
 

 

ACT ONE 
 
INT. FOYER OF ‘THE LAST RESORT’ HOTEL  
 
A faded burgundy carpet leads to a dark wooden check-in desk with a 
tarnished brass bell and a beige Bakelite telephone. The lower half of the walls 
are panelled with dark wood to match the desk, above the panels is bright, 
bold ‘traditional’ 1970s wallpaper with several tacky framed prints of paintings 
such as ‘Wings of Love’ as seen in Abigail’s Party. There are two doors, one 
leads upstairs and to the main entrance, one leads to the kitchen, bar, dining-
room, television room, etc. A large plastic pot plant on an occasional table in 
the corner and a 1970s style chair and a small sofa with a shag pile rug in front 
of it. The foyer is clash of country hotel meets 1970s modern.  
 
TOPIARY is standing behind the desk and wearing a knee length skirt and 
pussy-bow blouse. The telephone rings. TOPIARY answers it.  
 
TOPIARY: Good afternoon, the Last Resort, Topiary speaking, how can I be 
of assistance? . . . You’d like to book a double room, sir? Certainly. When are 
you looking at? (Flicking through the desk diary) Yes, we still have some 
availability that weekend . . . Hello, sir, are you still there? (Shaking the 
receiver) Ah, there you are! It went dead for a moment. Sorry. Now, I was 
just saying there is some availability that weekend. Are you superstitious, 
sir? . . . No? Lovely. I’ll put you in room thirteen then . . . Do all our rooms 
have ensuites? No, sir. Some do, some just encourage a strong bladder and a 
sense of adventure . . . Do we have anything with a sea view? Only if you 
squint very hard and consider the car park a metaphor, sir . . . No, sir, we’re 
nowhere near the sea. This is the Last Resort in Crumpetshire, a few miles 
from the village of Sticky End. Would you still like the room? . . . Very good, 
sir, and what name shall I book that under? . . . (Incredulously) Mr and Mrs 
Smith. Of course. Thank you, we look forward to welcoming you then. 

TOPIARY replaces the handset. ELOISE and SHANDIE enter, laden with 
overnight bags, dressed in trendy outfits. They take in the foyer. A beat. 

ELOISE: Well. This is… brown. 

SHANDIE: It’s like the inside of a walnut. 

ELOISE: That taxi driver nearly didn’t survive the journey. 



 

 

SHANDIE: You were the one encouraging him. 

ELOISE: I was being polite. There’s a difference. By the time we hit the cattle 
grid, he was asking what sort of men I liked. I was ready to clobber him with 
my handbag. 

SHANDIE: You should’ve told him you were married to a boxer. 

ELOISE: But I’m not married to a boxer. 

SHANDIE: Yes, but he didn’t know that.  

ELOISE: I told him I was a hairdresser. That usually scares them off. 

TOPIARY: Mine’s lethal with a pair of thinning scissors. If a bloke gets 
mouthy in her chair, he comes out with permanent parting.  

ELOISE: Oh, hi there! 

TOPIARY: Welcome to the Last Resort. 

SHANDIE: Is that meant to be reassuring? 

TOPIARY: Not especially. Trouble with the taxi driver.  

ELOISE: Nothing I couldn’t handle. He picked us up from the train station in 
town.  

SHANDIE: We’ve come for a christening. Friend of ours — baby boy. Andrea. 

ELOISE: I did her fringe for free once. That’s how close we are.  

TOPIARY: Names? 

ELOISE: Eloise Breese. And this is Shandie.  

SHANDIE: Shandie Figgins 

TOPIARY: (Checking the diary) Yes. One twin room for two nights. No 
ensuite. 

ELOISE: (Disappointed) Oh. Right. 

SHANDIE: Look, you don’t have an ensuite at home. 



 

 

ELOISE: I like a bit of luxury whilst I’m away. 

SHANDIE: If you put up with Mrs Tipdale every fourth Monday, you can cope 
without an ensuite. Not having access to a bidet for a weekend can’t be 
worse than three hours of her talking about haemorrhoids without taking a 
breath.  

ELOISE: Maybe if Mrs Tipdale had a bidet, she wouldn’t have piles.  

SHANDIE: (To TOPIARY) We’ll survive.  

TOPIARY: That’s the spirit. Breakfast is at eight.  

SHANDIE: Perfect.   

TOPIARY hands over the key. 

TOPIARY: Room seven. Upstairs and to the left. Mind the stair carpet — it 
has ideas of its own. 

SHANDIE: Lovely. Thank you. 

ELOISE: See you later, crocodile.  

ELOISE and SHANDIE exit to upstairs as GODFREY enters through the other 
door. He is wearing a suit and a tie in the hotel colours 

GODFREY: I’ve just found a pair of knickers on the stairs. 
 
