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  Characters




  JACQ, thirty-something, white




  KAS, thirty-something, British Asian




  ADAEGO, thirty-something, British Nigerian




  TOBIN, forty-something, white, English
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  ACT ONE




  Masada Restaurant, East London. Night.




  Masada is Turkish for ‘on the table’ and an iconic Jewish symbol that means ‘Never Surrender’. There are four counters with bar stools behind them and a food preparation and cooking station at each of them.




  JACQ, thirty-something, white, working class, jeans, T-shirt and an apron, is preparing a fabulous meal at just one station (with her back to the audience, facing the high stools where the diners would be sitting on the other side of the counter). She’s dancing to Alicia Keys’ ‘If I Ain’t Got You’ as she works. Her movements are decisive, like a surgeon, and she has a lot of natural swagger in her hips and shoulders, and not just when she dances.




  JACQ has natural authority. The kind you’re born with. She’d make a great Mother Superior if she hadn’t lost her faith in God and a great MP if she hadn’t lost her faith in politics. She runs a restaurant because she’ll never lose her faith in food.




  Just as she and the music build to a climax, A MAN IN A BASEBALL CAP knocks on the glass door (upstage) and points at his watch.




  MAN IN A BASEBALL CAP (through the glass). What time do you open?




  She smiles and points at the ‘Closed’ sign. He looks confused.




  JACQ (shouting through the glass). We’re closed tonight! Sorry!




  MAN IN A BASEBALL CAP. Why are you in there making food then?




  She kills the music with a remote.




  JACQ (shouting through the glass). Um. Because it’s my place, mate, and I can do what I want.




  He stands there. She presses a button on the counter and shoots a jet of fire into the air. Restaurant pyrotechnics. The guy takes the hint and leaves.




  (Joshing to herself.) Yeah, you better run!




  She chops vegetables and turns the music back on and continues dancing and singing into a wooden spoon. A man’s voice booms up from a hole in the floor.




  KAS (offstage). Is the 2003 Château Pontet-Canet too much or not enough?




  She kills the music again.




  JACQ. What?




  The man pops his head up through the hole, he has a bottle of wine in his hand.




  It’s JACQ’s partner (both romantic and business), KAS, thirty-something, lower-middle-class, British Asian. He wears an open-neck, very white shirt. He’s so eager to please you, it’s a bit annoying. He’s also a bit vain but in the kind of way where you look at him and think ‘fair enough’.




  He’s shelved his dreams because JACQ’s were so much better thought out than his and he spends more money on his hair than she knows or they can afford. He went on a course to learn about wine. All this makes him the perfect maître d’ for Masada.




  KAS. I was just saying, is the 2003 Château Pontet-Canet too much or not enough?




  He waves the bottle at her.




  We need to give them a good time and make them feel we appreciate them but we also need to make them not think we’ve spaffed their money up a wall.




  JACQ. We do appreciate them. We haven’t spaffed their money up a wall.




  KAS. Yeah but what wine says that? I feel like a 2003 Pontet-Canet might say, ‘We’re drinking your losses’ but the house red might say, ‘Fuck you and the motorbike you rode in on.’




  JACQ laughs.




  JACQ. Christ. Drink every time he mentions his fucking ‘Ducati Scrambler’.




  KAS. Deal… But drink what?




  He disappears momentarily and reappears with a case of wine. He heaves himself out of the hole and pops the manhole cover across.




  Seriously. This is a sensitive evening. We’ve got to make them understand we did everything we could –




  JACQ. – We did! Everything!




  He lays the countertop as she prepares food.




  KAS. And also… real talk?




  JACQ. Real talk.




  KAS. Okay, seriously, Jacq – I think we’ve just got to say they’ll get their money back.




  JACQ. Kas! It was an investment! Not a loan! His investment failed. So he doesn’t get it back.




  KAS. But –




  JACQ. – But what about the other investors? You’re not offering them a money-back guarantee.




  KAS. They’re not real people we have to have dinner with.




  JACQ. It’s one awkward meal!




  KAS. But they’re old friends and they helped us –




  JACQ. – It’s not ‘they’! It was his money not hers! He made that clear. The patronising ponce.




  KAS. Come on. I’m very fond of him. In a way.




  JACQ. That should be on his business card. ‘Tobin Blake. You’re very fond of me – in a way.’




  KAS shrugs and it turns into a shudder.




  KAS. It’s what my dad always said though, ‘Borrow money. Lose a friend.’




  JACQ. We didn’t borrow money. He invested in a restaurant. We did a good job but we didn’t turn a profit –




  KAS sighs as he polishes a glass.




  KAS. So are we using the word ‘bankrupt’ or not?




  JACQ. Definitely not.




  KAS. What are we saying then?




  JACQ (listing options). Insolvent. Depleted resources. Winding up the shop. Closing-down sale.




  KAS picks up a pad from beside the register.




  KAS. Let me write these down. I feel like I’m just gonna blurt it out the second they come in. ‘We’re bankrupt!’




  JACQ (kissing him on the lips). Let me do the talking. Just pour the wine and look pretty.




  He polishes a glass, then stops and looks at her.




  KAS. I’m going to miss doing this. With you.




  There’s a moment of quiet sadness between them.




  JACQ. Relatable content.




  KAS. Still. There’ll be other dreams –




  JACQ. – To fuck up.




  KAS. If only we had fucked it up. At least we could get it right next time. You did everything brilliantly. And I did everything… well enough.




  JACQ. You know what the accountant said, running a restaurant’s a gamble. Most close down in a year. We’ve done really well to get to nearly two. We’ve smashed it really.




  KAS looks at her: Did we?




  (So much for.) All those predictions that people would continue to support local businesses after the lockdown.




  KAS. Yeah, yeah.




  JACQ goes back to cooking. KAS puts down the glass he’s polishing and turns to her. He slowly slides down onto one knee. She looks up – horrified.




  Will you marry me?




  JACQ. Lol. No. We can’t afford it.




  KAS. Hackney Town Hall. Six friends. Honeymoon in Southend-on-Sea.




  JACQ. We can’t afford it.




  KAS. Just the marriage licence and a Pret, then.




  JACQ. Why?




  KAS. I need something to look forward to.




  JACQ. That’s what Bridgerton is for.




  JACQ chops vegetables loudly.




  KAS. I’m serious.




  JACQ. No you’re not. What we have – works.




  She chops faster.




  Relationships should be based on a mutual fear of ageing alone and the understanding that there is a price to be paid for that.




  She scrapes the veg into a pan.




  And that price is the hundreds of irritating compromises we have to make every day.




  KAS. See! Your wedding vows are writing themselves!




  JACQ. Fuck it – open the posh stuff before the bailiffs take it away.




  He opens the expensive wine.




  (Suddenly.) Hey, there’s no chance he already knows, is there?




  KAS. Nah, I checked Google Docs again today. He’s never opened one of the investor reports. I think he just really trusts us… Ughhh.




  He crumbles at this idea and JACQ sees her moment to grab the bottle, pour it into her glass and knock some back.




  Let it breathe!




  JACQ (looking at the label). A wine like this is what’s known as a ‘fast breather’.




  KAS (sarcastically). Ah, an asthmatic wine. They didn’t mention those on my wine course.




  He fills a glass and drinks too. She cuts a sliver of something sweet she’s prepared and tries it. Yum.




  JACQ. Well the baklava will be baller, even if the news is not.




  KAS polishes the final glass and checks his hair in his phone camera.




  KAS. Why do you think she stays with him?




  JACQ. Married. It’s very time-consuming to extricate yourself. Too much paperwork. Beware.
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