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Sunbed Mike

Gail is in her early 40s, a divorcee.
She lives with her new partner Mike.

Scenes 1 & 3 : armchair
Scene 2: chair

Scene 4: wooden chair

12 minutes
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Lights up.
Gail sits in an armchair in her lounge.
My mother used to say to me, ‘Gail always think things through,
don’t jump from the frying pan into the fire.’ Wise words. Wise
words indeed. Relationships are very tricky. We all yearn for
them, and we enter into them not knowing how it will all turn
out. I married late in life, I was 32. It may have been that I was
panicking a bit, frightened of being left on the shelf. Which was
another piece of wisdom from mother, ‘don’t get left on the
shelf, don’t be an old spinster like Auntie Elsie.’
Pause.
Anyway, I had just broken up with a guy, when I met my husband
to be Geoff. It may have been on the rebound, I don’t know. I
had taken my car to the local garage for a slow puncture and
Geoff was the mechanic. He looked quite nice in his overalls, and
I could see that he looked after himself, quite muscular. We got
chatting about my car etc, etc and he asked if I was single. When
I said that I was he asked if we could meet for a coffee. I agreed
and then we started dating.
Pause.
I was really turned on by his physique. Out of his overalls he
looked great in his t-shirt which clung to his body. Very muscu-
lar. Different to my previous, who was skinny. I thought that if I
found somebody totally different, then I wouldn’t fall into the
trap of ‘jumping from the frying pan into the fire.’ Geoff worked
out after work at a local gym. He would come to my place later
on in the evening. It wasn’t long after meeting that we got
engaged and then married. A bit of a whirlwind romance really.
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Pause.
We bought a house together and everything was going well. We
started a family, Kim was born within a year of being wed.
Bringing up a young one can be very difficult and time consum-
ing. Geoff was good with Kim, they spent a lot of time together.
He would come home straight from work rather than go to the
gym, so he could play with her. That’s when things between us
started to go a bit downhill. I noticed that he started to put
weight on and he just didn’t look too good on it. If I’m honest, it
affected the physical side of the relationship. Well basically, he
just didn’t do it for me anymore.
Pause.
When you go off someone you start to notice things about them
that you didn’t notice before. Bad things. I had to tell him time
and time again to wash his hands properly. He would just pass
them quickly through a running tap. If his hands saw any soap,
it was a miracle. Dirty finger nails and uncombed hair. It was just
horrible. And his dress sense seemed to go. He was still buying
the same waist trousers as before, but they were fitting below
his now expanded stomach. Not a pretty sight. Anyway, to cut a
long story short, things got worse and we parted. We divorced
soon afterwards.
Pause.
I then met Mike when I joined a local gym. I thought it would be
good to get fit and meet new friends. After a while I noticed this
good looking guy, great physique and tanned. Boy was he
tanned. We got chatting and he asked me out. We started
dating. What impressed me about Mike was how well groomed
he was. Always immaculately turned out whenever we went out
together. I noticed that he always had a tan, even when it got to
the winter. He explained that as well as working out at the gym,
he also liked to use the sunbed, as he had light skin and felt that
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he looked better bronzed. I wasn’t going to argue. I had the lot,
a fit guy, with a bronze body and not a hair to be seen on his
body due to ‘manscaping.’ What more could a girl ask for? And
he also had a good job as a double glazing salesman, so had
plenty of money, as an added bonus.
Pause.
It was a couple of years of courting before we got married. I
didn’t want to rush into anything and I wanted Kim to get to
know him. Kim is okay with everything, she sees her dad on a
weekend and spends the rest of the time with us. And we get
the whole weekend together. Works all round really.
Pause.
After seeing Geoff going downhill, I must admit I was a bit weary
of history repeating itself. But it didn’t. He remained attentive to
himself, and he didn’t neglect me. He was very attentive. But I
have never been out with a man before who takes longer to get
ready to go out than I do. He spends a fortune on clothing, shoes
and aftershave. He smells nice, unlike Geoff who often smelt of
oil. Yes, he’s a bit vain. But he’s a good looking man who likes to
make the best of himself. And to do that he has to have the
products, the moisturising cream, the lotion and so on. Men’s
grooming kits are very extensive. He has a lot of combs and
brushes for his hair. Anyway, he has a lot of stuff, so the bath-
room cabinet has a lot more of his things in it than mine. So
what, is what I say. And because he’s a professional guy, he’s in
a suit first thing in the morning, not a pair of scruffy jeans and a
t-shirt like Geoff.
Pause.
Whilst we were out one evening we bumped into some of his
work mates. They’d had a few too many, I think. Anyway, they
came over and were in a very joking manner. They let on that
Mike’s nickname at work was ‘Sunbed Mike,’ which I found very
amusing, Mike didn’t. Anyway, it didn’t spoil the night. We
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moved on somewhere else, had a nice meal and ended the night
in a wine bar. Mike was very careful not to eat a lot, small
portions and no deserts. I don’t mind that. Geoff used to shovel
a giant helping of a main meal down his gullet like there was no
tomorrow.
Pause.
As far as I’m concerned, I have met the man of my dreams. I just
wish I had met him a lot sooner. And I don’t care if his nick-
name’s ‘Sunbed Mike.’ I would sooner climb into bed with a
bronzed ‘Adonis’ than a fat lump smelling of oil anytime.
Fades
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Always a Blue
Sheila is in her late 50s.

