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ing peach and holds

She lifts a large, cut, dripp

audience.

‘This here, ych, this isa pca('.h.. .

A ripe and ready to eat beautiful bit

of meaty peach flesh.

Now listen, right.

If you'd never tasted a peach before —

even like, a metally mouthed one

from a Basics tin or the kind ya find

binded in plastic for lunchboxes or some shit -

then when you finally put this peach

inside your cakehole you would be like,

wOow!

How the fuck did you make that, Chef?

And I could go on, couldn’t I?

About how 1 mixed this ingredicnt

from an island with a long name,

with another one that was scavenged

from a motorway

not far away from where you was born

and marinated it for a year,

or some such bullshit. But I won't

Cf)s I ain’t madc it, have 1? '

ls-;f‘; l;:;s }::l::le it. Mother Earth.
perfection?

Why shake it about wi
th
and sparks of sugar, ith flashcs of flour

trying 1o make it look lik, it of
after a good night out; mabitolpuke

I mean, wha is that about?
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Kcep it as it is. A bleeding peach.

Just make it the best bleeding peach it can be.
Soak it in its own juice overnight.

Make sure you buy the right ones in the first place.
Organic and that, fresh, you know, no pesticides
or flies finding their homes in its furry fleshy skin.
Put your facc right up to its glow and let it know
that you will love it, respect it,

think about how it grew,

before you smash it in your mouth

and munch it quicker than a junkic chick

on a shotter’s dick.

But don’t be all poncy prick about it,

like you know things no one else could ever know
about this dear sweet little peachy poo.

Cos after all,

a bit later on you'll be saying a ‘see you later on’

to it all down the shitter.

Yeh, so that’s my, shall we say - philosophy.

On the way I like to do my food, for my gucsts.

I don't want them to have to guess

what went into what's going into them.

I just do it plain and simple

but so good they never forget it.

Come back every day like they need it to live.

Cos here, they kinda do.

I give a little bit of myself every day to them,

a gilt to my loyal gucsts.

Not literally, obviously,

I mean 1 don’t chop a bit of pinky finger into the pot
or sprinkle dandru(l on top of a stew -

let me tell you I ain’t got that, by the way,

dandruff, that's proper rough.

I mean, I give from the inside.

Yeh. Trust me, I even got some tough women crying
from what I can do with a lettuce leaf.

As soon as they get that green between their teeth . . h
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Well, it’s all over:
Who needs diets when veg can taste that good?

This placc I'm at now,
they aren't so keen for me (o proper experiment,

which is all I want.

All T want really,

itsall I,

i’s all that's keeping me going really.
The dream that one day

I'll be able to cook again my way.
Everyone just wants to cook their own way, you know?
And 1 sometimes think,

you know I used to think it a lot,

when some cocksucker was complaining
about it being too hot

or not hot cnough

or it’s a bit salty

it's not as [resh as I like

It's got too much sauce,

bit too dry

thought this wasn't fried

are you sure this is organic?

Where are the sides?

Is this all we get?

Haven't you got better bread?

The menu said the menu said the menu said -
FUCK OFF!

I used to think, do you know what this does,
this life?

It cooks. It feeds. It delivers. It delights.
Then it dies.

People just sit there,

take the plate in front of them,

pick at it,

lick the side of a spoon.

Feel no way about pooling groups

of unwanted food
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togecther at the edges

aongiﬂwhen it comes back,

where do you think it gocs?

We see it,

weseethem.kba heaving

Bulging black bags heavin ‘
withml?fg sustenance that has been rejected, .
like the time from my life it took to prepare it
never really mattered.

Like the farmer, the lorry driver, the packer,
like none of us even matter.

llow much do you think -

do you think we matter?

Us sorry lot who somchow grow food

or make it palatable,

make it something edible?

Pause. Chef smiles.

Incredible innit, food?

Couldn’t live without it.

But gone so quick,

S0 unceremoniously.

I think that's why I got into it,
cooking,

eating,

something to put love into

that you don'’t €xpect to stick around.
You know it will be gone soon.
Knowing is much much
than supposing.
Knowing it will be gone as soon as it’s done,

there’s something very comforting about that,
Something comforting about shin
The silver makes me feel sale.

