULIE	enters.	
She	is	also	dressed	well	but	perhaps	a	little	more	conservatively.	Her	hair	is	cut	in	a	
modern	style	and	her	make-up	is	fresh	and	clean.	


JULIE:	Did	you	find	out	about	extra	towels?	


SANDRA:	Waiting	for	someone	to	answer	the	bell.	She’s	probably	out	the	back	
having	a	ciggie.


JULIE:	I	doubt	it.	I	understand	this	place	is	very	strict	with	its	staff.	They’ve	got	a	
reputation	to	maintain.


SANDRA:	(Taking	plastic	wrapping	out	of	her	handbag)	Talking	of	forbidden	fruits,	
do	you	fancy	a	Squashie?	


JULIE:	You’re	not	supposed	to	have	brought	stuff	like	that	with	you.	You’ll	get	us	
shot.	You	were	supposed	to	relinquish	all	contraband	goods	when	we	handed	in	
our	mobile	phones.	


SANDRA:	Nobody’ll	know.


JULIE:	They	will	if	you	start	handing	out	pick	and	mix	around	the	swimming	pool.	
(Beat)	How	did	you	smuggle	them	in?	


SANDRA:	In	the	false	bottom	of	my	suitcase.	I’ve	also	got	a	tube	of	Pringles	and	a	
packet	of	Party	Rings	if	you	fancy	a	midnight	snack!


JULIE:	I’ve	already	told	you	–	this	weekend,	my	body	is	a	temple!	I	want	to	lose	at	
least	four	pounds	while	I’m	here	so	I	can	impress	the	ladies	at	my	meeting	on	
Thursday.	


SANDRA:	As	long	as	you’re	doing	it	for	yourself.


JULIE:	What	do	you	mean?


SANDRA:	Well,	you	only	started	on	with	this	obsession	about	losing	.	.	.	


JULIE:	(Interrupting)	It	is	not	an	obsession.


SANDRA:	You	only	started	on	about	losing	weight	after	Karl	made	those	snide	
remarks	about	love	handles.	


JULIE:	I	did	not.
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SANDRA:	You	did.	You’d	joined	Kim’s	Slimmers	within	two	days	of	his	sarcy	
comments.	


JULIE:	I’d	been	planning	to	do	that	for	weeks	-	it	just	gave	me	the	little	push	that	I	
needed.


SANDRA:	It	was	a	massive	shove.	Your	Karl	wants	to	take	a	good	look	at	himself	
before	he	has	a	go	at	you.	Let	him	without	a	beer	belly	cast	the	first	cream	scone.	


JULIE:	I’m	sure	he	was	just	trying	to	motivate	me.	


SANDRA:	Bollocks.	He	was	just	being	his	usual	unthinking,	unfeeling	self.


JULIE:	Sandra,	I	hope	we’re	not	going	to	have	this	all	weekend.	He	is	my	husband.


SANDRA:	Then	he	wants	to	start	acting	like	one.


JULIE:	Not	this	again.	Stop	having	a	go.	He’s	provided	very	well	for	me	and	the	
kids	over	the	years.	


SANDRA:	There’s	more	to	a	marriage	than	bringing	home	a	hefty	wage-packet	
every	week.	


JULIE:	He’s	the	best	thing	that’s	ever	happened	to	me.	


SANDRA:	Why?	Haven’t	you	ever	been	to	Alton	Towers?	


JULIE	laughs.


SANDRA:	Oh,	ignore	me.	I’m	only	jealous.	Two	marriages	down	and	I	still	haven’t	
found	the	right	bloke.	


JULIE:	You’ve	got	another	date	next	Friday.	Who	knows,	he	could	be	the	one!


SANDRA:	I	wouldn’t	hold	your	breath	–	you’ll	probably	pass	out.


JULIE:	You	never	know.	


SANDRA:	Which	is	why	I	should	give	myself	a	good	talking	to	and	join	you	in	the	
abstinence	of	Party	Rings	this	weekend	–	shed	a	few	pounds.	


JULIE:	Is	this	one	the	farmer?


SANDRA:	I	think	so	.	.	.	I’ve	lost	track	to	be	honest.	


JULIE:	You	should	keep	a	spreadsheet.	


