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A hotel on a remote Kenyan island. Late afternoon. The villa is clean and white. Minimal yet luxurious. It is self-contained, one of only three on the small island. The decor gives no clue as to the location.


The central space is a communal lounge area, with a sofa, a glass coffee table and a CD player. There is a slightly raised level at the back of the room. A stage within a stage. There is a window at the top of the back wall. It can be reached by climbing up a bookshelf. There is a ledge where someone small could sit above the action.


Exits lead to two bedrooms. The lounge area leads on to a patio with a plunge pool. Beyond this is the beach. When the characters face the audience their view is the sea.


There is the detritus of recent arrival. Sun cream. A book. A half-opened suitcase. The family arrived this morning.





















PROLOGUE








The sound of waves. Insects.


The stage is empty. After a few seconds, Ralph emerges from the plunge pool. He stands dripping in the sunlight. He stares out to sea. After a second Frankie pops up next to him.




Ralph   Ooo la la …


Frankie   Holy Moses …




They take in the view for a moment.





Why is the sea always a girl?


Ralph   I think you mean ships. Ships are always girls.


Frankie   Why?


Ralph   Why not?




Frankie kicks at the sand. Fidgety.





Frankie   Race you there. To the edge bit.


Ralph   The shore?




She nods.





OK. Terms?


Frankie   If I win, you … tell him. Tonight.


Ralph   Fine.


Frankie   And if I lose?


Ralph   You let it go.
























Act One








The villa.


Fleetwood Mac, ‘The Chain’, blasts from the CD player.


Robert and Vivienne are alone in the villa. Robert gestures for Vivienne to come to him. She ignores him and continues unpacking. Robert stares at his wife. She won’t meet his gaze. He flicks the music off.




Robert   I organised a surprise.


Vivienne   Did you?




There is the sound of Frankie and Ralph at the shore. A sudden scream. Then laughter. Robert goes to the glass doors and opens them. Looking out.





Robert   I wish he wouldn’t push her. Look. He’s too rough. Ralph –


Vivienne   Leave them alone. They aren’t children.


Robert   Ralph isn’t. No.




Beat.





Look at what he’s doing. He’s holding her down.


Vivienne   Frankie can defend herself.




She turns, to look. Ralph suddenly yelps, swears.





See …




She turns back to unpacking. Pause. He watches her.





Robert   It’s a sunset boat trip. Just us.




Vivienne ignores him.





There are dolphins apparently. Look.







He waves a printout.





Vivienne   Look at me.




He does.





Do I look sick?


Robert   No.


Vivienne   Then I do not need to be consoled, or in fact cajoled, by sunsets and fucking dolphins. I don’t have cancer.




Beat.





I have you.


Robert   Do you?




She looks right at him. Pause.





Vivienne   I don’t know yet.




She starts searching for a charger. Robert watches for a moment.





Robert   They said to go to water sports at five. So …


Vivienne   Five?




She checks her watch.





Now?




He nods.





I hate fish.


Robert   They’re not technically fish.




She pushes the charger into the adaptor and then into a socket. It sparks violently. Shocking her. She cries out. Robert goes to her.


She turns away. He tries to touch her. She won’t let him. She composes herself.


She turns slowly. Faces him.





Vivienne   I told you they wouldn’t work. We can’t charge anything.


Robert   It doesn’t matter. We’re on holiday. We don’t need our –


Vivienne   You used to be good-looking.




He steps towards her. She stays where she is.





Robert   You still are.


Vivienne   Bullshit.




Beat.





I used to fuck you in toilets. On planes.


Robert   I remember.




He’s closer now.


He seems about to kiss her. She lets him get close then breaks away.





Vivienne   Do we get a drink on this ‘cruise’?


Robert   Probably.


Vivienne   Have you paid?


Robert   They put it on the bill.




She sighs.





Vivienne   We’ll never get the money back then. Come on.




Robert smiles. She cuts him down.





The sun is going down. My phone is dead. There’s no internet. And, to add small sting to sweating insult, you left my book on the plane. So, I’ll go. But only because there’s nothing else to do. And if it’s a one-mojito-per-passenger scenario, I’m having both. Agreed?




He nods. She heads to the door. He picks up two towels and follows her. They swing the door open to reveal a young maid, Nala. She is holding a stack of neatly folded towels and two flannels that have been fashioned, origami-like, as swans. These balance precariously on top of the stack. She startles Robert and Vivienne.





Nala   Turn-down service.


Vivienne   Yes, of course. Thank you.




She enters the room. Behind her back Vivienne mouths ‘Tip her’ at Robert. Robert mouths back ‘With what?’