She lives alone in the house she used to share with her husband,
Paul.

Scenes 1, 2, 3: armchair

10 minutes
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Lights up.
Sheila sits in an armchair in the lounge of her home. She is
casually dressed.
Just a few days to go to the big derby day. Everton versus
Liverpool. I know Paul will be there. Always has a season pass.
He’ll be in his usual place in the Gwladys Street Stand.
Pause.
It’s always been Everton with Paul. The first time I ever met him
he was dressed in his Everton shirt. We were both fifteen and it
was 1976. The hottest summer on record. And it was extra hot
for me, if you know what I mean.
Pause.
Our respective schools had arranged for the fourth formers to
have a reward for all the hard work we had done, and I think to
give us a break before the hard slog of the final year, O levels
and all that. Our school was in Norwich, Newbridge All Girls
Comprehensive. We were all excited when we were told we
were going to Sheffield Ice Arena at the end of term.
Pause.
We were even more excited when we got there and discovered
that other schools from all over the country were there as well.
I was just getting my boots on when my best friend Tina Dim-
mock came running into the dressing room and announced that
she was being chatted up by a lad from Liverpool. ‘There’s loads
of um,’ she said in her broad Norfolk accent, ‘and they’re all
Liverpool fans.’
Pause.
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Coming from Norwich I wasn’t much interested in football.
Some of the boys I knew down the street supported Liverpool. I
think a couple of boys in the next street went to Carrow Road on
a Saturday to see Norwich City. A bit nerdy they were. Not my
type at all, and not anyone’s type really, never saw them with
girls.
Pause.
Anyway, I quickly got my boots on and headed to the arena to
see what all the fuss was about. And there on the ice were the
Liverpool lads and girls. It was a sea of red shirts except for one
blue shirt. That was Paul. He was the one holding onto the rail. I
was holding onto the rail as well and we sort of met half way. I
could tell he was quite unlike his school friends who immediate-
ly hit on everyone from our school.
Pause.
Paul just had the most amazing smile. A smile I was to get to
know very well. It melted my heart. He had a ‘little boy lost’ look
about him. We both ended up on the floor hanging onto each
other for dear life. (She laughs.) Neither one of us could get the
hang of skating if our lives depended on it. We gave up after a
few attempts and ended up in the café area, drinking Coke.
Pause.
Sometimes you just know when you have met someone that you
are going to get on with. And football didn’t really come into the
conversation. But I did comment that he stood out a little from
his friends. I wasn’t just referring to his Everton shirt. He just had
something. The smile, the look, and those eyes. We knew we
wanted to see each other again. This was a time before mobiles
and social media. We exchanged landline telephone numbers.
That was how it was done in those days. And it was up to the boy
to get in touch.
Pause.
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I went home thinking he won’t get in touch. When he gets back
to Liverpool he’ll forget all about the girl from Norwich. But how
wrong I was. He rang every night until I agreed to see him again.
I persuaded my parents to let me go by train back to Sheffield
and we would spend the day together. It was always a Sunday,
Saturday was taken up with watching Everton, home and away.
Pause.
Apparently they weren’t very good in the 70s. When I told my
cousin Keith who Paul supported, he said, ‘You mean Everton 0.’
I could always gauge what mood Paul would be in when we met
the day after a game. I would watch the results come through
on the Saturday so I could tell what mood he would be in. It was
usually sad, I have to say. Especially when they had played
Liverpool.
Pause.
I wasn’t to know just what part in our lives Everton was going to
play. In the end it was massive. We carried on seeing each other
after we left school and inevitably got engaged. The marriage
was arranged in June 1979, after the football season had fin-
ished, obviously.
Pause.
Paul’s family took control of the wedding day arrangements. The
church they picked was actually adjacent to the ground. When
we had finished with the formalities, the hymns and the vows
we walked back down the aisle to the sound of the Z Car theme
tune, which apparently is always played when the team runs out
for the home games. It felt a crime had been committed. Maybe
it was an omen. Paul’s sister, Marie had already advised me to
wear blue on the wedding night, as she put it: ‘If you want to
have a night to remember wear the team’s colours.’
Pause.
Well, a girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.



ALWAYS A BLUE

23

Gets up and walks to the door.
Fades
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Graduation

Simon is in his late 50s. He is married to Lyn, they have two
children, Tom and Helen. Helen has just graduated with a BA

degree.

Scene 1: armchair
Scene 2: desk and chair
Scene 3: wooden chair

10 minutes
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Lights up.

