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Welcome (Back) to VAULT


We once dreamed about offering the chance for talented writers at VAULT to see their work published. (Enter Nick Hern Books, confident, bold, even foolhardy.) Three years on, and Plays from VAULT is becoming a festival staple. It’s energising to know that there is interest in, and demand for, the VAULT alumni of 2018.


This year, these committed and passionate publishers have gone a step further, becoming the sole sponsors of the VAULT New Writers Award. Alongside writer Camilla Whitehill, and producer Rosalyn Newbery, eight brand-new playwrights are taking part in an eight-week writers’ course at VAULT. It wouldn’t have happened without Nick Hern Books and they deserve loud thanks for their belief in nurturing new talent.


VAULT 2018, the sixth festival, runs for eight weeks. We are joined by more venues than ever including the Waterloo East Theatre, the Network Theatre, and the Travelling Through Bookshop. There are already over 330 groups of artists featured in the programme at this year’s festival.


If you’re reading this, there’s a good chance you’re already curious, so forgive us if we co-opt you a little further. If you’re good at being an audience member, come and see more than you planned to at VAULT. If you’re good at being an artist, think about bringing something to VAULT 2019. If you’re good at being a commissioner, you can go right ahead and commission these writers.


To the future!


Mat Burt, Andy George & Tim Wilson
VAULT Festival Directors











Burkas and Bacon Butties was first performed on 14 February 2018, at VAULT Festival, London, with the following cast:









	YUSUF
	Antony Bunsee




	SHAZIA
	Shamia Chalabi




	JEAN
	Holly Joyce




	CHRIS
	Timothy O’Hara




	YASMIN
	Lisa Zahra






At the time of going to print the role of Ashraf was still to be cast.









	Directors
	Sarah Butcher & Sarah Henley




	Design Consultant
	Tom Rogers




	Lighting Designer
	Alex Lewer




	Sound Designer
	Jon Everett




	Graphic Designer
	Alex Lewer




	Producer
	Tara Finney Productions






Thanks


Burkas and Bacon Butties would not have been possible without the support of:


Arts Council England
The Peggy Ramsay Foundation
Shoreditch Town Hall
Arcola Theatre
ArtsEd


For more information, please visit www.tarafinney.com











Characters


YUSUF


ASHRAF


SHAZIA


JEAN YASMIN


CHRIS









 


 


 

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















Scene One


We see an empty cab with the hazard lights on, Arabic music blaring out. There are fragrance trees hanging off the mirror along with some ‘99 names of Allah’ prayer beads. There’s a plastic bag with Arabic writing on it on the passenger seat and a few empty mugs littered around the cab. The radio crackles.


YUSUF. Driver 1154, can I have your location?


Pause.


1154, please come in, can I have your location?


Pause.


ASHRAF, COME IN, MAN! We have a job for you!


ASHRAF rushes back to the car, hands full with coffee, a pie, some Hula Hoops and a cigarette. He spills the coffee on himself as he gets into the car and presses the receiver.


ASHRAF. Shit! Shit! Yes I’m here!


YUSUF. You can’t be taking these liberties! Let me guess, picking up snacks?


ASHRAF. No, no, nothing like that.


YUSUF. Coffee then?


ASHRAF. Excuse me but I am professional – no stopping while working, brother, okay? You still on that diet?


YUSUF. You know Hafifah – she’s tap-tap-tap in my head – lose weight, stop smoking, this, that. But Inshallah I feel good! You should try it too!


ASHRAF. Yusuf, I have already a wife and a daughter – there is no more space for a nagging-horse brother as well!


A beat.


YUSUF. I saw Shazia in the Grand Arcade the other day. Brother – when’s she gonna start –




ASHRAF. I’m working on it.


YUSUF. She was with someone – a man.


ASHRAF. Probably a work colleague.


YUSUF. She was holding his hand.


A beat.


You should talk to her, be strict – get her to –


ASHRAF. I am, I am.


YUSUF. For the family, Ashraf – we can’t have this. I won’t allow it.


ASHRAF. Oh big ‘welcome home, Ashraf’, isn’t it? ‘No snack breaks’… ‘watch your daughter’… anything else? Am I breathing too loudly? Want me to iron my underpants some more? As my loving brother, you could be asking me how Egypt was.


Pause.


YUSUF. How was Egypt?


ASHRAF relaxes into the conversation, putting a single Hula Hoop on each forkful of pie and then adding some of his ‘special sauce’ from a bottle in the cup holder.


ASHRAF. Fantastic man, good food, relaxation – no stress.


