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Food was created by theimaginarybody and was first performed at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, on 2 August 2006 as part of the Edinburgh Festival. The cast was as follows:
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Characters


Frank Byrne


Cherry Byrne, Frank’s wife


George Byrne, Frank and Cherry’s son


Cordelia Byrne, Frank and Cherry’s daughter


Tom Smith, Frank’s best friend / sous chef


Jack Fontaine, patissier


Gunn, kitchen porter


Brigitte Porte, gardé manger


Reggie Le Mains, patissier


Peter Longorias, a food journalist


Harry Rosen, a contributing editor


Sue, a chat show host


Brad, a reporter


Reporter, a reporter


Demart, head of the Michelin Guide


Secretary, Demart’s secretary


Director, film crew


Assistant, film crew


Clapper, film crew


Father, restaurant customer


Son, restaurant customer


A forward slash ( / ) in the dialogue indicates that the next character begins speaking at that point.









FRANK is underwater but it’s like he’s flying, drifting in an underwater breeze. The sounds of water rushing, gurgling and bubbling build to a roar.


The sound cuts out and FRANK is on a beach, on a summer’s day. He is looking over the sea as he refills a spoon with the last bite of a gooey chocolate thing.


Cherry


There are moments aren’t there? Just moments, everything just melts . . . into . . . perfect happiness . . . Remember that beach . . . In Greece?


Frank (realising he has missed what she has said)


Sorry, were you – ?


Cherry (smiling)


Never mind.


FRANK spoons an inky chocolate bite into her mouth.


OH . . . Amazing . . . Got any more?


Frank


No, I was just . . . experimenting, end of a shift stuff, you know.


Cherry (kisses him suddenly)


You are a genius!


Frank


I know I can make this stuff, but I have to follow orders.


Cherry


It’s like me – hardly anything I do gets printed. You’re still cooking, still creating –


Frank


Yeah, but it’s factory work, you make a little piece, you become a little piece. I’m not a machine, I’m – I’m a fucking animal! With these ugly, scarred hands I could – and it’s raw energy but . . . I’m here; ideas coming off me like static and Chef’s just recycling old . . . haute cuisine crap.


Beat.


Cherry


If you had your own kitchen, what would you do?


Frank


Get the right crew . . . Get Tom in.


Cherry


Tom?


Frank


He’d do it for me.


Pause.


Cherry


Get a kitchen and do it.


FRANK laughs.


I mean it, use the money, get a kitchen, and do it.


Beat.


Frank


Are you serious?


Cherry


Deadly.


Frank


Cherry . . . That’s your money.


Cherry


So? I could help out, it’d be good for me too.


Frank


Our restaurant?


Cherry


Yeah.


Frank


You know it’s stupid?


Cherry


It’s ridiculous.


Frank


Restaurants are not a wise investment –


Cherry


It’s a terrible idea.


They start to laugh, exhilarated by the risk.


Frank


You are! You’re serious!


Cherry


Yes I am!


Frank


Let’s get a kitchen!


Cherry


Let’s do it!


A transition to FRANK’s family kitchen. FRANK and TOM are going head-to-head over a bowl of soup. It’s a showdown. CHERRY is between them, asleep.


Frank


Snails in nettle soup?


Tom


Snails in nettle soup.


Frank


Tom, you were wasted in that kitchen.


Tom


I frequently was.


Frank


Where’d you get the nettles?


Tom


Friend of a friend, bloke called Caspar, hand picks ’em every morning in Dorset. I blanched them in their own dew.


FRANK draws his spoon, followed closely by TOM. They dip them into the soup. Slurp it and chew at each other.


There is a moment as they allow the flavours to take hold. FRANK looks initially convinced, then not so convinced. TOM is watching him intently.


Hmmm?


FRANK’s face changes slightly.


What?


Frank


A little tame . . .


Tom


Tame?


Frank


You used butter.