Nala sets the towels down and turns around. They stop mouthing and smile inanely at her. Awkward pause. Then Robert turns and exits. Vivienne follows. The door closes.


Nala puts the towels down and takes in the villa. She hears the sudden sound of Ralph singing to himself on the beach. He is approaching the villa. She startles. Knocking over the stack of swan towels.


The swans are ruined. She tries to refashion them. It becomes obvious she doesn’t know how. She takes the pile into the bedroom.


Ralph bounds in through the patio. He calls out to see if anyone is there. Satisfied the villa is empty he grabs a jar of coloured jelly beans from the minibar. He is about to open them when the view catches his eye. He puts the jar down. Untouched.


The light has started to change. He walks towards the patio and sits down. The sky is slowly becoming more golden. He checks to see that no one is watching then pulls a tobacco pouch out of his pocket. As he rolls he starts to hum and sing to himself, ‘No Woman, No Cry’ (Bob Marley).


As he lights the cigarette he starts jiving a little on his own. It’s unselfconscious, joyful. Unknown to him, Nala is watching from the bedroom doorway.


He turns around. He startles.





Ralph   Hello.




They stare at each other for a moment. She doesn’t move.





What’s your name?




Nothing. She just stares.





Do you speak –


Nala   English?




Beat.





I do.




She has a heavy Kenyan accent.


Awkward pause.


They both notice a pair of Robert’s swimming trunks on the floor between them. Slowly Nala picks them up. She folds them. Badly. Pause. Ralph is awkward.





Ralph   Let me help you.




He goes to help her pick up the towels. She interrupts the action.





Nala   Do you want some petals?


Ralph   Excuse me?


Nala   Petals.




She brandishes a bag of rose petals.





Ralph   I don’t understand.


Nala   Rose petals. On your bed. Part of turn-down service. Do you want some?


Ralph   No thanks.


Nala   OK.




She gathers up the towels as if to go. Ralph misreads the action as offence.





Ralph   Actually. Sorry. Yes. Of course I do. Why wouldn’t I? Thank you.




She turns slowly. Sets the towels back down.





There were some on my bed when I arrived. Shaped like a heart. But then my sister jumped on the bed and … Did you do that? Was that you? The heart.


Nala   No I started at lunchtime.




She spies another beach towel on the floor. She regards it. So does he.


He darts over and picks up the towel. He folds it. He puts it on the table. Awkward pause.





Ralph   I’m in your way, aren’t I?




The light in the room changes suddenly. They both turn to the view. The sun has started to set.





Those colours … Sharding out from the sun like that. Crikey. It’s like the sky has split its skirt. Clouds … akimbo.




Beat.





Which would make the sun the sky’s … crotch. That was weird thing to say. Sorry.




He turns to her. She is watching him.





Do you get used to it, that, living here? Do you look out and think, oh yeah, another average Thursday sunset. Yawn.




She thinks for a moment.





Nala   I don’t know.




He thinks for a moment.





Ralph   It’s amazing that everyone in the world, living and dead, have looked at the same sun.




He turns, but she is gone. He turns back to the sunset. After a moment Frankie flings open the door. She has a bottle tucked under her arm. She is wearing a brightly coloured sarong like a cape.


Frankie sniffs the air.





Frankie   Ah, the sweet stench of victory.




Beat.





God it stinks fags in here. The Livids will be livid.




Ralph flaps the glass door to air the room.





Ralph   They don’t care. Where are they anyway? I thought Vivi was going to have a lie down.


Frankie   They’re … they’re …




She starts to giggle. The giggle turns into a snort. It’s infectious. Ralph starts giggling too.





Ralph   Stop it. You’re making me –




He snorts, which sets her off again.





Frankie   You don’t even know what’s funny.




She gulps air.





I saw them. They’re on a … raft …


Ralph   A what?




Start laughing again





Frankie   You know. A shit boat. She had on her television face. You know. The one where her mouth looks a bit like an arsehole.


Ralph   Amazing.


Frankie   And he had on his making-the-best-of-a-bad-situation face. Where his eyes crinkle and his mouth seems full of –




Ralph does the face





Frankie   Cock. Exactly. Anyway, they looked a bit stuck. The tide’s coming out. It’s getting all … swampy.


Ralph   Did they see you?


Frankie   They shouted, but I pretended I couldn’t hear them. Just waved back.




She waves and grins and stabs the air with a thumbsup sign.





Ralph   Brilliant.


Frankie   I thought so. Even ten minutes without that awful … tension. Just fuck or break up, why don’t you? Christ.




Beat.





Maybe dragging that raft thing back to shore will bond them. Team-building.


Ralph   Is it safe?


Frankie   They’re less then fifteen feet off shore. You could wade back.




