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Characters


PEARL, a retired fish-packer, mid-fifties


JAN, her workmate, mid-forties


SHELLEY, her workmate, mid-twenties


LINDA, her workmate, mid-twenties


TOM, a volunteer firefighter


JOE, Jan’s boyfriend


BILL, a flight attendant


BEN, a flight attendant


SHANE, a surfer


CHARLIE, an aristocratic dropout


DANNY, a traveller


KOALA BARE, a drag queen


BONDI BITCH, a drag queen


All male parts can be played by two actors.


The play is set in Manchester and various locations in Australia, February–March 2007.




ACT ONE


Scene One


February 2007. Australia. Blue Mountains. Night.


A bushfire is blazing out of control. Enter JOE, with a backpack, facing the fire.


JOE. No! No way!


Enter TOM, a volunteer firefighter.


TOM. Hey? Where do you think you’re going?


JOE. How do I get out of here?


TOM. You don’t. Not till it’s under control.


JOE. But I’ve got to get to Sydney.


TOM. You’ll be six feet under if you don’t back off.


JOE. There must be a way around it?


TOM. Mate, the roads are closed, the power’s down, there’s bushfires right across the mountains.


JOE. I’m stuck here?


TOM. Don’t panic. Get back to Lithgow, you’ll be safe there.


JOE. But I’m meeting Jan, my girlfriend, she’s flying in tomorrow.


TOM. Mate, I’m not asking you. Move it!


JOE. No!


TOM tries to push JOE away, but he pulls free and looks desperately into the fire.


No . . .


JOE throws down his backpack in despair.


Scene Two


Same time. Manchester Airport. Departures.


Enter PEARL, with tickets in hand. She looks up at the departure board, then beyond it. She wears a T-shirt with GIRLS ON TOUR and her name printed on the front. On the back, football-style, is printed AUSTRALIA and a big 07.


Enter JAN, in a GIRLS ON TOUR T-shirt, with a Boots’ carrier bag.


JAN. Pearl, I found ’em.


Beat.


Pearl?


PEARL. What?


JAN takes a packet of tights from the bag.


JAN. Tights. And they could save your life.


PEARL. Compression stockings? No, ta.


JAN. Do you want to go down with DVD? It’s one-in-ten on long-haul flights.


PEARL. DVT.


JAN. We’re a high-risk group, you and me, at our age.


PEARL. I’ll drink lots of water and wiggle me toes.


JAN. But if your leg swells or if there’s any sign of tenderness –


PEARL. It won’t.


JAN. I’ve already put mine on in the ladies.


Beat.


I had to go again. The Imodium’s not touched it.


PEARL. You need to eat a bit of something. Settle your stomach.


JAN. I couldn’t.


PEARL. Jan, you’re only flying. Thousands do it every day. All you’ve got to do is sit back and let it happen.


JAN. For twenty-four hours.


PEARL. Thirty-six. We stop off in Singapore.


JAN. You mean Dubai?


PEARL. Dubai an’ all, but you’ll be all right, they’ve got shops.


JAN. You never said we stopped twice.


PEARL. Well, I didn’t know myself till the tickets came.


JAN. Dubai I can just about handle. Singapore . . .


PEARL. It’ll be an interesting cultural experience.


JAN. I dread to think what the loos are like.


PEARL. Jan, relax.


JAN. How can I, with my IBS as it is?


PEARL. You’ve not got IBS. You’re just a bit keyed up, that’s all. You’ll be fine once you board.


JAN. Caught short in a confined space, it’s my worst nightmare.


PEARL. You’ll have food and drinks and telly, you’ll be fine.


JAN. That’s easy for you to say, you’re a seasoned traveller.


PEARL. I’ve been to Majorca once.


JAN. Well, that’s one more than me. I mean, what am I doing? I’m forty-five years old. I’ve never been nowhere, I’ve never done nothing and suddenly here I am, going all the way down under –


PEARL. Jan, is this about Joe?


JAN. No.


PEARL. Is it?


Beat.


JAN. He’s been gone all this time. He’s travelled all over, he’s met interesting people.


PEARL. You’re interesting.


JAN. How? Name one thing that’s interesting about me?


PEARL. Well . . .


JAN. See.


PEARL. You’re just yourself, Jan, and that’s what he wants.


JAN. But I’m hardly a beach babe.


PEARL. He didn’t go for that.


JAN. But he’s been there on Bondi with all them leggy blondes –


PEARL. Still wrote to you, didn’t he? Still phoned every week?


JAN. Yeah, but –


PEARL. Still rang you this weekend and said he’d see you in Arrivals?


Beat.


JAN. I know.


PEARL. So what’s your problem?


JAN. Nine months, we’d been together. Thirty-six weeks. Nine months together and eleven months apart.


PEARL. But you’ve known him for years. Joe’s a man of his word. If he says he’ll be waiting, he’ll be there.


TANNOY (voice-over). Please be advised that smoking is not permitted in the terminal building, except in designated areas.


JAN. Airports. Boyfriends. Being wanted. Them kind of things don’t happen to me.