Simon sits in an armchair in his lounge. Sipping from a wine glass.
Well, it must be the genes, that’s all I can say. Two kids and both
graduates. I’m sure they got their brains from me. I was always
top at school. Actually, I found schoolwork easy, if I’m honest. I
knew as much as the teachers, and in some cases I knew more.
I left school with straight As at O level as they were known then
in the 1970s. I didn’t stay at school to do A levels. I wanted to get
out there and start earning money. Cash and girls is what moti-
vated me. I wanted material things and the best girls hanging on
my arm when I went out around the town. I didn’t want to go to
university. I knew that I could get to the top with shear drive and
ambition.
Pause.
And basically that’s what happened. I got into sales. That’s
where the money is. I started working for a local car dealer. He
just had a small patch, nothing fancy. It was only ever a stepping
stone for me. When I started as an apprentice salesman, I
worked with this old guy, Harry. I learnt the tips of the trade. The
next thing I was selling cars like there was no tomorrow. No
sooner were they on the forecourt, I was selling them. I was
dragging them off the streets. I had the real gift of the gab. It
was the same with girls, I had the patter. Selling cars or any
product is the same as selling yourself to the opposite sex. I
would get into the patter, and success would always follow.
Confidence breeds confidence. I had loads of girls and loads of
cash. But I was ambitious. I wanted to move on to bigger and
better things.
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Pause.
I approached one of the main car dealers in the city. I told him I
was the best salesman that ever walked through his showroom
door. He said, ‘prove to me you can sell, and I’ll hire you.’ And
he gave me a challenge, work for him for a day and sell and I
would get a full-time job with him. I rang in sick at the other
place and got to work straight away at my new job. It basically
was a day interview. He already had salesmen working for him.
But, they were no match for me. I sold four high end cars in the
day. They managed only one car between them, which was a
lower end model. No contest. I was hired.
Pause.
By the time I was twenty I was the senior salesman. I was raking
it in. I also started courting. Just the one girl, Lyn. Who I am now
married to and who gave me two beautiful children. I met many
girls using the patter. It became a bit boring to be honest.
Anyway, near the dealership there was a sandwich shop. Most
of us used to pop in there for our lunch. I went in the first time
and there was Lyn. I fell in love as soon as I saw her. She was
gorgeous. Lovely blonde hair and an unbelievable figure. I tried
the patter on her and got nowhere. Which actually made me
feel good. I knew she wasn’t like some of the other girls I had
pulled. I knew she was different.
Pause.
Anyway, I persevered and managed to get a first date. And I was
actually nervous before meeting up with her. I knew when I saw
her waiting for me, that she was the one for me. Alright she
didn’t have my intelligence, she didn’t do well at school, hence
the job in the sandwich shop, but she had everything I wanted.
She was reserved and was elegant.
Pause.
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Everything went well with Lyn and I proposed six months into
the courtship. She said, ‘yes,’ and we married within a year. We
started a family almost straight away. Tom came first then
Helen, two years later. Both excelled at school. Tom sailed
through his exams and went to the local university, studied
economics; came out with a First and now is a business consult-
ant. Helen quickly followed. She wanted to be different, she has
an individual streak. She wanted to study outside of the city
where we live. She set her heart on going to Leeds University.
She got in, studying History, and has just graduated with a First.
Pause.
Of course you have to have money to put your kids through
university. Lyn gave up work when we started the family. But
she didn’t need to work, I was raking it in. It’s been a bit difficult
balancing work life and family life but I think I did okay on that
scale. I was doing so well at selling cars that Tony, the owner,
told me he wanted me to be the sales director of his Leeds
operation. He had just opened up a dealership in Leeds and he
wanted me to ‘run the shop’, as he put it. To kick start it all, get
it all running smoothly, employ good salespeople, train them up
and then come back home after about six months and become
the equivalent back at base. It’s a ruthless game this. He already
had a sales director in post at his base, so I knew he’d be gone
when I came back.
Pause.
I accepted the posting. I told Lyn that it would only be for a six
month period, and that I would be home on the weekend. Every
weekend. It made it a bit difficult, because she was pregnant
with Tom. But, she agreed, which was a good thing because I’d
already taken the job. We agreed that I would pay for a cleaner
to come in and clean the house weekly and my mother would
call in and help with chores etc. I thought of everything. Every-
thing went well. But something happened whilst I was away
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working that I’m not proud of. But it happened and I can’t
change the past.
Pause.
Basically, I had a fling with one of the girls at the Leeds branch.
Jill worked on the reception of the dealership. As soon as I saw
her I fancied her. And, to be honest I think the feeling was
mutual. We started flirting, both of us making saucy innuen-
does. At first it was just that and then things went a bit further
after a drinking session after work. The problem with working
away is that you get very lonely. I was in digs in Leeds Monday
to Thursday, I travelled back to Derby after finishing early on the
Friday. After the session with Jill I wanted it to be a one night
stand, but it developed into something more. I was with her
most days and we just grew together really. I would spend each
evening Monday to Thursday with her and then Friday to Sun-
day evening with Lyn. I mean when you look at it; I was spending
more time with Jill than I was with my wife.
Pause.
When I went home I would get the obvious question from Lyn:
‘Have you been faithful to me whilst you have been away?’ I
would get that question every Friday evening. I would always
answer the same: ‘yes dear, of course. I’m never tempted.’ Then
I’d kiss her on the lips and pat her little lump which was Tom.
Sometimes now, it cuts me up when I think of the lies.
Fades


