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SCENE ONE





A large tent in the middle of a field. More like a minihouse than a tent. All brown canvas with plastic windows on the front and a pitched roof. The tent is on a diagonal with the entrance to one side. Three wooden steps lead to the closed tent flaps. A large tree behind, the branches reaching out over the roof. A dry stone wall behind. There are two other identical tents in the field to the left and right that we can’t see. The right-hand side leads to a gate and farmhouse.


It’s early evening and the sun is going down behind the tent. There’s a lovely red glow and it looks very appealing.


Justine appears from the right carrying her sleeping daughter, Mia, five, who’s gripping a battered-looking pink teddy, even though she’s fast asleep.




Justine (to Alan behind her) Leave the bags. And you don’t need to lock it, there’s no one else about. (She comes to the tent.) It must be this one. (She looks out at the view, taking it all in. Lifting Mia up slightly to hold her more comfortably.) Look at that view. (Half to herself.) It’s beautiful.


Justine takes it in for a moment. A moment of peace. Alan appears carrying a sleeping son, Thomas, six.


Alan The middle one, she said the middle one.


Justine Shush. It must be this tent. There’s someone in that one.


Alan looks out as he joins her.


Alan Wow, look at that. We’re on top of the lake.


Justine tries to pull at various flaps on the front – she can’t work out how to get inside.


Justine How the hell do you …?


Alan pulls back a small flap and sees the entrance tied up.


Alan It’s all knotted together like an old scout tent.


He moves to open it, but it’s awkward while he’s carrying Thomas.


It’s a bit tricky with … I could put him back in the car.


Justine Gimme.


Justine holds out her free arm and Alan passes her Thomas. She holds both children, one in each arm. It’s some weight.


Oh my God.


Alan Now, is it tied at the top or bottom?


Justine Can we just get in before my spine collapses? They weigh a ton.


Alan I see …


He starts untying the loops from the bottom. Mia moans and moves about, like she’s waking up.


Justine Shush now.


Alan We could let them wake up.


Justine It’s well past their bedtime.


Alan I’m sure they’d love to see it here.


Justine They can see it in the morning. Just …


Alan Getting there.


Justine I can feel each vertebra snapping.


Alan I told you we should have set off earlier. When we went on holiday as kids we’d get up really early, half asleep, almost the middle of the night. We’d get there and still have a whole day to play.


Justine You and your perfect holidays. I can’t hold them much longer.


Mia moves again and drops the teddy, Sheila, into a muddy puddle.


Right in a puddle. Oh great.


Alan takes the teddy out of the mud.


She’s half covered in sick anyway. I’ve never seen a child produce so much vomit. Those bendy roads. It was like we were re-enacting The Exorcist.


Justine holds out a hand. Alan passes the teddy.


He gets back to opening the tent.


Adult laughter comes from Alistair and Amanda in the tent on the left.


(Looking across.) Did you hear that? I forgot you can hear everything when you’re camping.


Alan That’s one of the joys.


Alan stops untying and looks over.


Justine How is that a joy? Don’t stop what you’re doing.


Alan undoes the knots halfway so they can get in. He pulls it back to let Justine inside.


At last.


Justine hands him Thomas and goes inside with Mia and Sheila.


We now see the inside of the tent – either through the walls disappearing, a revolve, or some other trick. It’s a square room with a floor of old wooden floorboards. There’s a wood-burner with a small stove on top in the middle. A sink and work surface next to it. An old Welsh dresser with crockery and pans behind. Retro tins filled with cutlery and utensils. An old wooden table with a variety of second-hand chairs around it. A welcome basket on the table. A large wooden box on the floor which acts as a coolbox. An oil lamp and candle-holders hanging up. Behind the dresser is a passage which leads through to the beds. A curtain separating the two parts of the tent. It all looks very home-made and inviting.


Justine stands in the middle of the room holding Mia and taking it all in for a moment. Alan joins her with Thomas.


Alan Now look at this. This is our new home.


Justine drifts off for a moment. She heads off.


Justine The beds must be …


She chucks Sheila in the sink as she passes and heads off through the passage.


Alan I love it. I think we’re going to be really happy here. (He looks round.) Look at it.


Justine comes back out.


Justine I’ve put her in the top bunk. She’d kick off if she woke up in the bottom one. It’s cosy in there. There’s bunk beds on one side and a big double bed on the other.


Alan heads through.


Alan (off) I told you you’d like it once we got here.