PEARL. Nor does winning half a million on the horses, but you did.


JAN. We did.


PEARL. Been a hell of a ride, hasn’t it?


JAN. I’ll say.


PEARL. Your Claire going off to uni.


JAN. In a brand new car all bought and paid for.


PEARL. Both our mortgages gone.


JAN. You retired.


PEARL. Having breakfast every morning in my nice new conservatory, thinking of you off to the fish plant.


JAN. Seems like a long time since we were all there today.


Enter SHELLEY and LINDA, laden with duty-free bags and both wearing GIRLS ON TOUR T-shirts.


SHELLEY. Linda, they’re here.


PEARL. Eh up, here comes trouble.


JAN. Spot the spendaholic, eh?


SHELLEY is showing off her digital camera.


LINDA. Show ’em what you got, Shell.


SHELLEY. It’s called a Canon IXUS 750 7.1 MP, 3 x optical zoom. Fits lovely in your handbag.


LINDA. How much was it?


SHELLEY. How do I know? I said to him in Comet, ‘I don’t want the cheap ’uns you sell to the chavs.’ I could tell he was impressed.


LINDA has a camera of her own.


LINDA. I got this.


SHELLEY. Disposable? Linda, it’s digital or nowt these days.


LINDA. Seven ninety-nine with free developing.


SHELLEY. You’re a woman of substance now. You can’t shop in Superdrug.


LINDA. I like Superdrug. They had these on BOGOF, I got us one each.


SHELLEY. Well, go on then.


LINDA. What?


SHELLEY. Take me.


LINDA. Take you where?


PEARL. She wants a photo.


SHELLEY poses for the camera.


LINDA. Smile, then.


PEARL. Show us them new teeth you’ve got.


JAN. Fangs.


SHELLEY. Veneers, thank you.


LINDA takes a picture.


LINDA. Lovely.


JAN. Well, you can tell Jerry Hall her job’s safe.


LINDA. Jan? Pearl?


JAN and PEARL pose for a photograph.


SHELLEY. Tell Laurel and Hardy.


LINDA. That were a nice one.


PEARL. Right; now we’re finally all here, can we go for a latte?


SHELLEY. Or a bottle of champagne?


PEARL. Not yet. Jan needs to eat.


LINDA. They’ve got some lovely-looking muffins in Costa.


PEARL. Could you stomach that, Jan?


LINDA. Chocolate chip?


JAN. I could give it a go.


LINDA. I’ll get you one. I’ll get us all one.


JAN. You’ve already bought us drinks on the train.


LINDA. I don’t mind. I want to.


PEARL. You spend too much on us.


SHELLEY. She can afford it. She’s still working full-time.


JAN. Unlike you, who’s done bugger all from the day of the win.


SHELLEY. I’m getting into modelling. I’ve been working on my look.


PEARL. For all this time?


JAN. And perhaps you should look at your bank balance occasionally?


SHELLEY. I do. I’m in the black for the first time in years and what I do with all them noughts is my business.


LINDA. Shall we not talk about the money?


JAN. I’m just saying –


LINDA. I know, but shall we not? We’re meant to be getting away from it all.


SHELLEY. We wouldn’t be going without it.


LINDA. But we don’t have to go on about it, do we? All the time. On and on and –


TANNOY (voice-over). Will passengers for Flight BASD35Z to Sydney, please proceed to Gate 12.


PEARL. Sydney? Bloody hell, that’s us.


JAN. Already?


SHELLEY. You lose track with all them shops.


JAN. Is this it?


PEARL. Not quite. There’ll be a bit more queuing first.


LINDA. I just want to get on with it.


SHELLEY. I want a drink.


JAN. I want to go home.


SHELLEY. Oh no you don’t.


JAN. I can’t do it. I can’t fly all that way. What if summat goes wrong?


SHELLEY. Then we tragically die.


LINDA. And at least we’d be together.


PEARL. But it won’t.


JAN. Concorde crashed.


PEARL. And how many millions haven’t?


SHELLEY. You know what fear of flying really is? Fear of sex. I read an article.


JAN. Oh, and what’s fear of bombs? Fear of being blown to bits, perchance?


PEARL. Jan, you’re not going to die, all right? None of us are. At least, not in the next four weeks, I swear.


LINDA. Just think of the sunshine.


PEARL. Think of us.


SHELLEY. Think of what a prat you’d look at work if you go home.


JAN. I know. It’s just a big thing, that’s all.


LINDA. It is for me.


SHELLEY. And I’ve only ever been to Fuengirola.


PEARL. So you break it down. Take it moment by moment. Do a bit, then a bit more, then a bit more than that.


TANNOY (voice-over). Will passengers for Flight BASD35Z to Sydney, please proceed to Gate 12.


JAN. Australia. Us?


LINDA. Lovely beaches.


SHELLEY. Lovely men.


PEARL. Uluru.


SHELLEY. Eh?


PEARL. Ayer’s Rock, we’ve got to see that.


JAN. I can’t imagine . . .


PEARL. You don’t have to. You can see it all for yourself.
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