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CHARACTERS 
 
LYNNE – 40-50 
BOB – married to Lynne – 40-50 
GRAN – Lynne’s Mother – 70-80 
GRANDAD – Lynne’s Father and married to GRAN – 70-80 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



9.00am 
 
 
As the curtain rises we are in a fairly typical living room with a hatch in the 
back wall to the kitchen some of which we can see. It is early morning on 
Christmas Day. 

 
LYNNE is sitting in a chair. She has both her legs in plaster – or the 
equivalent. Both legs are stretched out in front of her. She also has one of 
her arms in a sling and bandaged and this she holds out at an angle to one 
side. Oh her other side is a small table on which is a large glass of wine and 
a selection of snacks – crisps etc. Occasionally we see BOB moving about in 
the kitchen. 

 
The sound of a film playing on the TV to which LYNNE reacts. 

 
We can hear clattering in the kitchen. Then there is silence then an 
enormous crash of dishes, cutlery and crockery. 

 
LYNNE  Anything wrong? 
 
BOB  What? 
 
LYNNE  I heard a bit of a crash. Anything wrong? 
 
BOB No, nothing wrong. 8 trays. 5 sets of cutlery, 10 dining plates, 3 saucepans 

and the dog bowl have just slipped off the work surface onto the floor. 3 
plates smashed. No, nothing wrong. 

 
LYNNE  Do try and be careful. We need those plates. 
 
BOB  I will try. I will try not to smash the place up. 
 
LYNNE   Good. 
 
BOB  I mean how do you do anything in this place? So much stuff! 
 
LYNNE Tidy it all up as you go. It will be much easier. You need as much space as you 

can for what you have to do. 
 
BOB Yes, dear. 
 
LYNNE You’ve done the hard part. 
 
BOB What on earth do you mean by that? 
 
LYNNE The shopping. I hate it. So hard. 



 
BOB It is? 
 
LYNNE Oh yes. All that pushing and shoving. Arriving at Waitrose to find they’ve run 

out of sprouts. I mean, how awful is that? Having to trail all the stuff back in 
the car. Dragging yourself back to Tesco’s to get the sprouts and ending up 
with another trolley load of stuff you don’t need. It’s all such a palaver. 

 
BOB Yeah well, I bought all we need in Lidl. 
 
LYNNE I told you to go to Waitrose. Lidl? Really? That’s all foreign isn’t it? 
 
BOB Be that as it may, it’s cheap! 
 
LYNNE Cheap doesn’t mean it tastes good. 
 
BOB It’ll be fine. 
 
LYNNE Well, we will see. Just make sure you follow your timetable and everything 

will be ok. These snacks are rather good. I shouldn’t be eating between meals 
but what else is there to do? Eat and watch! The Muppets are on. Christmas 
Carol. (consults her copy of the timetable). You should be ok to pop the bird 
in now, yes? 

 
BOB Already? I haven’t finished stuffing it yet! 
 
LYNNE Hurry up. Julie Andrews on later. You know I really don’t know how many 

times I’ve seen it. Sound of Music I mean. 
 
BOB I know what you mean. It would be really rather useful if she was about to 

give me a hand. 
 
LYNNE Julie Andrews here? Now that would be something wouldn’t it? She could 

sing while she cooked. (starts singing something from The Sound of Music) 
 
BOB How helpful. 
 
LYNNE Well she could always peel your potatoes. I know how laborious that can be. 
 
BOB How do you use this tin opener. It’s medieval! 

 
LYNNE I’ve never had a problem. What do you want a tin opener for? 
 
BOB Don’t ask! 
 
LYNNE Mum and Dad should be here by 9. 
 



BOB I mean why did you invite them so early? 
 
LYNNE They’ve always come at this time. 
 
BOB Not when you’re up to your neck in plaster they haven’t. They’ll just be in the 

way. 
 
LYNNE How dare you speak about Mummy and Daddy like that. 
 
BOB Don’t give me that. You say it about the same time every Christmas Day. 
 
LYNNE I never say anything of the sort. Anyway, they can keep me company as the 

kids aren’t about till tomorrow. Bread sauce next! 
 
BOB Give me a chance with these spuds. 
 
LYNNE There’s a bayleaf in the jar by the spice rack. 
 
BOB Bayleaf? I mean for heaven’s sake what does that do? One flippin leaf! 
 
LYNNE It adds flavour. Class. (under her breath) Something you wouldn’t know 

anything about. 
 
 A clash of pans from the kitchen 
 
BOB I’ve only ever boiled an egg before! 
 
 Doorbell rings 
 
LYNNE (calling out) Come on in Mum, we’ve left the door open. 
 
 GRAN and GRANDAD enter. She is carrying a bag of presents and he has a 

couple of bottles of drink. 
 
GRAN Alright love. 
 
GRANDAD Christmas eh! Blimey! 
 
LYNNE Hello Mum, Dad. Happy Christmas. 
 
GRAN Happy Christmas love. You alright? 
 
LYNNE Not too bad. Bit uncomfortable. But a drop of wine helps. 
 
GRAN That’s why we brought supplies. Let’s fill you up. Go on George 
 



 GRANDAD refills the glass beside LYNNE from the bottle there and plonks 
the other bottles beside her. 

 
LYNNE Thanks Dad. 
 
BOB You’re early. 
 
GRANDAD 8.55am !!!! 
 
GRAN (getting list out and addressing BOB through the hatch) According to my 

schedule you should be lowering the oven to 170. Have you? 
 
BOB No! 
 
GRAN Well hurry up and do it. Then you can take a break and sort out some drinks. 

Dubonnet and Lemonade please. 
 
GRANDAD I’m parched. Christmas eh? Blimey! 
 

LIGHTS FADE 
 