YUSUF. No stress? I heard about the suicide bombs. Fundamentalist idiots.


ASHRAF. Yes but the protest – it was beautiful. The Christians all joined hands to protect the brothers while we prayed in the square.


YUSUF. And of course Yasmin –


ASHRAF. Finally.


YUSUF. Look – after shift come to the café with us? We go have some tea, talk –


ASHRAF. Sounds good – what time? I’m picking Shazia up.


YUSUF. Shit! This pick-up – I forgot – Café Bruciani’s –


ASHRAF. Ah yes!




YUSUF. Mrs… Jean –


ASHRAF. Don’t give me nightmares!


YUSUF. Smith.
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ASHRAF takes another forkful of pie with a Hula Hoop on it and crunches down.


YUSUF. You are eating!


ASHRAF. Outrageous!


YUSUF. I can see your location. You’re at Galloway’s?!


ASHRAF. You got me! The best pies in Wigan, spiced it up with some of my special sauce!


YUSUF. Ah, bring me one, brother?


ASHRAF. Sorry… it’s impossible.


YUSUF. Why?


ASHRAF. Your wife would kill me.


Scene Two


Later that day. ASHRAF is waiting in the car, smoking. He’s slicking down what little hair he has with a brush, checking his teeth – trying to floss with a taxi receipt. He puts out the cigarette and tries to waft the smoke out. He then sprays some Joop from his bag of duty-free around the car.


SHAZIA arrives and takes her engagement ring off, moving it to another finger. She opens the door to get in and ASHRAF moves the plastic bag on the seat to his lap.


ASHRAF. Hello, baby! Just some shells there – sorry. What, no hug?


He tries to hug her but she’s rigid.


Shaz –




SHAZIA. You said you’d be gone a month.


Pause.


I thought something had happened.


ASHRAF. Like what? I got stuck in the pyramids? I became a mummy? Got eaten by a camel?


SHAZIA. Not funny.


Pause.


Didn’t you even want to know how I was?


ASHRAF. Baby – it was busy, and…


SHAZIA. Right.


Pause.


I was really worried – those attacks, the news –


ASHRAF. I brought you a present.


He passes her the bag with Arabic writing on.


SHAZIA. You think you can buy forgiveness, is that it? Is it jewellery?


ASHRAF. I’m a taxi driver – not a millionaire!


SHAZIA. Or perfume? I see you bought yourself some Joop. Nuts?!


ASHRAF. Special five-star gold-standard the best of bee’s knees Egyptian nuts –


SHAZIA. Wait… that you’ve clearly opened and started eating!


ASHRAF. I got a bit hungry… it’s the thought that counts, habibi!


SHAZIA. Thanks.


ASHRAF. In Arabic?


SHAZIA. Shukraan.


ASHRAF turns the radio on. Whitney Houston, ‘I Wanna Dance with Somebody’ plays. ASHRAF sings and SHAZIA joins in. The radio starts to crackle and YUSUF’s voice can be heard talking to another driver. ASHRAF switches the taxi radio off and turns Whitney down.


Dad… I need to tell you something and –


ASHRAF. Yusuf saw you the other day.


SHAZIA. Where? I didn’t see him – why didn’t he say hi?


ASHRAF. In the Grand Arcade… he said you were with a man – holding hands.


SHAZIA. Oh.


Silence.


ASHRAF. Have you thought about the headscarf thing? Please. For me, habibi.


ASHRAF fumbles around in his door and pulls out a piece of paper, he hands it to SHAZIA.


SHAZIA (reading). Spicy-sauce name ideas: ‘Sauce and Spice and All Things Nice’, ‘Kiss My Sauce’, ‘Wigan Spice’, ‘Ashraf’s Special Sauce’.


ASHRAF. It’s good innit?


SHAZIA. You definitely can’t use the last one.


ASHRAF. Why? It does what it says on the tin? If Captain Birdseye can sell his fishy fingers then I can have my special sauce.


SHAZIA. Fish fingers.


ASHRAF. I’ve been working on some new flavours, and its ‘mwaah’. I’m going to speak to Tony at the market… Mr Nando had to start somewhere innit?


SHAZIA. Yep!


They listen to the radio for a few beats.


ASHRAF. So you’ll think about the headscarf thing though, yes?


She reaches into the plastic bag to get some nuts.


SHAZIA. How’s quitting smoking going?


ASHRAF. Good. I’m feeling good. Inshallah.




SHAZIA. So what’s this?


She presents a pack of duty-free cigarettes to him.


Spraying Joop everywhere doesn’t mean I can’t smell it.
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