Justine takes her coat off and throws it across a chair. She has a look round. She’s impressed. At the wood-burner, looking inside the furnace. She finds the welcome pack in a wicker basket. She looks inside, taking out some candlesticks, tea lights, firelighters and a board game. There’s a handwritten note: she tries to read but it’s hard to decipher.


She sits down on one of the chairs to read the note but the back falls off. She manages to save herself before landing on the floor.


Alan comes back out.


Alan It’s great. It’s like … it’s like camping but not, but with beds and stuff.


Justine They should put that on the advert. This chair’s just died. Nearly arse over tit.


Alan It’s all part of the look, isn’t it? That shabby-chic thing.


Justine You just break your neck in the process. There’s a welcome pack.


Alan That’s nice of them.


He takes his coat off and throws it across the table.


Justine There’s this handwritten note which I can’t make head nor tail of. (Reading from the paper.) ‘Hey … Canapés?’


She shows it to Alan.


Alan ‘Campers’.


Justine ‘Sorry I’m not there to greet you … I hope everything’s …’


Alan ‘Fine’.


Justine ‘I’ll be by later to cook … check in on you.’ Was she blindfolded when she wrote this? ‘There’s a something of something and a welcome box and a basket of wool … wood … Any problems call me on o-seven …’ Is that a three, six or an eight? Well, we won’t be calling her. ‘Blob …’ What’s her name? 


Alan Bronwyn and Julian.


Justine (turning the paper over) There’s a drawing here of … I don’t know what.


Alan It’s this tent. That’s the sink there? And table? What does that say? ‘Mouse’?


Justine There’s a mouse?


Alan And look, she’s drawn a picture of it too.


Justine (looking round the floor) A mouse? Oh, there isn’t, is there? I’d jump on a chair but it’d fall apart.


Alan I think she’s saying it lives behind here (the coolbox).


Justine Oh no. Can you see it?


Alan It’ll be a cute little field mouse. The kids’ll love it. I’d prefer a mouse to a rat.


Justine I don’t want either of them. Oh my God, there it is.


She runs behind the work surface. Alan looks.


Alan Oh yeah. (He bends down to pick it up.)


Justine Just get rid of it. Don’t pick it up.


Alan picks it up and moves towards Justine.


Have you got it? Have you got it? No, go away.


He opens his hands.


Alan Look.


Justine No, no … Oh, it’s a sock. (She looks at it.) It’s not one of ours.


Alan jumps the rolled-up sock along his arm making squeaking noises.


Alan Squeak, squeak.


Justine Is it a bit cold? I’m cold. Are you cold?


Alan Aren’t you glad we’ve come?


Justine I don’t know yet.


Bridget (from the other tent on the right) Oh Rory. Now what have I told you?


Justine Listen. I wonder what the others are like?


Alan They’ll be just like us … Families with kids needing a holiday. I’ll get the bags. We can bed down for the night, it’s getting dark. Light the fire. Snuggle up.


Justine Okay, okay. I can do this. I’ve put some goodies in the cooler bag. A bottle of nice wine and some nibbles. I’ll make it cosy.


Alan That’s the spirit. (He gives her a kiss.) This is going to be great.


Justine Yeah. This is just what we need.


Alan heads out of the front flap and round to the right to the car.


Justine has more of a look round. Wary of the coolbox and any mice that may be hiding nearby. She takes the basket of logs and sits down in front of the burner to light the fire. She crumples up some paper and places some small logs on top but is confused about the air vent. She doesn’t get very far.


Bridget and Rory appear from the right with washbags and towels over their arms. They are dressed appropriately for the outdoors.


Rory We can speak to them tomorrow.


Bridget It’ll only take a minute. (She knocks on the canvas flap.) I tried to knock but it made no sound. Silly me.


Justine is slightly startled. Bridget pokes her head through the flap.


Bridget Hello?


Justine Oh, hello.


Bridget We just wanted to welcome you. Didn’t we?


Rory Yes, yes, we did.


Justine That’s nice. Ah, thanks.


Bridget Welcome.


Rory (from behind her, quieter) Welcome.


An awkward pause, as Bridget has just her head through the flap.


Justine Why don’t you come …?


Bridget is in the tent before Justine has finished the sentence.


Bridget Are you sure?


Justine Doesn’t feel right talking to a disembodied head.


Bridget I’ve got a full body attached, arms, legs, everything.


Justine Yes, I see.


Rory tries to sneak off. Bridget shakes hands.