Tom


A little, for the snails –


FRANK tuts.


Only a sliver, I just wiped ’em with it.


CHERRY stirs, they watch her. They taste again.


Frank


Amazing, snails in nettle soup, it’s like eating a bloody hedge, but then you’re left with that soft aftertaste, where you cheated with the butter, and just after . . .


Tom


What?


Frank


Morels . . . (Beat.) Did you cut morels today with the same knife?


Tom


I hate you.


CHERRY wakes up. She takes in the scene, looks at her watch.


Frank


Menu review.


Beat.


Cherry


But, we’re not opening for a month.


Frank


We’re staying ahead.


Cherry (she tastes the soup, her irritation dissolves)


Mmm – OH! FUCK! That’s – wonderful!


Frank


With a few changes, it could be perfect.


Cherry


You should write cookbooks.


Tom


An autobiography!


Frank


After we get the three Michelin stars.


Tom


What’s the title?


Frank


Being Frank.


Cherry


We’ll live off the royalties – we can move to Greece! Next to the sea!


Frank


We’ll be Greek gods of cuisine!


FRANK leads JACK into The Boiling Pot kitchen. Any movement that takes an actor into proximity with another must be accompanied by calls of ‘backs’, ‘behind’ or ‘choud’. The kitchen is in preparation for the day’s service.


I hope you’ve got your coca leaves and amphetamines, Jack, ’cos we forgot how to sleep long ago. We are culinary guerrillas, these dishes detonate in the mouth. My right-hand man, sous chef extraordinaire, Tom Smith!


Gunn


Chef?


FRANK signs off some delivery notes.


Jack


Is that the pork?


Tom


Yeah, Blackspot, farmed by a feller used to be a porn star.


Jack


And you always cook to the same timing or vary it for size?


Tom


I cut them, I know the sizes.


Jack


Can I / get a look – ?


Tom


Frank, where’d you find this one?


Frank (guides JACK on)


On starters and veg, our very own queen of cuisine, Brigitte Porte! I know, she’s a girl, swears like a trooper though.


Gunn


I clean the shit.


Frank


This is your station, desserts, bread . . .


JACK has deftly set up his mis-en-place in moments. FRANK is amused by JACK’s adept response. He looks to TOM and smiles before guiding JACK on.


I do the fish, the sauces and the ball-breaking. (To everyone.) Okay, first in at half twelve, thirty for lunch, and forty for dinner, plus walk-ins.


The printer jerks noisily to life.


Four amuse, two tuna, one asparagus, one scallops.


Gunn and Brigitte


Oui, Chef.


Frank


Now I keep all this up here. (Indicates head.) I know exactly what’s happening on each table. Right now, the amuse is arriving on table nine. Our hostess, Sabine, is welcoming the businessmen to table seven in that low-cut top.


The starters arrive.


Service!


Printer fires.


One sea bass, one beef rare, two pork!


Tom and Brigitte


Oui, Chef!


Frank


I’m moving the orders along – (Indicates head.) up here, timing is everything, it’s all about rhythm, the sea bass is ready, so Brigitte should have the –


Brigitte (as she delivers the vegetables)


Chef.


Frank


And Tom –


Tom (delivering as a timer goes off)


The squealer.


Frank


Service! Two amuse, two terrine.


Gunn and Brigitte


Oui, Chef.


Frank


Three chocolate soufflé, two parfait, two sorbet!


Pause.


Frank (turns to JACK)


Three chocolate soufflé, two parfait, two sorbet. If you’re not listening you can get out.


Jack


Oui, Chef.


Frank


This is the deep end Jack, it’s natural selection.


The printer sound grows rapid, becoming the sound of a machine gun. The kitchen becomes a foxhole in the middle of a battle.


Service! Two bass, three halibut!


All


Oui, Chef.


Frank


Five amuse, two lamb, one medium beef, two pork!


A bomb hits. JACK is separated from the platoon by the blast.
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