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    The Lunch Punch Power Hour in Conference Room 4 was first performed at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, on 31 July 2025, with the following cast:
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    Characters




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS, late twenties, caustic but never fully confident in their own bite. Her background in academia means at times there is a childlike wonder and curiosity about her. Pronouns She or They.




    CLODAGH, late thirties/early forties. Confident in what she knows, scared of what she doesn’t. A sizeable ego with low self-esteem. Pronouns She/Her.




    DANIEL, late thirties. A gormless but likeable man. Funnels most of his emotions in indirect methods. Probably the GAA. Pronouns He/Him.




    HR LADY SUSAN, mid-forties. Getting through life with gritted teeth and a forced smile. Pronouns She/Her.




    CRÓNÁN (voice-over), early forties. A self-proclaimed enigmatic leader who is not as smart as he thinks he is.




    FRANK (voice-over), early fifties. A salt-of-the-earth working man. Should be played by the same actor who is playing Crónán.




    

      Setting




      The Docklands, Dublin, Ireland, present day.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    Note on Text




    A forward slash (/) indicates when the following line is spoken.




    Words in [square brackets] are unspoken.




    

      Author’s Note




      The props, costumes and music mentioned in the script should be seen as suggestions for production rather than necessities.




      This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    A standard corporate boardroom. There is a door to a corridor in the back of the centre-stage that has a narrow floor-to-ceiling plexiglas window beside it. The door is ajar. There is a comically large boardroom table and several chairs. Cabinets border the room. Cups, mugs, glasses, a Nespresso machine and bottles of water line them.




    Preset: THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS sits at the top of the boardroom table eating their lunch. They have their feet on the table and are wearing a receptionist’s headset around their neck and are probably reading a laborious-looking book.




    CLODAGH arrives at the doorway wheeling a large briefcase with her. She stops and looks at THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS for a while.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS doesn’t notice. They’ve just put a mouthful of tagine in their mouth when CLODAGH interrupts with a loud cough. The food almost comes out of their nose. They look around.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS (coughing). Oh, sorry.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS takes their feet off the table.




    CLODAGH. You’re not allowed eat your lunch in here.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Yeah, I know. I just reckoned, there’s nothing booked in here until after two so –




    CLODAGH wheels her briefcase behind her and walks into the room.




    CLODAGH. There is something booked in here, actually.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Oh… it’s not in the diary.




    CLODAGH. Not in whose diary? It’s in my diary.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. I mean, the room’s diary.




    CLODAGH. The room has a diary?




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS.…Yes?




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS waits for CLODAGH to respond. Until the silence becomes evident that she’s not going to.




    I’m sure there was probably an oversight.




    CLODAGH. Yes. Obviously. There’s a lunchroom on the third floor, you know. If the kitchenette is too much of a bother for you?




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. It’s too… distracting. I like to read.




    CLODAGH gives her a look like La-Di-Da and then waits for her to leave.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS gets up from their seat, gathers their belongings and heads for the door.




    CLODAGH. Please clean up before you leave.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS looks around the room blankly. Clean what?




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS takes their sleeve and begins to wipe where their bowl and feet has been.




    CLODAGH sighs.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS leaves.




    CLODAGH wheels her oversized briefcase to the right-hand side of the table.




    She sits down, deep in thought.




    She sees an electric swatter across the room and moves for it determinedly.




    She picks up and smiles maniacally. She begins to swipe it around as if she is fencing with it. She does it all with gusto.




    DANIEL walks into the room with another large wheelie briefcase. He pays very little attention to CLODAGH’s fencing match. He places his briefcase on the other side of the table to CLODAGH’s and leaves the room.




    CLODAGH stops when she realises she’s not alone any more and puts the swatter back.




    DANIEL re-enters carrying a large bowl of soup.




    They both stop when they see each other.




    DANIEL. Hi Clodagh.




    CLODAGH looks at him intensely and sits down. DANIEL follows.




    CLODAGH takes a plastic box of kale salad and a plastic fork from her briefcase.




    She smiles at DANIEL, insincerely, and begins to eat.




    CLODAGH crunches on her kale aggressively at DANIEL. Unsure of what’s going on, DANIEL begins to slurp his soup in retaliation.




    The slurped soup and the crunched kale noises start a conversation with each other.




    Sometimes it’s a race, other times it’s an elaborate beat or musical number until eventually the slurping and the crunching are almost fucking each other. They are about to reach a climax when a pathetic cough is heard at the doorway, where HR LADY SUSAN stands.




    HR LADY SUSAN (so saccharine it’s sadistic). Room for one more?




    CLODAGH (almost matching her sincerity). Always for you, Susan.




    DANIEL (mouth full). Hi Susan.




    HR LADY SUSAN walks in and looks at their lunches, smiling.




    HR LADY SUSAN. What has you in here today then?




    CLODAGH. A lunchtime meeting.




    HR LADY SUSAN. Oh right… What for? I didn’t see it in the diary.




    DANIEL. CSR surplus meeting.




    CLODAGH. It’s been okayed by Crónán.




    HR LADY SUSAN (smiling and laughing). Still needs to be in the diary though.




    CLODAGH (smiling and laughing). Well why don’t you put it in the diary then?




    HR LADY SUSAN (smiling and laughing). Too late to put it in now. Could be something else in the diary.




    CLODAGH (smiling and laughing). There isn’t anything else in the diary though?