Bridget I’m Bridget and this is … Rory. Rory? Come in.


Rory reluctantly enters.


Rory Hello.


Justine Hiya. I’m Justine.


Bridget We just wanted to welcome you. There’s only us three tents. I thought there’d be more. But we’re all in this together! And it’s good to get to know each other, isn’t it? It’s so lovely. We love it. Do you love it?


Justine tidies away hers and Alan’s coat.


Justine Yeah, it’s great.


Rory Well, we’re just next door. We’ll let you settle in.


He moves to leave.


Bridget Is it just you then and the children? I take it you’re here with children? I suppose you could come here without but why would you …


Justine Yes, I’m here with the kids and my husband.


Bridget Oh, for a minute I thought it was just you. A single parent. Which would have been great. And then I thought maybe you’ve come by yourself. Just you and the children. He’s working hard back home, couldn’t come or you’ve had a row and just thought. ‘That’s it, sod you, I’m taking them away on my own.’ I had lots of thoughts in that moment.


Justine Right. He’s getting the bags from the car.


Bridget Are your little ones asleep?


She pokes her head through the curtain to the kids.


Rory (quiet) I’m so sorry. She means well.


Justine It’s fine.


Bridget (coming back out) Oh, look at them. They love the bunks, don’t they? We’ve got two, so have Amanda and Alistair. On the other end. They’ll love it tomorrow when they can all play together. Ours love games and play.


Rory It’s all for the kids, isn’t it? Family all together.


Justine I hope we get a break too. I’d offer you a drink but …


Rory We were just going to have a wash, passing by, we should probably leave you.


Justine Have you seen any mice? Apparently we’ve got one in here.


Bridget Ah, a little baby field mouse. Harmless enough. Do you want us to show you where everything is? How it all works?


Justine Don’t worry.


Bridget The wood-burner’s a bugger.


Rory A bugger.


Bridget We’ve mastered it. We can either show you or you’ll be faffing about for hours. The choice is yours.


Rory I’ll get the kindling ready.


Rory gets together small twigs and pieces of wood from the basket and scrunches up newspaper. Bridget crouches down at the burner.


Bridget Now concentrate. This is the ash pan. (She pulls out a pan from the stove.) We weren’t sure what this was and put the firelighters in here at first. Silly billies. You need to empty this of ash every now and again. This second handle is to shake the grate to let the ash out and let more air in. (She opens the burner door and lets out a gasp.) Now who’s had a go here? Done it all wrong. Was it you?


Justine It was already like that when I opened it.


Bridget Really?


Justine Alan, my husband, must have been him.


Bridget Well, he’s on detention when he gets back. He’s made the first fatal mistake. Putting the wood in flat. It’s all about the …


Bridget and Rory both make a triangle shape with their two hands and looks to Justine.


Justine Triangle?


Bridget shakes her head.


Roof of house?


Rory makes a sand-dancer shape behind Bridget’s back.


Bridget Don’t help her. You can get it. Justine Tent?


Rory (in a cough) Egypt.


Justine Pyramid?


Bridget That’s cheating. We’re going to have to deduct a point for cheating.


Justine Anyhow …


Bridget Ah yes. It’s all about the … (She makes the shape.)


Justine Pyramid.


Bridget So air can circulate and fan the flames. If you put them flat on top of each other, like this, it all goes out. The same with the logs once we get this kindling going. Always …


All three of them make the shape.


Pyramids. You taking this all in?


Justine Yes, Miss.


Bridget So we build a small pyramid of paper and kindling. (To Rory.) Nurse?


Rory passes the paper and kindling. Bridget places the twigs and paper inside the burner.


Bridget Firelighters.


Rory Of course, Doctor. 


He passes the firelighters.


Bridget We sprinkle these about. Get them right inside. Perfect. Matches, Nurse.


Rory strikes a large cook’s match and passes it to Bridget.


Rory Yes, Doctor.


Bridget Thank you, Nurse.


Bridget lights firelighters and the paper. The kindling starts to light.


But now’s the crucial time. Ready with extra twigs and smallish branches to get it going …


Justine You know, that’s great …


Rory How about I show you how the oil lamp works?


Justine Oh no …


Rory I insist. You’ve got heat. You need light. It’s a bit of a conundrum.


Rory starts working on the oil lamp.


Bridget It’s going good now. A few smallish branches on.


Justine doesn’t know what to do with herself.


Alan comes back carrying many big bags.