Clean, ya know? I'm very clean, me.

I need to feel cleaner than usual today.
Yesterday,

well something happened here
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y clean surfaces too,




ycsterday,

before dinner service . . .
It was a mess.

I saw the blood.

I didn’t make it, it wasn’t me, it wasn’t mine.. . .

I just saw it,
I tried to stop it, stem it,
I wiped it I tried to wipeit-1...
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Uoved a man once
who cut shapes into skin cos his words
Worst thing was | worked with words,
making up lines for menus, w
And so when | spoke he look
like I'd hurt 5 Part of him I'd
I never saw hin, doit,

But I saw the blood, 1

dried like dye-poisoned lake
from the leather of a jacket.

L scrubbed silver Prada trainers doused in DNA
with a blcach-dippcd toothbrush

that he'd hardly used.

He wasn't used to 3 girl like me, he’d say,
Babes, you're 5o gully you know.

But proper clever 1o

» Jou wanna do proper things innit?
And I'd smile like yeh, I know, you're right.

Even though every night I used to lie awake,
wonder what the fuck | Was gonna do with my life.

ugh money writing about food,
ere and there but no big thing.
He said he'd bring me in to his shig if I really wanted
but he never did.

He just let me silently do what I always did.
Stroll through the netted smoke he blew,
wrap my legs around his hips and kiss
like my life depended on it
Cos it sort of did.

If 1 had actually seen him do it,
maybe I would have left.
Unable to handle the careless mess,

faces like smashed birthday cakes on the pavement.
But then again, maybe 1 wouldn't.

Because he was sexy and strong

and he made me feel like I was too.

When you've grown up
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didn’t work,

Titing reviews for food.
*d at me

never heard.
his work,

wiped it,

Wasn't making eno
I sold some weed h

his work,




in a darkness so black it's bluc,

that's not something to be taken lightly.

So when one night when he asked me,

Babes, can you put this down your shoe for me yeh?

I'say yeh, minor, I was gonna wear boots anyway.

We drive away and I close my eyes,

making my mind a5 wannabe unsee-through

as the tinted windows o the rented car

that cost more than his flat -

but it was part of ] that and he had to have jt.
ust like I had to have him, needed him to be happy.

I nceded him, to be happy.

After all, this was g world

where a girl could apparcently never compcte,

the shapes we'd cut into skin

would apparently be too neat,

we'd apparently feel sick

when it really came down to it,

hearing frozen branches of bones crack,

we wouldn’t be able to handle that,

wouldn’t have that ‘thing’ it takes

to scrape an eyeball with the edge of a blade

like it’s some kind of 's unwanted skin,

bring a knee to a NOs¢, a gun to a tied tongue.

We apparently

Just wanted Alize mixed with champagne

and fun wrapped in wraps that never let ys forget

who was boss,

how much it cost,

how hard it all was,

to live like (his.

We wouldn't want to getour lips bust

because we needed to be looked at

like we were needed to be kissed

and he needed me to feel like this

so that I would need him,

help him feel less empty.

An emptiness that left him so [ull of soullessness
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that he took his own life cvery nighe,

There’s plenty of ways to die and still stay alive, babes
he used to say.

Anyway, this one night when my Gucci cowboy boots
were full of lead end dreams,

sharp angles that dug into my ankles

making me walk like I had one foot on the moon,
this one night I was standing by a nightclub door,
aloaded gun tucked into my sock

and I spicd the possibilitics of what | might do.
Like stop a bullet making spirals

through the wiry hair of his chest

by jumping up high,

slow motion hand in action

trigger pulled

but skin cold

as [rom across the room a bullet pierces me,
making shapes inside no man could make

No matter how much his words didn’t work.
And I would die

and he'd be safe, unhurt
and I would die.
I wanted that a litle bit, maybe a lot, I'm not sure.
But that isn’t what happened at all,
I'stood by the nightclub door and | thought,
how does it get to this?
How do kids who want to be astronayts and writers
and singers and engineers end y p here?
In the dark corners of someone else’s dream,
doors and clipboards,

s and fists and knives,
forgetting what it [
They knew once,
before crunches of asystem
made them fee] that their minds were
that nobody would miss themn,
that they were dismissed thep,
from living the type of life others lived . . .
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But they would never be forgiven
for not dying trying to live like them.
When

was it ever even possible [or us to live like them?