SANDRA:	I	hope	it’s	not	awkward	–	I	hate	awkward	dates.	Lots	of	uncomfortable	
silences.
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JULIE:	Why	will	there	be	lots	of	uncomfortable	silences?	You’re	never	short	of	
things	to	say.


SANDRA:	Yeah,	but	what	do	I	know	about	farming?


JULIE:	You	like	Emmerdale.	


SANDRA:	I	like	the	Six	Nations	Championship	but	it	doesn’t	make	me	an	expert	on	
rugby.


JULIE:	True.	You	only	watch	it	so	you	can	ogle	the	men’s	legs.


SANDRA:	You	know	I’m	a	sucker	for	a	good	pair	of	thighs.


JULIE:	Well,	you	should	be	okay	with	this	farmer	then.	He	should	have	very	well-
toned	thighs.	It’s	a	very	physical	job,	farming.	(Beat)	He	should	be	well-toned	all	
over.	How	old	is	he?


SANDRA:	It	said	early	forties	on	his	profile.	That	means	late	forties.	At	least.


JULIE:	Why	does	it?


SANDRA:	Because	he’s	being	vague.


JULIE:	Hardly	vague.


SANDRA:	Early	forties?	What	does	that	mean?	


JULIE:	It	means	early	forties.	Between	forty	and	forty-five.	If	he	was	being	vague,	
he	would	have	said	over	twenty-five.	


SANDRA:	Blokes	always	lie	on	these	dating	sites.	Every	man	I’ve	met	through	one	
of	those	Godforsaken	sites	has	twisted	the	truth.	Half	of	them	don’t	even	look	
like	they	do	in	their	pictures.


JULIE:	Are	we	talking	about	their	faces	here?


SANDRA:	Look,	all	men	are	liars.	It’s	just	some	tell	bigger	lies	than	others.	


JULIE:	It’s	the	same	on	Facebook.	Everyone	exaggerates	to	make	out	what	
wonderful	lives	they’ve	got.


SANDRA:	I	wouldn’t	know.	


JULIE:	I	can’t	believe	you’re	still	not	on	Facebook.


SANDRA:	I	can’t	be	doing	with	it.	


JULIE:	It’s	a	great	way	of	seeing	how	much	weight	people	who	bullied	you	at	
school	have	put	on.	
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SANDRA:	Besides	who	would	I	add?	You’re	my	only	friend.	


JULIE:	Ooh,	you’d	be	surprised	who	crawls	out	the	woodwork.


SANDRA:	That’s	what	worries	me.	(Beat)	Anyway,	no	Facebook	for	you	this	
weekend	-	you’ll	have	withdrawal	symptoms.	


JULIE:	It	won’t	bother	me.	


SANDRA:	Yeah,	right.	


JULIE:	This	weekend	is	all	about	me.	Forty-eight	hours	of	blissful,	unadulterated	‘me-
time’.	Hidden	away	from	the	world	on	a	little	island	in	the	middle	of	nowhere.	


SANDRA:	Living	like	the	other	half	lives	in	an	exclusive	retreat.	


JULIE:	No-one	can	contact	us	-	no-one	can	get	hold	of	us	.	.	.	


SANDRA:	Unless	they	hire	a	boat.	


JULIE:	I	wouldn’t	put	it	past	Jared	if	he	can’t	find	a	clean	t-shirt.	


SANDRA:	That’s	the	last	time	I	want	to	hear	any	mention	of	your	darling	children	
this	weekend.	Don’t	give	them	a	second	thought.	


JULIE:	I	won’t.	All	I	intend	to	do	this	weekend	is	sit	by	the	pool	and	work	my	way	
through	the	latest	Nurse	McDougal	Mystery.	


SANDRA:	It’s	a	pity	we	can’t	sit	there	sipping	on	a	pina	colada	at	the	same	time.	
Fancy	banning	booze	in	a	classy	place	like	this	–	you’d	have	thought	they’d	have	
champagne	on	tap.


JULIE:	Alcohol	is	very	calorific.	


SANDRA:	Yeah,	I	know,	but	it	would	make	the	rabbit	food	a	bit	more	palatable.	


JULIE:	This	place	isn’t	just	about	losing	weight	-	it’s	about	cleansing	the	whole	
body.	


SANDRA:	Good,	‘cos	I	could	do	with	some	de-cobwebbing	down	below.
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