TOPIARY: Don’t look at me – mine are still on. 
 
GODFREY: They’ve obviously fallen out of someone’s suitcase. 
 
TOPIARY: I’ll pop them in lost property, Mr Bloomflannel.  
 
GODFREY dangles the knickers over the desk and drops them into the 
cardboard box TOPIARY has produced from under the desk.  
 
GODFREY: (Glancing into the box) What’s that thing rolling around in the 
bottom of the box? 
 



 

 

TOPIARY: A glass eye. Mr Scoones left it behind in room six when he left, 
along with a set of false teeth, a prosthetic arm and a toupee.  
 
GODFREY: I’ve a good mind to send him a bill, he’s only checked half of 
himself out.  
 
TOPIARY: (Lowering her voice) Mr Bloomflannel, might I have a moment of 
your precious time? 
 
GODFREY: Not now, Miss Cutbush. I’ve just called a little impromptu staff 
meeting in the kitchen. 
 
Enter BERNIE in their chef whites 
 
BERNIE: So, it is true, thought Wendy had got it ‘round her neck as usual.  
 
GODFREY: No, I asked her to gather everyone so I could have a quick word.  
 
BERNIE: With the greatest respect, Mr Bloomflannel, you quick words are 
never very quick.  
 
GODFREY: Bernie, you of all people should know, that the most satisfying of 
stews are those which are slow-cooked.  
 
BERNIE: Never mind the metaphors, just get on with it. This is not the most 
convenient time to call a staff meeting for a chef who’s got one hundred 
and forty-five vol-au-vents to fill before seven thirty this evening.  
 
GODFREY: It’s imperative I speak with everyone before dinner this evening.  
 
BERNIE: What could possibly be more important than my creamy mushroom 
sauce? Which, I dare say, is congealing as we speak. Don’t tell me we’ve got 
rats in the linen cupboard again.  
 
GODFREY: No! Ssshhh! (Lowering his voice) We’ve never had rats in the linen 
cupboard. 
 
TOPIARY: They were just athletic mice.  
 
GODFREY: It’s nothing to do with rats, mice or any other vermin. 



 

 

 
BERNIE: Are we getting a raise? 
 
GODFREY: You all got a generous bonus last month.  
 
BERNIE: Generous bonus? A voucher for a free teacake in a National Trust 
property of our choice.  
 
TOPIARY: And mine expired in ninety-seventy-three. 
 
BERNIE: Two years out of date, what sort of a bonus is that? 
 
GODFREY: Bernie, shall we go through to the kitchen? The staff will be 
waiting for me.  
 
BERNIE: Listen, Mr Bloomflannel, I’ve got a chicken à la king on a low light 
and I need a swift ciggie before it spoils so you can give me an exclusive 
before you brief the rest of the staff.  
 
GODFREY: Well, Bernie, I was going to let everyone know about our special 
guest.  
 
BERNIE: Special guest? 
 
GODFREY: Yes, I’m sure you’ll all be as excited as I am to learn that we have 
the esteemed Phyllis Brisket staying with us this weekend. 
 
BERNIE: Who’s that when she’s at home? 
 
TOPIARY: Phyllis Brisket? She’s only one of the most prolific crime fiction 
writers of our generation. She’s the celebrated author of the ‘Penfold 
Pottington Murder Mysteries’.  
 
BERNIE: Never heard of her.  
 
GODFREY: Well, that’s beside the point. It is a great honour to welcome Miss 
Brisket to our establishment, and we need to treat her with the due care 
and attention someone of her reputation affords. If we make a good 
impression, she may recommend us to all her celebrity friends. Who knows 



 

 

what stars of stage and screen we’ll have checking in this time next month – 
Mike Yarwood, Katie Boyle, Leo Sayer . . .  
 
TOPIARY: Burt Reynolds? If he came to stay here, that would be enough 
bonus for me. 
 
GODFREY: Well, there’s your incentive. If we get a good review, it’s not 
outside the realms of possibility.  
 
BERNIE: Right, are we done?  
 
GODFREY: One more thing. 
 
BERNIE: Are you kidding me?  
 
GODFREY: I thought I’d better let you know that Miss Brisket is a vegetarian.  
 
BERNIE: (Solemnly) Oh dear, poor woman.  
 
GODFREY: So, you’ll need to tweak the menu to accommodate her. 
 
BERNIE: Very well. She can have Wellington without the beef or à l’orange 
without the duck. 
 
GODFREY: You’ll have to rustle something up especially for her. Do you have 
any lentils? Or tofu? 
 
BERNIE: What the hell is tofu? 
 
GODFREY: It’s bean curd.  
 