The wood-burning stove can be smelt.


Alan Here we are. (He sees the busy scene.) Oh, hello.


Rory lights the lamp.


Rory And then there was light.


Alan (to Justine) You getting to know everyone?


Justine Looks like it.


Alan I’m Alan.


He shakes hands with Rory.


Rory Rory and Bridget. We’re just next door on the right.


Bridget Alistair and Amanda on your left. You piggy in the middle.


Alan Yeah.


Bridget Isn’t it great? We love it. Do you love it?


Alan We’ve only just got here but, oh, yeah. It’s great how they’ve done it all out.


Bridget (about fire) We’ll leave that for a minute … What else?


Justine It’s fine, please.


Rory (to Alan) First time camping? If you can call this camping.


Alan We’ve been the last couple of years with the kids. To this campsite I used to go to with my family when I was little. Over in Anglesey. The kids love camping. Justine hates it.


Justine No, I don’t. You just never get a proper night’s sleep. You need a holiday to recover from the holiday.


Alan So this is a compromise. Proper beds. And the farm and everything.


Rory We used to go every year, even when the children were tiny … but this is the first time in a while.


Bridget Yeah.


Rory But we’re having a great time so far, aren’t we?


Bridget We’re getting on much better here than we have in years. At home. But it’s only been a day so far.


Rory Reminds me that we can have a good time together. Our little family.


Bridget (not getting drawn in) This is looking good now.


Rory Camping tests anyone’s resolve. But I love it. Always gone camping, ever since I was a kid. Every summer we’d go away for a whole month and no poncey campsites for my dad. You had to be at one with nature. Up some mountain, in the middle of nowhere, really feeling the elements. God, what he’d make of it here. He wouldn’t approve. Beds, wood-burners, hot food. He’d be furious, if he wasn’t dead. Other friends were going to exotic places where you had warmth and sunshine like Disney World or Spain. But we were much happier. Listening to the rain on the canvas. Trying not to touch the sides in case the water came through. Eating food out of a billycan like you were in World War One. And if we complained he’d beat us within an inch of our lives. Happy times.


Alan Okay, yeah. So …


Rory It’s character-building. The children say they hate it, just like I hated it but they’ll appreciate it when they’re older. Like I think I do now. In fact we met on a campsite. I can remember the first words we said like they were yesterday. Bridge was coming out of the toilet block …


Bridget ‘There’s no paper left in this one.’


Rory ‘It’s okay, I only want a number one.’


Alan Right.


Justine Romantic.


Rory And we’re on holiday and we’re doing our bit for the environment too.


Bridget We’re saving the planet while we’re here.


Rory No long flights, it’s all organic.


Bridget The other day I bought some non-organic milk and I just felt awful afterwards.


Rory You’ve got to think of the world we’re leaving to our children.


Bridget We always say, think of the little dormouse. When you’re going to buy something non-organic think of that dormouse and that you might be about to kill him stone dead.


Rory But we should let you settle in.


Bridget And you know, tough times, tough times. So …


Justine Tell us about it.


Bridget We’re all finding it hard, had to cut back. We’re lucky to get these tents. Everyone wants to go camping now.


Alan Well, we’re here now. Let’s make the most of it.


Bridget What are your plans for tomorrow? We could all do something together. I’m sure Alistair and Amanda would love it.


Alan We haven’t got that far.


Bridget Maybe we could do a sports day? An educational one where we test the children on parts of the body and the local area.


Rory We’ll let you settle in.


Bridget Let’s speak in the morning and make plans. We’re up six, seven. Just give us a knock.


Alan Maybe not at six.


Bridget See you in the morning. Bright and early. (Looking into burner.) Time for another … Remember the …


Bridget and Rory make the shape. Justine does it back. Alan is confused.


Rory If you need anything just give us a shout.


Bridget Night, campers.


Rory Night.


Alan Bye.


Justine See you. And thanks again.


Bridget and Rory leave and head off to the right to the wash room.


I’ll get the kids, you get the bags.


Alan They’re not that bad. They’re fun.


Justine You forgot the cooler bag.


Alan This is everything.


Justine No, there’s the green cooler bag with all the …


Alan Have we already brought it in?


Justine No. Did you pick it up off the kitchen floor?


Alan Was I supposed to?


Justine Yes, I was taking the kids to the loo for the umpteenth time before we set off and I sent you back in to make sure we’d got all the bags.


Alan And I was meant to know there were bags in the kitchen as well as the bags in the hall?


