Red, Red Wine

by

Pete Barrett

Mel: - Thirties

Mike: Thirties

Waiter – Thirties

Pete Barrett

213 St John's Road

Colchester

Essex 

CO4 0JG

peterbarrett250@googlemail.com
www.petebarrett.co.uk 

01206843139

07864799857


(Sounds of a busy restaurant. MIKE is seated at a table. On the table is a half empty bottle of red wine. Mike has red wine in his glass. He is reading the menu. There is also a menu in Mel's place. Enter MEL who approaches the table tentatively).
Mel:  
Hi. Are you..

Mike:  
(Standing up) Mike. It's Mike. And you're Mel?

Mel:  
Yep. That's me. Bit embarrassed. Always hate the introductions.

Mike:  
Please, please, have a seat.

Mel: 
I'm a bit late. Fashionably late.

Mike:  
No, no. It's fine. (Indicating the wine) Gave me time for a bit of Dutch courage.

Mel: 
Are they brave, the Dutch?

Mike:
It's a saying.

Mel:  
I know. I say it all the time.

Mike:
I'm sure.

Mel:
Didn't want to get here first. Don't want to be sitting here on my own. Also. Don't want to appear desperate. Not too desperate anyway.

Mike:  
It's fine, don't worry. Can I order you a drink? I've got the red already.

Mel:  
Red?

Mike:  
Red wine.

Mel: 
Red, red wine.

Mike: 
(Doesn't get It) Yes. It's red. Wine.

Mel: 
You know – Red, red wine. By UB40.

Mike: 
(Still doesn't get it). Oh I see. Right. Would you like some?

Mel:
What?

Mike: 
Wine

Mel:  
Oh yes. Yes, please. I love red wine. Drink it all the time.


(MIKE pours her a glass. MEL takes a sip of red wine and then grimaces)
Mike:  
It is quite tart.

Mel:  
No, no, it's fine. Love it.

Mike:  
So, you're Mel.

Mel:  
Yes. And you're Mike.

Mike:  
Quite a nice place, this 

Mel:  
What place?

Mike:  
Here?

Mel:  
Oh yes. Lovely. Although..

Mike:
Although?

Mel:
(Whispers) All the waiters are black.

Mike
Yes.. Is that a problem for you?

Mel:
Is it for you?

Mike:
No.

Mel:
Me neither. No, no. I love black waiters. They make totally great waiters, black people. (Whispers) Much better than Pakis.

Mike:
Sorry?


(Pause)
Mel/Mike
(Together) Are you..

Mel:  
Sorry. You first.

Mike:  
What do you do?

Mel:  
I'm a nurse.

Mike:  
Really? You're a nurse. Great. Saving people's lives and all that.

Mel:  
Once or twice. Not every day. Mind you, you get some right ones. Better off dead, some of them. The smell! 

Mike:  
That's why they call you angels.

Mel:
I've never been called that. (PAUSE) Tom.

Mike:  
It's Mike.

Mel:  
Sorry. (Beat)  Mike. 

Mike:  
Yes.

Mel:  
What do you think about marriage?

Mike:  
Marriage, gosh. Never really thought about it.

Mel:  
No, no, me neither. (Beat) You mean you've never, ever, actually thought about it.

Mike:  
Well, it's crossed my mind a few times..

Mel:  
With someone special?

Mike:  
No. Never really got that close, to be honest. I mean, if I met the right person...

Mel:  
The right person?

Mike:  
Yes.

Mel:  
The right person. Do you have specifications?

Mike:  
You know what they say - one day you'll meet someone, and you'll just know..

Mel:  
Who says that?

Mike:  
People.

Mel:  
Oh, I see. So, nothing specific then. Nothing that would rule it out completely. Right. 

Mike:  
Anyway. Marriage these days. Bad.

Mel:  
In what way?

Mike:  
They don't last. Plus.

Mel:  
Yes?

Mike:  
Well, weddings: 30k, 40k. Just for one day. It's an awful lot of money.

Mel: 
I know. It's totally bonkers, isn't it.

Mike:  
Mad

Mel:  
I reckon you can do it for 25k tops. Easily, that's the cake and everything. I mean, you don't need horses and a carriage, do you?

Mike:  
That's so (Katie Price), isn't it?

Mel:  
Awful woman. No, I think a Vintage car would do. I don't know, you know, off the top of my head  something like a 1929 Rolls Royce Phantom Convertible Sedan, anything like that would do.

Mike:  
Right, right. Would you like to look at the menu?

Mel:  
Don't we need to do that at the venue?

Mike:  
No. I mean. The one just there.

Mel:  
Oh that one. That one. Of course, what am I thinking?


(MEL scans the menu briefly) 
Mel: 
 I'll just have what you're having.

Mike:  
Really. I was going to have the liver and bacon.

Mel:  
Oh God, no, what, liver and bacon?