Beat.





Probably.




Ralph picks up the bottle from the table. He raises an eyebrow.





Frankie   There was no one at the bar. Served myself.




He shrugs and pours them both a drink.





In fact, there is no one anywhere, haven’t you noticed? The two other villas are empty. And I’m pretty sure I saw the manager getting on a boat earlier –


Ralph   He’s probably gone to pick up some other guests. Most come by boat don’t they?


Frankie   I’m not surprised. That tiny plane was fucking terrifying.




Frankie picks up the CDs.





Such a weird selection. The Fleetwood Mac … Destiny’s child … Eurythmics … Do you remember the dance we made up?


Ralph   No.


Frankie   Yes you do.




She puts in a CD. Ralph startles.





Frankie   What?


Ralph   Someone was looking in that window. I saw the top of a head.


Frankie   You’re paranoid


Ralph   I swear




She turns. There is no one there.





Frankie   (in a sinister whisper) Paranoid …




Beat.





Ralph   Maybe we should check on them.


Frankie   Who?


Ralph   The parents.


Frankie   They’ll be fine. Anyway, the water sports boy was watching. He did look about fifteen, but I’m sure he’s … trained or whatever. Fancy place like this. It’ll all be safe.




Beat.





Besides. They wanted a ‘desert island experience’, didn’t they? Or he did. I say let them have it.




Pause. They sip their drinks.





Ralph   The maid is hot. Have you noticed?


Frankie   I passed a hot one outside. You mean her?


Ralph   Yeah.


Frankie   Miaow.




Pause. She jumps up.





We’re avoiding it.


Ralph   What?


Frankie   The horse in the room.


Ralph   Elephant –


Frankie   Whatever. You said if I won, which I did. You would tell him tonight.


Ralph   I won, Frankie. And anyway –


Frankie   Elephant shit. And you know it.




He hangs his head.





Oh cheer up. You’ll survive it.




Beat.





Won’t you?




She hits ‘play’. ‘Survivor’ by Destiny’s Child blares. She dances to it and sings along, shimmying around him until he’s laughing and joining in. They do an extremely good synchronised dance they made up years ago. They finish, exhausted. Frankie starts changing the CD.





Let’s have ‘Sweet Dreams’ –




She starts scaling the bookshelf. She is nimble. Quick.





Frankie   So, what’s your plan? Before dinner? After dinner? How about during dinner? ‘Spice’ things up –


Ralph   You’re not funny.




She turns. Hanging precariously.





Frankie   I wasn’t trying to be.


Ralph   Careful.




She swings back to relative safety.





Frankie   I bet the view is amazing.




She turns to him. Nimble.





Look. He’ll find out eventually.


Ralph   How?


Frankie   Things come out. And I bet her people are all over it.


Ralph   Oh God.


Frankie   Just be honest. It’s better you tell him here where you’ll have no choice but to ride it out. Trust me.




Beat.





And you never know, the truth might be better. In her eyes.


Ralph   Are you mad? It’s worse. It’s weird. It’s weird cubed.




She turns and pulls herself on to the window ledge. She looks out of the window.





Frankie   Hell’s bells. You can see across the whole island. It’s tiny. There’s a storm coming. Can you feel it?




Ralph shakes his head.





I can. The air’s all … sticky.




Something dawns on her. She starts scaling down.





Hold on. Is that why you suggested this place?


Ralph   What do you mean?


Frankie   No phone signal or any internet means neither of them can find out what you did. At least while we’re here. It is, isn’t it? You cunning –


Ralph   What? That’s ridiculous –


Frankie   Little rat of a boy –


Ralph   Firstly, I didn’t know there wouldn’t be a signal, and secondly he chose it months ago. I just showed him some websites. Anyway, its good for Madam that we’re here, no? You can’t avoid the papers at home.




Frankie shrugs.





Don’t pretend it wasn’t awful. The headlines.


Frankie   ‘A Little Mouse with No Togs on’. Come on, that one was funny.




She starts to circle him. Playful. Riling.





Just tell him … Bite that bull by the balls.


Ralph   I will, OK, just –


Frankie   When?


Ralph   I don’t know. Soon.


Frankie   Wimp.


Ralph   Twat.


Frankie   Mummy’s boy.


Ralph   Pussy pirate.


Frankie   Hypocrite.


Ralph   Fuck off.


Frankie   By not coming clean, you are, though. You’re just the same as him, can’t you see?




He can’t answer.


They can hear the sound of their parents arguing as they approach the villa.





Go on. Prove me wrong.




The doors fling open. Robert and Vivienne enter. They are exhausted. Muddy up to their knees.





Have fun?
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