    HR LADY SUSAN (smiling and laughing). How would you know?




    CLODAGH (smiling and laughing). The Receptionist told me, so.




    HR LADY SUSAN (smiling and laughing). Wasn’t that very good of her?




    CLODAGH (smiling and laughing). Absolutely.




    HR LADY SUSAN (smiling and laughing). Well the least you can do is put the food away anyway. Might cause a smell.




    CLODAGH (smiling and laughing). It’s kale, Susan. All it smells of is failure.




    CLODAGH and HR LADY SUSAN laugh in a hysterical but barbed manner and then stop abruptly.




    The intercom starts buzzing in the hall.




    HR LADY SUSAN (still smiling). Put it away, Clodagh.




    CLODAGH and DANIEL put their spoon and fork down.




    HR LADY SUSAN smiles and begins to walk around the room thinking.




    (To herself.) You’re having a meeting…




    CLODAGH. Yes.




    HR LADY SUSAN. Yes.




    Beat.




    You’ve no quorum?




    CLODAGH. Gareth is coming.




    The intercom is still buzzing from the hall.




    HR LADY SUSAN (gleefully). Gareth’s not here today. He’s having a colonoscopy.




    CLODAGH and DANIEL. FUCKING GARETH.




    HR LADY SUSAN. Now, now. We don’t use that kind of language in the office now, do we?




    The intercom keeps buzzing.




    CLODAGH. Sorry, Susan.




    DANIEL. Sorry.




    CLODAGH. We can get a quorum.




    DANIEL. Absolutely.




    HR LADY SUSAN grimaces in pain.




    The intercom keeps buzzing.




    HR LADY SUSAN. Well no meeting without a quorum and no shenanigans either way, not like the last time. You were warned. And it’s not the kind of behaviour we would like to see from a future Assistant Vice-President. Isn’t that right, Clodagh?




    CLODAGH’s mask drops. She glares at HR LADY SUSAN.




    CLODAGH. Are you going to get the intercom, Susan?




    HR LADY SUSAN. Yes, I am.




    HR LADY SUSAN stays standing, smiling aggressively back at CLODAGH.




    The intercom goes again, uninterrupted.




    HR LADY SUSAN runs to answer the intercom.




    CLODAGH waits a beat and then runs out of the conference-room door. We see her run up and down the corridor, looking for anyone to join the meeting.




    CLODAGH arrives, dragging THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS and their lunch with her.




    CLODAGH (out of breath). Now. There we are.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS recovers from the whiplash.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. I thought we couldn’t eat in here.




    CLODAGH. Well would you prefer I returned you to the bathroom cubicle I found you in?




    Beat.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. No.




    CLODAGH. Okay, then.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. But you said we can’t eat in here.




    CLODAGH. We can if there’s a meeting.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. What’s the meeting?




    DANIEL (to THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS). The CSR surplus meeting. Hi, I’m Daniel.




    DANIEL offers his hand. THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS accepts it.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Hi, I’m – [Jess.]




    CLODAGH (watching the door). Sit down then.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS sits down and CLODAGH slams the door shut.




    CLODAGH and DANIEL resume eating.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS is trying to figure out what’s going on. They pick up their spoon.




    DANIEL. Oooh. That looks exotic.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Does it?




    CLODAGH. It’s rather pungent.




    DANIEL. What is it?




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Mandarin tagine with couscous and bulgar wheat.




    DANIEL. Mandarin like orange?




    CLODAGH. No, Daniel. Mandarin, like Chinese.




    DANIEL glares.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS continues eating.




    So do CLODAGH and DANIEL.




    DANIEL (to THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS). You’re new then?




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. I suppose so. I’ve been here about three weeks?




    Beat.




    Are you new too?




    DANIEL. No.




    CLODAGH laughs.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Oh, sorry. I just haven’t seen you before.




    CLODAGH. They haven’t seen you before, Daniel. Isn’t that hilarious?




    DANIEL (to THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS). No… I work from home a lot. I have three small children.




    CLODAGH. And?




    DANIEL (exasperated). And my wife needs a hand!




    CLODAGH. Is that a plausible reason?




    DANIEL. I’m sorry, what?




    CLODAGH. As to why you work from home for weeks on end?




    DANIEL. Weeks on…? I’m here at least once a week, Clodagh. What’s – [wrong with you?]




    CLODAGH. Well the Receptionist has never seen / you.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. My name is –




    DANIEL. Well that’s hardly my fault. She’s only been here a few weeks!




    CLODAGH. I’m not sure what Crónán would think about that.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Who’s Crónán?




    DANIEL. See! They don’t even know who Crónán is.




    CLODAGH. Crónán is the Managing Director.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. His name is Crónán?!




    CLODAGH. See. They do know who he is.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS mimes the name ‘Crónán’, getting their head around it.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS (to themselves). I’ve been calling him Rónán!




    CLODAGH laughs.




    I forwarded a box of protein powder to his house last week under the name ‘Rónán’.




    Beat.




    Can that get me fired?




    CLODAGH. He won’t like that.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. I didn’t know. I’m still on probation! Can he fire me for that?




    DANIEL (to THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS). Don’t worry about it.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Oh my god.




    CLODAGH. Relax. I’m sure you’re not the first.




    THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS. Please don’t tell Susan.




    HR LADY SUSAN appears at the glass beside the door. She sees THE RECEPTIONIST FKA JESS and it incenses her.
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