Justine Well, it’s implicit, isn’t it? It means any bags that are in the house.


Alan So I should have checked every room to see if there were any bags hidden about? Like a weird secret treasure hunt that only you know about. Looking behind the sofa and under the sink.


Justine That’s what I would have done.


Alan So we’ve got no cooler bag?


Justine No. So no wine, beer, cheese, bread. Those dark chocolates you like with the little …


Alan You’re adding things that weren’t even in it now. Have we got any food or drink?


Justine Not even milk for a cup of tea. But seriously, I spent …


Alan I’m sorry. We’ve got the bits left over from the journey.


Justine That’ll be half a sandwich and a yogurt drink.


Alan And the bag of jelly sweets you confiscated.


Justine Give us them.


Alan takes the jelly sweets out of his pocket. Justine takes a couple out of the bag.


A cola bottle and a wibbly snake will have to suffice. So what do we do now? Go to bed? It’s only five past nine.


Bronwyn appears at the canvas door. She whispers through the flap. She’s got a slight Welsh accent. She’s quite stressed but determined to keep it together.


Bronwyn Hello? Noswaith dda.


Justine Who now?


Bronwyn (whispering) Sorry to disturb you. Croeso, croeso. It’s just Bronwyn, I run the place. Wanted to say hello. Is now not a good time?


Alan Come on in.


Bronwyn Hi, sorry I wasn’t here earlier. Bronwyn.


Alan We’ve only just arrived.


Bronwyn Now don’t tell me. I take great pride in remembering the name of everyone who’s booked. Adam and Janet.


Alan Alan and Justine, near enough.


Bronwyn I should stop doing that. I always get it wrong. (She continues to whisper.) Me or my husband would normally be here to greet you but he’s away for a couple of days. All a bit chaotic. Did you get the welcome pack?


Justine Yeah, yeah. You don’t need to … They’ll sleep through anything.


Alan We love what you’ve done here.


Justine Little home from home.


Bronwyn You’re on top of the fire and lamp. And the bedding’s all in order? Sheets, towels?


Alan It’s all fine.


Justine We were slightly concerned about the mouse.


Bronwyn Sorry?


Alan Does it live behind here (the coolbox)? Or all through the tent?


Justine takes out the note and hands it to Bronwyn.


Justine Is it big? I know it’s camping but I’m not really up for sharing the tent with wildlife.


Bronwyn This is meant to say ‘house’. It’s a little map of where everything is.


Alan Oh.


Bronwyn It is awful. No wonder I failed art. But that’s the farmhouse, your tent …


Alan And the drawing of the mouse?


Bronwyn That’s Elsie the pig. I’m so sorry. We’re meant to get some proper maps printed but …


Alan We like it that it’s all home-made and farmy.


Bronwyn You’ve got my number if you need anything.


Justine You might want to write that down again.


Bronwyn Oh, okay. (She roots through her pockets for a pen.) There’s the little shop up at the farmhouse. It’s a bit low on food, I’ll do a shop in the morning. Just write down anything you buy and we tot it up at the end. The showers and compost loo are up there.


Alan Great.


Bronwyn There’s fresh eggs each day. If you just go into the coop and help yourselves. I’ll give the kids a tour of the farm tomorrow. Is that good for you? (She’s found a pen. She tries it.) That doesn’t work. (She roots for another one.)


Justine They’d love that.


Alan So you grew up here?


Bronwyn This was our family farm. Been passed down through the generations. Used to be a full working farm, that faded out and we’re getting it back to where it was. Just the chickens and pig but we’re getting more. I should be up at the farmhouse but if not I’ll be down in the town. I’m not far if you call. Kids just love it on the field here and playing in the stream. There’s some great walks. What else?


Justine This chair’s a bit …


Bronwyn I’ll get you a new one.


Justine goes into one of their bags and finds a pen.


Ta. (She writes her phone number down.) And were you the couple that wanted to cancel?


Justine Oh yeah …


Bronwyn I’m sorry I couldn’t give you a refund. The payments all go through the Hedge Farms website which brings all the farms together. If it was up to me …


Justine It’s fine.


Alan Just …


Justine Something out of our control.


Alan But we sorted it and we’re glad we’re here now.


Bronwyn That’s good.


Alistair and Amanda appear from the left outside the tent. Amanda with a note in her hand.


Alistair She is in there. I can hear her.


Amanda Quick before she disappears again.


Amanda enters.


