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  Characters




  PEACE, Black woman, late twenties/early thirties




  ROY, mixed-heritage man, mid/late twenties




  FAVOUR, Black woman, Nigerian accent, mid-fifties




  BOLU, Black man, Nigerian accent, early thirties




  VOICE/FATHER, Black man, Nigerian accent, late fifties




  Notes




  The play is imagined to take place in one location, the down-stairs of Roy and Peace’s home, in an open-plan living area.




  Words in square brackets [ ] are not spoken.




  A forward-slash ( / ) indicates an overlap.




  Characters will at various moments speak in Yoruba, the language of a tribe in Nigeria. Everything the audience needs to understand, they will. A glossary is included at the end of the script.




  




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




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  Saturday.




  Quiet. An African drum is hit. The sound rings out.




  VOICE. Okay okay okay.




  The drum is beaten again.




  Are you listening? You must listen.




  The drum is beaten again and again, till it finds its rhythm – slow and strong. It could be a warning, it could be a call to action.




  It is coming. Don’t you see? It is coming. Iyawo mi. It cannot be stopped now.




  Blackout.




  (Whispered.) Look. Look. Wo!




  Lights up on the open-plan living area.




  In the kitchen area is PEACE standing by a large cooking pot on the stove, and ROY, on the living-room sofa, working on his laptop. PEACE checks inside the large stockpot and grimaces. ROY looks over at her, a bemused smile on his face.




  PEACE takes a spoon and tastes what she has made… she grimaces again. She looks at ROY. He looks away, now typing enthusiastically and making a point of looking focused.




  Note: This dialogue moves fast.




  PEACE. Babe.




  ROY. Hm?




  PEACE. Babe.




  ROY. Yes?




  PEACE. Can you taste this?




  ROY. Sorry?




  PEACE. Can you taste this rice please – ?




  ROY. The what, rice? Yeah sure.




  ROY tries to steal extra time at his laptop. Beat.




  PEACE. Can you taste it now Roy?




  ROY. I’m up and I’m tasting.




  PEACE. Thank you.




  PEACE looks eager as ROY lifts up a spoonful of rice… He looks terrified.




  ROY. Should probably blow it first, ’cause of the –




  PEACE nods.




  ROY tastes the rice.




  PEACE. What do you think?




  ROY. …Wow.




  PEACE. Is it good?




  ROY. Erm yeah, no yeah, I think so.




  PEACE. Does it taste like the one my Mum made?




  ROY. Is it her… recipe?




  PEACE. TikTok. It’s a TikTok recipe.




  ROY. Right.




  PEACE. Naijagirl627. Does it taste – ?




  ROY. Well I can’t really remember your mum’s one specifically, but I think… it’s a bit different.




  PEACE. How do you mean?




  ROY. Well it tastes more like a Nigerian risotto.




  PEACE. A Nigerian risotto?




  ROY. Yeah it’s like what jollof rice can be, but like… mushier?




  PEACE. Oh my gosh.




  ROY. It’s still special in its / own very different way, it’s –




  PEACE. / Oh my gosh, no no –




  ROY. Peace, is there cheese in this?




  PEACE. This is going to be so embarrassing!




  PEACE goes to grab the pot.




  ROY. What are you doing?




  PEACE. I’m chucking it.




  ROY. No Peace you’re not chucking it, you’ve been cooking it for nearly two hours – that’s probably why it’s gone creamy –




  PEACE. HELP ME!




  ROY. Right, okay let’s – let’s just… okay – We can have something else. Pizza? I wouldn’t mind a pizza?




  PEACE. No, I don’t want a pi– no.




  ROY. There’s a place that delivers African food, it’s quite close?




  PEACE. It has to be Nigerian food.




  ROY. That’s what I meant –




  PEACE. You’re just – You’re not helping.




  ROY. Stay with me babe. Okay so it’s not quite rice any more. But let it go cold and it’s a similar texture to hummus so –




  PEACE. Hummus, Roy –




  ROY. Maybe we get a crusty loaf, some carrot sticks and make it a Nigerian dip –




  PEACE. No jokes. We’re not laughing at this.




  But PEACE is now laughing.




  ROY. Or we blend it up and we make it a Nigerian gazpacho.




  PEACE. ROY! Is it really that bad?




  ROY’s face says it all.




  (With dread .) I need to call my mum, don’t I? Should I just call her?




  ROY. Definitely not.




  PEACE. I’m getting all flappy. I’m flapping.




  ROY. Hey, hey – Come here.




  PEACE. I need to call my – where’s my phone?




  ROY. Don’t know –




  PEACE. It’s gone babe.




  ROY. No it hasn’t.




  PEACE. I’ve lost it.




  ROY. Did you have it when you were cleaning the spare room?




  PEACE. Yes.




  ROY. Did you leave it in there?




  PEACE. Yes.




  ROY. Okay so…?