I bent down to get the gun out, ready to say,
I'm out let’s duck out,

let’s use our money start some sort of business,
it can still be illegal - just not this.

Not violence and conflict,

unpicking the bits of skin that makes up a person,
their memories their existence their reason for being.
Before my hand reaches in,

I sec him.

My eye caught a mirror that showed me my life
and it wasn't looking too nice because there he was,
his hand on somec girl’s facc as she faced

the stairs she was going down

and as he turned back around

and saw me looking

his look looked deeper

than if he'd just tried to deny he was inside her,
even though his dick was still in it as he said it.

I left the gun on the desk behind the door,
where the woman on the till

glanced down at it soundlessly

and then straight back to her magazine,

which was screaming about overweight laces

and racist footballers who they'd still marry anyway,
cveryonce says some things sometimes

that they don’t mean, don't they?

I asked her for a pen and she smiled at that,
handed me a black biro. I never gave it back.

I went and sat at the back of a little Chinese place.
Late night type people,

picking their way through Peking duck rolls,
not looking like the night
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C cxtra crow’s lines

would show them ip the morning,
I started scribbling a meny

that I'd paid for and hated,

1 made up somc latc night convenicnt dishes,
fresh, simple.

Ran to the 94

g meal she’d had
She might have Just been being nice,

as best mates do when you tel] them

the love of your life js 3 complete prick.
I needed to hear it.

taught me to make the things
I'd only written about before,

I'd had in my life up till then,

his heart as gold

As soon as | got

he would take his A4 notepad,

make eight sections in which to break down

into white lined boxes the dish | was learning ¢hag day,

explaining the secrers of its complex s plicity to me.
I was in awe of him -

¢xcept he didn't believe i, baking,
which made my mum tell me

I was disappointed too,
because baking is what had got me into it all
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in the first placc as a kid,

seeing that transformation.

Eggs, flour, sugar, butter onc minute

and a cake the next.

Something so magical about that.

Whatever you do to meat, it's still meat, isn't it?

I learnt how to taste as il my tongue was a paintbrush.
1 ncver gave up,

Chef liked my dedication, determination.

He was getting older by the hour, as we all are,
but his old had started to bend his bones.

He was looking forward to more time off he said,
he thought I was ready, he said.

Ready for what? I said,

I'm not,

I'm definitely not . . .

what?!

It had been four years, me and him, happy.

Now here I was, my own kitchen to run.

Scary, yeh, but maybe one step away,

maybe a decade away from owning my own place.
Insane to think this could really happen!

It was happening to someone like me.

1 mean, WOW.
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Chef Wipes the Previous worg, ]
: 7S the previous $ Off the whiteboqry '
Coconut Curried Bofu’ on it d B

I miss the taste of coconut,
Scraping jt from the ghe|
telt like harq work that thep, deserved
the melting of thy

t wet white meat
between teeth and oh, | loved it

€ven when faced with the grim
I've ca

7 ingredients Provided.
rved out a ligtle corner i

]

this kitchen where | have -
She pauses.

get - got a bit of freedq
But no tofy or coconut.

I reckon with this book h

ere I'm Creating,
even just writing these recipes down,
well, it makes life taste better,

the air scems scented with possibility.
Oritdid.

Today they asked me to cook egg fried rice,

something nice to keep you all catm on q day like this.
I nodded my head,

cos when they ask what they mean is
that’s what you'll do,

regardless of what menu has been planned for weeks.
So T do. Or I will do. Soon.

They said I have to wait to find out. . .
Find out if I'm staying here or being moved,
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being investigated, about what happened 1o -
Candice.

The cgg fried rice. I'll do it soon.
I don't know what the T N o calming
about egyg fried rice though.

Grease and pieces of memories of plastic takeaway boxes
that most of these women got

with their boyfriends on weekends,

the end of the week tha usually ended with an ending
that would cnd your faith in humanity -

like with my Annie, for example.