Sorry to disturb you. You can’t see me. I’m not here. We just wanted to give this to Bronwyn.


Bronwyn Oh right. Is everything okay?


Amanda Yes, yes. Just a couple of little queries.


Alan You can come in.


Amanda No, we don’t want to invade.


Alistair (from outside tent) We’ll acquaint ourselves tomorrow.


Alan It’s fine.


Amanda You sure?


Alan Of course.


Amanda holds open the flap for Alistair to enter.


Amanda Hi, I’m Amanda and this is Alistair.


Alistair Hey.


Alan Alan and Justine.


Justine Y’alright?


Amanda hands Bronwyn the note.


Amanda Don’t look at it now. Just a few questions for you to get back to us on. We were going to drop it off at the farmhouse but we heard you in here.


Alistair You settling in?


Alan Just about.


Bronwyn opens the note behind them all and starts reading it.


Alistair We’ve been here since yesterday. You’re going to love it. Been windsurfing down on the lake today.


Amanda That water’s cold. Thank God we brought the wetsuits. But amazing.


Alistair You’ve got a great fire. If you have any problems in that department, give Bridget, next door, a shout. She sorted ours out.


Amanda And did all our dishes for some reason.


Bronwyn turns the page. There’s two pages.


Bronwyn I can get you more bedding and towels.


Amanda Please don’t look at it now. We’ll talk about it later.


Bronwyn Some of this, is just how it is here. The solar shower is … solar. If there’s not much sunshine it doesn’t get very hot.


Amanda It was fine yesterday but it was cloudy today so … I just sort of flicked the water on me. Isn’t there back-up? A booster?


Bronwyn That would sort of defeat the purpose. And there’s nothing much I can do about the smell of the compost toilet either.


Amanda I’ve learnt to hold my breath but the children won’t go anywhere near it.


Alan comfort-eats the jelly sweets.


Alistair (to Justine) You travelled far?


Justine No, no. Only took us a couple of hours.


Amanda Camilla had an idea. If you wanted to keep with the ‘at-one-with-nature’ vibe you could hang some bunches of lavender up. Might stop some of the initial


retching when you walk in.


Bronwyn And I don’t know what I can do about more


animals on the farm, this week.


Amanda We understood it was a working farm. (To Justine and Alan.) There’s hardly any animals. (To Bronwyn.) How much do a couple of sheep cost?


Bronwyn We’re only a small farm. We are going to get more livestock. I’d love to get some sheep, do my own wool and knitting. Justine (keeping the peace) That’d be nice.


Bronwyn Did you get eggs from the coop this morning?


Alistair Yes, lovely. I made a gorgeous frittata.


Bronwyn I’ll get you some more board games.


Amanda Only if you can, we don’t want you to go to any trouble.


Bronwyn (reading) ‘And a garlic press and parmesan grater …’ You know we’ve only just started doing the camping on the farm this year. You’re our third lot of couples. It’s still early days here. Big learning curve.


Amanda I know, but should we lose out because we’re the first ones?


Alistair You just see what you can do.


Amanda Let us know which ones you can action and then we can talk about any which are still problematic. Moving forward we just want to get the best out of this holiday.


Bronwyn starts crying.


Alistair Oh dear.


Amanda Right.


Justine Don’t get upset.


Bronwyn I’m sorry, it’s been a long day.


Amanda You go and get an early night and we’ll talk another time.


Bronwyn I’m trying my best.


Alistair Of course you are.


Amanda Let’s talk when you’re feeling less emotional.


Bronwyn It’s been one of those days, weeks. I can’t believe I … So not like me. How embarrassing.


Alan Don’t worry.


Bronwyn I’m going to go before I make more of a fool of myself … Night, everyone. So sorry.


Justine Night, see ya.


Alan Night.


Bronwyn leaves the tent. She heads out dazed to the left then realises it’s the wrong way and turns right to go home to the farmhouse. 


Justine Poor thing.


Amanda I did tell her she wasn’t meant to read it now.


Alistair And the children drew on a smiling chicken and love-hearts and kisses.


Alan I don’t think it was the presentation that was the problem.


Justine Who knows what she’s going through?


Amanda I don’t know whether I buy it.


Justine Sorry?


Amanda The crying. Wasn’t it slightly passive-aggressive?


Alan I think she just got upset.


Amanda If I start crying, especially if I’m in the wrong, it just shuts down everything. You can’t discuss the problem and then you end up having to comfort them.
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