  PEACE nods. Pause. PEACE looks at the pot of rice, then at the room, then at ROY, before looking at the pot again.




  Would you like me to get your phone for you Peace?




  PEACE. Yes please – thank you – yes.




  ROY exits. PEACE tries to take a calming breath. She opens a window and breathes in and out then turns back to the room. She looks at the photo albums laid out on the dining table.




  Do you think I should put away all the pictures?




  There is no response.




  Roy?




  ROY (from off ). Can’t hear you properly.




  Slight pause.




  PEACE. Do you think I should just hide all the pictures?!




  ROY (from off ). I can’t hear you, Peace.




  PEACE. Okay!




  Pause. Then –




  It’s just I don’t want him to think I’m rubbing his face in it – having all these family photos and memories. I don’t want to be insensitive to –




  ROY enters with PEACE’s phone.




  ROY. You’ve got seven missed calls from your mum.




  PEACE. Crap. Thank you. Thank you – Crap – Shit.




  So what do you think?




  ROY. About what?




  PEACE. The photos, Roy.




  ROY. The – ?




  PEACE. Should I hide some of them?




  ROY. What, the ones with your dad? No, don’t think so. No.




  PEACE. Really?




  ROY. Well if you want to, but you don’t have to. He knows you grew up with your dad.




  PEACE. Maybe I’ll just angle them away from the door, so it’s not the first thing he sees. Yeah, maybe… Seven missed calls, that’s, that’s – I hope she’s alright.




  PEACE dials a number on her phone and presses it to her ear. ROY leans against the countertop. He pulls PEACE in so he’s holding her as she rambles.




  What I’ll do is, I’ll put half of them away and angle the other half, that way it’s not like – actually no, I’ll put them all away, I’ll just – Hello? Mummy?




  Something about PEACE changes.




  Is everything okay? Sorry I missed your calls. Can you help me? I think I’ve messed up the – You’re where? Why? No I don’t mean it like that, of course you can, it’s just –




  PEACE takes a deep breath. She looks at ROY.




  Babe, could you open the door please.




  ROY. Why?




  PEACE. Because my mum’s at the door.




  Pause.




  ROY. Right.




  ROY makes his way across the room as PEACE quickly shoves the displayed photos/albums into various drawers.




  FAVOUR enters.




  FAVOUR. So you have ruined the rice?




  PEACE. I don’t know that it’s ruined, but it might be different to the typical look and texture.




  ROY. Lovely to see you, Favour.




  FAVOUR. Yes.




  FAVOUR and PEACE hug. FAVOUR then holds PEACE’s face in her hands, smiling affectionately. ROY goes back to working.




  My sweet daughter. You should have made lasagne.




  PEACE (tentative). I wanted to make him something from our country.




  FAVOUR. Then you should have followed a recipe.




  PEACE. I did Mum and I asked you teach me yours and you said [no] – which is [fine] I – I need water, do you want water Mummy?




  FAVOUR. Not right now no.




  PEACE. Did we get erm – thingy? Do we have any –




  ROY. Ice is in the bottom drawer.




  PEACE. Thank you.




  PEACE gets herself a drink. FAVOUR looks around the room as PEACE downs her glass then –




  Mum? Why are you – why are you…? Did you stop by to bring something or…? Because remember you said last night that you wouldn’t be around for today?




  FAVOUR. You called me. About the rice.




  PEACE. I know, but you were –




  ROY. You were already at the door, Favour.




  PEACE. Yeah that’s –




  FAVOUR. Are you not blessed my darling daughter? Let me see the food.




  PEACE. I think we have to leave soo–




  FAVOUR looks inside the cooking pot and laughs.




  FAVOUR. Peace! Simple rice you cannot cook?




  ROY. Well I don’t hate it. I mean I also don’t like it but–




  PEACE. Can you just tell me how to make it less watery. Should I add more rice or flour or somethi– ?




  ROY. Flour? Flour… Sounds like a bad idea, no?




  FAVOUR. Roy, go into my car and collect the things in the boot.




  PEACE. What’s in the boot – ?




  FAVOUR. Rice. I’m going to cook it again.




  PEACE. Oh, oh, but but –




  ROY. That very kind but there’s no / time, Favour.




  PEACE. / Roy and I have to go to the airport soon.




  FAVOUR. You hear that Roy? Go and get the rice quickly.




  FAVOUR holds her car keys out for ROY. ROY looks at PEACE.




  PEACE. Maybe I should get the stuff.




  ROY (good natured ). Nope I’ll do it, I can do it.




  ROY goes to exit but stops.




  Peace?




  PEACE. Hm?




  ROY signals for PEACE to move over to him, out of FAVOUR’s earshot. FAVOUR pretends she is too busy to notice.




  ROY. I thought you said she wasn’t talking to you?




  PEACE shrugs.




  Right well if things are okay – Do you think that maybe we should tell her about… should we tell her the news?




  PEACE. Now? Today? Erm no?
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