Prose: Our ruined holidays 

My wife and I planned to spend the weekend in a quiet hotel in Spain.  

We had imagined that there would be nobody on the beach, 

and that the locals would be happy to see us.  

We wanted to relax and we had been looking forward to it 

for a long time.  When we arrived, we found 

that the hotel was a building site, 

and that we could not escape from the loud disco music. 

The resort was full of our British compatriots, 

mostly drunk, and we were disappointed 

that the beach was very polluted. My wife was outraged 

that it was also a nudist beach!  We felt we'd been misled, 

because our travel agent had told us nothing about this, 

and the brochure showed only clean sand and blue sea. 

We probably shouldn't have gone to Ibiza in August.

