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  Biscuits for Breakfast was first performed at Hampstead Theatre, London, on 5 May 2023. The cast was as follows:
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  PAUL and JOANNE stand looking at each other. The hissing static sound of a tape player is heard.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Dad!




  DAD (on tape). On here.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Found you, Dad.




  DAD (on tape). You did.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Wanna help me?




  DAD (on tape). Not now.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Please. Come on, Dad, need your help with my homework.




  DAD (on tape). Where’s your mum?




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Dunno. At home somewhere.




  DAD (on tape). Find her.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Found you. Found you, Dad. Need help with my homework.




  DAD (on tape). Tired.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Tired. You haven’t done anyfin’. Just sat here all day. Can’t get tired from sittin’ on a boat.




  DAD (on tape). You can.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Please. Please, Dad, please.




  DAD (on tape). Working tonight.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). That’s ages away. I need a story. Got to write a story. I wanna record one of yours and copy it.




  DAD (on tape). Turn that thing off.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). No.




  DAD (on tape). I don’t like it.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Yeah you do. You listen to them all the time. I’ve heard you listening to them on here.




  DAD (on tape). If I tell a story, you do something for me.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Deal. What is it?




  DAD (on tape). Too late. You already made the deal.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Not cooking.




  DAD (on tape). You already made the deal.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Nooo!




  DAD (on tape). I’ll tell you a story while we cook and then we can eat it together.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Boring.




  DAD (on tape). Not boring. Special.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Just food nothing special about that.




  DAD (on tape). Food is so, special, Paul. It’s in everything I do, see. I catch food, I sell food, I cook food. If you can do one of those things, you’ll always be in work. People always need to eat, see? People will always need food. Cooking’s the best one of them all. Calming. Safe. There’s pride in it, y’know?




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). Yeah.




  DAD (on tape). But, if you can cook properly, if you know flavour and taste and texture, people will pay you to do it. You learn how to cook well, if you get really good at it, you can get rich doing it, son. Imagine that. You can be rich, you can be better. You can be so much better than here.




  YOUNG PAUL (on tape). I like it here.




  DAD (on tape). You do now. One day you’ll want more.




  The tape stops.




  ...




  Music. Like a pub. JOANNE is stood drinking. PAUL walks over to her.




  PAUL. Alright?




  JOANNE. Alright.




  PAUL. Wanna beer?




  JOANNE looks at him. She leaves.




  ...




  One week later. Music. Like a night club. JOANNE is stood drinking. PAUL walks over to her. The music is so loud we can’t fully hear what they say.




  PAUL. Alright?




  JOANNE. What?




  PAUL. I said alright?




  JOANNE. What?




  PAUL. Are you alright?




  JOANNE. Yeah. I’m fine. Why?




  PAUL. What?




  JOANNE. Why are you asking if I’m alright?




  PAUL. I don’t know. You’re on your own.




  JOANNE. Yeah.




  PAUL. Wanna beer?




  JOANNE. I’ve got a beer.




  PAUL. Do you want another one?




  JOANNE. Do I want two beers?




  PAUL. Yeah.




  JOANNE. No.




  JOANNE looks at him. She leaves.




  ...




  One week later. Music. Like a gig. JOANNE is stood drinking. PAUL walks over to her. The music is so loud we can’t fully hear what they say.




  PAUL. Alright?




  JOANNE. Oh, my God!




  PAUL. I said, alright?




  JOANNE. I know.




  PAUL. Are you alright?




  JOANNE. Yeah. I’m fine. Why?




  PAUL. What?




  JOANNE. Why are you asking if I’m alright week after week?




  PAUL. I don’t know.




  I.




  I was just. Do you want a beer? You’ve finished that one.




  JOANNE. No.




  PAUL. Oh. Why not?




  JOANNE looks at him. She leaves.




  ...




  Moments later. Outside.




  PAUL. Alright?




  JOANNE. Oh my God!




  PAUL. What?




  JOANNE. What is that? Alright. Is that the best you can do?




  PAUL. No.




  JOANNE. Go on then, do better.