BERNIE: I don’t care what it’s been, I haven’t got any. 
 
GODFREY: Just come up with something.  
 
BERNIE: I’m sure there’s some left-over grout in the maintenance cupboard. 
I’ll use that, she’ll never know the difference.  
 
As BERNIE exits, TOPIARY approaches GODFREY  
 



 

 

TOPIARY: Mr Bloomflannel, may I speak with you now? 
 
GODFREY: Miss Cutbush, the staff are waiting. I’ll pop back after I’ve spoken 
to them. 
 
TOPIARY: But, Mr Bloomflannel . . .  
 
GODFREY: I’ll be five minutes.  
 
Exit GODFREY. RAY and NIGEL enter, dragging bags. Ray looks frazzled; Nigel is 
pale and trying to smile. 

RAY: Well… congratulations, Nigel. We made it. Barely, but we made it.  

NIGEL: (Shrugging) I . . . tried my best. 

RAY: Tried your best? Half the journey I thought we were going to end up in 
a ditch, and the other half I spent shouting out the window to apologise to 
pedestrians. I’ve got a crick in my neck.  

NIGEL: At least we didn’t hit anything. 

RAY: That was more luck than judgement. How you missed that women’s 
Pekinese, I’ll never know. When you went up the curb, she yanked the poor 
dog’s lead so hard, it may never woof again. 

NIGEL: (Quietly) I think I’m getting a bit better… 

RAY: If you say so, son. Never mind the fact that my blood pressure was 
through the sunroof, and the Vauxhall Cavalier needs therapy, if you think 
you’re getting better, let’s go with that.  

NIGEL: You did say it was good to get some practice before my next test. 

RAY: Yes, Nigel, I can’t deny it, I did say that and now I’m an old man with a 
sore neck and two hundred grey hairs I didn’t have this morning! 

NIGEL: I’ll pass eventually, Dad. 

RAY: Fingers crossed, son. Sixth time lucky.  

RAY and NIGEL approach the desk, TOPIARY looks up. 



 

 

RAY: Alright, darling, any chance you could squeeze me in?  

RAY laughs, TOPIARY glares.  

RAY: We have booked.  

TOPIARY: Names? 

RAY: Ray Merridick. This is my son, Nigel. 

TOPIARY: (Checking her diary) Twin room, two nights, no ensuite. 

RAY: (Grinning, trying charm) Well, we can make do. Perhaps a little 
atmosphere… a candle, maybe a soft light? 

TOPIARY: (Room key in hand, deadpan) Room five. Up the stairs, left. No 
candles. No mood. No nonsense. 

RAY: (A bit cheeky) Ah… a smile then, perhaps? 

TOPIARY: I smiled once. It didn’t improve anything. 

NIGEL: (Taking the key) Lovely, thank you.  

RAY: A smile never hurt anyone… well, not me anyway. 

TOPIARY: Room five.  

RAY and NIGEL exit as GODFREY re-enters.  

TOPIARY: Mr Bloomflannel, that little chat if you wouldn’t mind.  

GODFREY: Can’t it wait, Miss Cutbush? 
 
TOPIARY: I’m afraid it can’t, Mr Bloomflannel. 
 
GODFREY: Oh, very well. (Glancing at his watch) How can I be of service? 
 
TOPIARY: I was just wondering if it would be at all possible to give me a little 
advance in my wages. 
 
GODFREY: This really is most irregular. 
 



 

 

TOPIARY: Of course, and I normally wouldn’t dream of asking but I find 
myself in exceptional circumstances.  
 
GODFREY: How much were you thinking exactly? 
 
TOPIARY: Oh, not very much at all – about three hundred pounds. 
 
GODFREY: (Shocked) I beg your pardon! 
 
TOPIARY: Or four hundred, if you could stretch to it. 
 
GODFREY: Four hundred pounds? Are you out of your tiny, coiffured mind? 
That’s more than three months wages. I’m afraid that’s out of the question, 
Miss Cutbush. 
 
TOPIARY: Oh, Mr Bloomflannel, please reconsider. I can tell by looking at 
you, you have a big heart. 
 
GODFREY: I do. My doctor uses the word enlarged.  
 
TOPIARY: And I’ve been a devoted employee for many years. 
 
GODFREY: Why do you need so much money? 
 
TOPIARY: It’s a rather delicate matter, Mr Bloomflannel. Can I rely on you to 
be discreet?  
 
GODFREY: Discretion is my middle name. 
 
TOPIARY: Really? I thought it was Frederick.  
 
GODFREY: No, I mean, whatever you tell me will be treated with the strictest 
of confidence. The Queen’s corgis could confide in me. 
 