Mike:  
Sorry? Don't you like...

Mel:  
No, no, I love liver and bacon. It's just, I had it at lunch. Can't get enough, you know, liver and bacon. Mmmm. Delish.

Mike:  
You can have something else.

Mel:  
I was just thinking though. Just off the top of my head. What about bridesmaids?

Mike:  
What about them?

Mel:  
How many?

Mike:  
It's four. Usually. Isn't it?

Mel:  
What FOUR!!

Mike:  
Or two, maybe two.

Mel:  
Only TWO?

Mike:  
Three then, say three.

Mel:  
You see, I knew it. I knew when I walked in that door and saw you sipping your red wine. I knew we were on the same wave length. Three bridesmaids, spot on. Thing is, I've got these three nieces. They're dying to be bridesmaids. My brother-in-law. Wish I didn't have to invite that bastard. But their wedding was so beautiful. He looked so handsome and she looked so beautiful. He got drunk of course. Nearly ruined everything. Ended up unconscious in the fountain. Do you drink a lot, Mike?

Mike:
No. Just a few glasses of wine, now and then. You've got a big family then?

Mel:  
Quite big.

Mike:  
I'm on my own basically. No brothers and sisters. My parents died a while back.

Mel:  
That's so sad. Oh, that's awful. You poor man. It's all going to look a bit sparse on your side then.

Mike:  
Sorry, don't quite know what you mean.

Mel:  
What about children? You must want to have children, surely. Just think about it – kicking the football about in the yard, with your son. Teaching him to ride a bike.

Mike:  
Not much of footballer, I'm afraid. And I never did learn to ride a bike.

Mel:  
What never?

Mike:  
Never.

Mel:  
Mike, can I ask you rather personal question?

Mike:  
I guess...

Mel:  
You're not gay, are you?

Mike:  
Me, no, I'm totally heterosexual. Why would you think I was gay?

Mel:  
Oh no, no. I don't mean you come across as gay. I mean, I can tell you're a real man, just looking at you. No, I just thought when you mentioned not liking football or riding a bike.

Mike:  
Gays don't ride bikes then?

Mel:  
Not usually, no.

Mike:  
Really. I didn't know that.


(MEL glances at the menu) 
Mel:  
Gosh, it's a bit pricey isn't it. I didn't know it was that posh. And they still do liver and bacon. Weird. That's more sort of transport cafe, isn't it? The steak's thirty quid.

Mike:  
Look, Mel, I invited you, so this is all on me. I'm taking care of the bill. I don't believe in all that going Dutch palaver.

Mel:  
Dutch?

Mike:  
You know, sharing the bill.

Mel:  
Oh really. Oh good, good. These prices, though. Must be run by Jews.

Mike:  
Sorry?

Mel:  
Must be run by Jews. You know, (Taps her nose. Horrible accent) Oy-Yoy-Yoh, put up the prices, they're only gentiles.


(Long silence)
Mel:  
Only joking. You're not Jewish, are you?

Mike:  
No. But some of my friends are...

Mel:  
Oh I see.

Mike:  
People make jokes, I know. But I wouldn't have anything to do with someone who was anti-Semitic.

Mel:  
Nor would I, Mike, Nor would I. I'm totally in favour of Semitics. I've got loads of Semitic friends.

Mike:  
Look, Mel. It's been really nice meeting you. You're a very attractive woman. I'm sure most men would jump at the chance. But, the thing is... I think I'm just going to leave now.

Mel:  
Leave?

Mike:  
I... I don't think this is going to work out. It's me, not you. I'm just no good at these things.

Mel:  
But we haven't eaten, yet. I'm really hungry. I was looking forward to liver and kidneys.

Mike:  
Liver and bacon.

Mel:  
Whatever. (BEAT) You can't leave now, what'll people think?

Mike:  
They'll probably think we were on a blind date and we didn't quite hit it off.

Mel:  
Where on Earth would they get that idea?

Mike:  
They probably won't even notice.

Mel:  
Did I do something wrong?

Mike:  
No, nothing. You didn't do anything wrong. It's me. Everyone says... You're a lovely person. I'm sure you'll find, you know.. 


(MIKE stands up, puts money on the table and holds out his hand. They shake hands and MIKE leaves. After a few moments the waiter comes over)
Waiter:  
Er, will you still be ordering, madam?.

Mel:  
No. He had to go. It's an emergency.

Waiter: 
I'm sorry to hear that.

Mel:  
I'm used to it. He's a brain surgeon. Happens all the time.

Waiter: 
Very inconvenient, for you.

Mel:  
Yeah. He did one this morning. But it fell out. Apparently. 

Waiter: 
Sorry to hear that.

Mel:  
What can you do?

Waiter: 
So, will you be dining alone?

Mel:  
Probably not. Are you married at all?

THE END

8