  PAUL. Sorry, you’re just…




  JOANNE. What? I am just, what?




  PAUL. You’re on your own.




  JOANNE. Yeah. I am. And?




  PAUL. Nothing. It’s cool. Coming out on your own. I think that’s cool.




  JOANNE. Yeah? And now I’m going home on my own.




  PAUL. I’m not a prick.




  JOANNE. I’ll get you a medal.




  PAUL. I’m not a wanker.




  JOANNE. Not a prick?




  PAUL. No.




  JOANNE. Not a wanker?




  PAUL. No. I’m normal.




  JOANNE. Normal?




  PAUL. Yeah.




  JOANNE. Wow.




  PAUL. I’m Paul.




  JOANNE. Goodnight, Normal Paul.




  PAUL. I’m decent. I’m a good lad.




  JOANNE. Leave a girl alone then when she’s asking you to leave her alone.




  PAUL. Yeah. Of course.




  PAUL steps back. He leaves. JOANNE watches him go.




  ...




  One week later. Music plays – like a gig. PAUL is stood drinking, watching the band. JOANNE enters. They notice each other. PAUL keeps his distance. They watch the band. They keep noticing each other. JOANNE smiles. She walks over to him.




  JOANNE. Alright?




  PAUL. Alright.




  JOANNE. Wanna beer?




  ...




  Two weeks later.




  PAUL. Alright?




  JOANNE. –




  PAUL. Sorry. Hello. Hi. Welcome.




  JOANNE. Hello, Normal Paul.




  PAUL. What’s your… I don’t even know your –




  JOANNE. Joanne.




  

    

      	

        PAUL. Cool. I never got the chance to…


      



      	 



      	

        JOANNE. No. Yeah. Joanne.


      

    


  




  PAUL. Joanne. Got it. You look nice.




  JOANNE. Easy.




  PAUL. You do. The hair and –




  JOANNE. Can I come in then or are we having a barbecue?




  PAUL. Sorry.




  They enter his flat.




  JOANNE. What is it?




  PAUL. What’s what?




  JOANNE. Dinner.




  PAUL. Oh, fish pie.




  JOANNE. Right.




  PAUL. What?




  JOANNE. Nothing. Smells good.




  PAUL. Ta. From Newlyn.




  JOANNE. What is?




  PAUL. The fish. Landed and smoked this morning.




  JOANNE. Is that supposed to be good then?




  PAUL. Yeah.




  JOANNE. I get mine from SPAR.




  PAUL. You should get it from Newlyn. Cheaper. Fresher.




  JOANNE. Posher.




  PAUL. No. Not –




  JOANNE. Got egg in it?




  PAUL. Egg?




  JOANNE. Yeah, boiled egg. In the pie.




  PAUL. No.




  JOANNE. I like boiled egg in mine.




  PAUL. In fish pie?




  JOANNE. Yeah. What’s wrong with that?




  PAUL. Nothing. Just not what I –




  JOANNE. This your flat?




  PAUL. No.




  JOANNE. No? What’re you doing in it then?




  PAUL. It’s my brother’s. He’s letting me stay here for a bit. He’s travelling.




  JOANNE. Nice. Where?




  PAUL. Dunno. Australia. Somewhere like that.




  JOANNE. Somewhere like Australia?




  PAUL. Yeah.




  JOANNE. New Zealand then?




  PAUL. Er. Dunno.




  JOANNE. Joke. That was a joke. How long for?




  PAUL. Oh. He’s coming back next year. Visa runs out.




  JOANNE. What happens then?




  PAUL. Get my own spot.




  JOANNE. Where?




  PAUL. Dunno.




  JOANNE. Newlyn?




  PAUL. Maybe.




  Beat.




  JOANNE. I’m not staying.




  PAUL. What? You’ve only just – I’ve made a fish pie.




  JOANNE. The night. I’m not getting into bed with you so –




  PAUL. No. I know. I wasn’t thinking –




  JOANNE. I’m just saying. I’m just being straight.




  PAUL. Fair. Fair.




  JOANNE. In case you were wondering.




  PAUL. I wasn’t. Well, I’m not now.
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