TOPIARY: Only I have a gentleman friend, an acquaintance really, who has 
been wrongly accused of a minor crime, or two, and he’s looking to make 
bail. I’ve offered to pay, out of the goodness of my heart, because he needs 
to get home to look after his sick mother.  
 
GODFREY: (Sceptically) Four hundred pounds bail for a minor offence? 



 

 

 
TOPIARY: (Thrusting herself against him) Oh, Mr Bloomflannel, is there 
nothing I can do to persuade you?  
 
GODFREY: Miss Cutbush, you’re pressing against my keys. 
 
TOPIARY: (Flirtatiously) Surely we could come to some arrangement? 
 
GODFREY: I’m not quite certain what you’re suggesting, but my answer 
remains the same. There will be no advance on this occasion.  
 
Enter MISS BRISKET and EVERARD, dressed for dinner 
 
TOPIARY: Bastard! 
 
EVERARD: Correct. And undefeated. 
 
TOPIARY storms off back behind her desk.  
 
MISS BRISKET: Are we interrupting something? 
 
GODFREY: Ah! Miss Brisket! (Panicking) No. Sorry . . . erm . . . my receptionist 
was just . . .  informing me of a stool . . . in the bar. There’s a barstool . . . in 
the bar. 
 
EVERARD: How novel! 
 
GODFREY: It’s in need of repair. The seat’s fallen off the pole. 
 
EVERARD: Glad I wasn’t in a desperate rush for a martini earlier. That could 
have been nasty. Or nice.  
 
GODFREY: Anyway, where was I? Ah, yes, welcome. Welcome to the Last 
Resort. 
 
MISS BRISKET: Thank you, darling, but you already have. 
 
GODFREY: Have what? 
 
MISS BRISKET: Welcomed us to the hotel. 



 

 

 
EVERARD: About an hour ago, when we arrived. 
 
MISS BRISKET: Not that we don’t appreciate your thoroughness.  
 
GODFREY: Of course! Of course. How silly of me. 
 
MISS BRISKET: We’ve been settling into our rooms. 
 
GODFREY: And I trust everything is to your satisfaction. I took the liberty of 
putting you in our deluxe suite, Miss Brisket.  
 
MISS BRISKET: It’s very . . . quaint. It has real rustic charm.  
 
TOPIARY: (Calling over, sourly) You mean it smells of mildew and the 
furniture has woodworm. 
 
GODFREY: (Sharply) Yes, thank you, Miss Cutbush. (To MISS BRISKET) You 
must forgive our receptionist, she has a rather dry sense of humour. (Beat) 
Did you find the minibar? 
 
MISS BRISKET: If you’re referring to the fridge with commitment issues 
nestled in the wardrobe, then yes, I did.  
 
GODFREY: (To EVERARD) And you’re in the room just down the hall from her, 
Mr Fanthorpe? 
 
EVERARD: That’s right. Room twenty-two. Two little ducks.  
 
GODFREY: Ah, yes. Another of our superior rooms. Just a slightly smaller 
bathroom in that one.  
 
EVERARD: Nonsense! There’s plenty of space – I can do a full turn if I exhale 
first.  
 
GODFREY: (Feigning amusement) Yes, it is perhaps on the cosy side. 
 
TOPIARY: Cosy isn’t the word. Cramped, possibly. Hostage situation, maybe. 
 
GODFREY: (Firmly) Miss Cutbush, I’m sure you must have some filing to do. 



 

 

 
TOPIARY: Yes, Mr Bloomflannel.  
 
TOPIARY takes out an emery board and begins filing her fingernails 
 
GODFREY: I’ll escort you through to the dining room shortly but first I’d be 
most honoured if you’d join me in a little apéritif. On the house of course.  
 
MISS BRISKET: Thank you, darling, that would be delightful. A Dubonnet and 
gin for me, please. 
 
EVERARD: And I’ll have a Campari and soda if it’s not too much trouble. 
 
GODFREY: Coming right up. 
 
Exit GODFREY. MISS BRISKET and EVERARD move to the sofa to sit down.  
 
EVERARD: (Lowering his voice) What is this hellhole, duckie? Where in God’s 
name have you brought us? 
 
MISS BRISKET: It was the best Maxine could get at short notice. We are in 
the arse end of beyond, darling.  
 
EVERARD: Well, from now on you should only do literary conventions in 
larger towns and cities.  
 
MISS BRISKET: I agree. Places with decent cocktail bars and a local 
population that don’t have webbed feet. 
 
EVERARD: (Looking around) I mean look at this foyer. It’s got all the appeal 
of a matinee performance with no audience and a hungover leading lady.  
 
MISS BRISKET: I know! Those curtains are clashing with my soul. And they’re 
winning.  
 