Every Friday aficr work she would pick up

boxes of gloop from the local Chinese,

breeze through the door all kisscs

and stockings covering knees that were expected
to spend an unreasonable amount of time on the floor.
Alter he got what he needed the lood would be left uneaten,
noodles gloomily looking through foggy containers
ata scene of all too common domestic distress,
chunks of sweet and sour chicken solidifying
under the soundwaves of unextraordinary anger
directed towards the one

that was supposcd to be the one that's loved.
Unloved black bean sauce sighing into itsell

as fists vibrate worktops

and walls and doors and air and floors

and finally flesh always flesh,

sometimes bone,

then fist and bone would moan together

and tears would fall

and tissues would become the litmus test of

how much do you really love -

I really love

I really do

I'm sorry you know I

you know I wouldn't do

it’s just that

you know that
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the way you

the way I -

and the night is packed away into a black bin bag,
tagged with a Let’s not talk of that again,

tomorrow will be better and maybe

we should just get pizza.
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?lef witm llce.pm'iou.s lille off the board and wniles
Yellowtail sashimi (on shaved turnip with rhubarb gravy)"

Sashimi was my favourite out there.

I used to shave a turnip,

covera maripated slab of rose petal pink raw fish with it,
cushioned with juice from a rhubarb and oh my god,

it tasted like heaven.

1 imaginc it as I writc it down.

I do a lot of that. Imagining.

1 imaginc my rcstaurant, when 1 get out.

It's going to be industrial chic. You know the type.
Exposed brick, bare lightbulbs

with unenvironmentally friendly
owing filaments.

but unbelievably more beautiful gl

Concrete lloors,
waiting staff who
and know everything there is t
and the menu —oh!

take orders without notepads
o know about the menu

‘There will be pickled cucumbers
compressed into octagonals,
origami pastrami pastry,

cod checks and celery,
exquisite mash with gravy
and soup that is never soup b
chilled broth -

like with avocado tomato and fig

because I really hate

the taste of hot liquid on my tongue.
The taste buds don’t deserve L0 be burnt
and my memories of hot SOup

aren’t ones I want to passon . -

ut always broth,
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The first time [ felt the heat of soup on my skin
I was working on a sailboat in the Shetland Islands.
Was the first time I'd been in charge of a kitchen, too.

My dad was an army man, an angry man,

definitely not much of a family man.

Moved to the lower arctic middle bit of fucking nowhere
to grow salmon in a farm and smoke it.

Then one summer out of nowhere he invites me

to sail the north seas with him.

Mum wasn't too keen on letting me go,

he'd left her with not much more than a reshaped nose
and scars that would mnake sure he was always around
even when he hadn't eaten a meal with us for five years.
But I was sixteen and far from sweet.

I wanted to piss her off and also to get off the estate,

go somewhere that spat superiority at the local park.

So 1 went up there with a backpack,

oilskins and rubber boots.

Things I'd never be seen dead wearing in my high street,
but on the high seas things were different,

leaving land, paint pot houses on a cloudy canvas.

Fog that looks so cosy setting in,

strong wind making my hair sing

as loud as shipping forccasts

in staccato Scottish harmonics.

I shivered to the sound of barnacled propellers

and the deep laughs of don't tell ‘er indoors
that bobbed from bunk to deck

as they told jokes I didn’t get
and put up posters of women they'd never met.

I used to just smile and stay on the side,

steer the boat sometimes, stare a lot.

I'd never been in love

but I decided that I'd know when I was
because the man would remind me of the way

” o




not that we'd do that
but you gel Chef, don't ya?
| did, kinda,

thoug
to bother fi
Dad sworé excitedly
,anded the kitche
e was doing m

I thought 1d scored, b
realising later it was the thing they all hated to
the boat swayed,

blade bit my thumb,

e a first ever

do the most.

blue plaster o

carry on-
Served up thick, hot soup in cups
Made my way up the stairs

only one Cup

one sliccat a time.

Fine, swaying but okay-

Good balance from days spenton 4 skateboard
waves drip their blue beards over the deck,

I getup and down four times
and it’s the last t€p up, Q

buttered bread.

as a kid.
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the cup i my hand,
the breaq sitting on jyg rim,
the handje's heat so

fiening my forefinger's Cuticle,
N Trident or Jupiter or Mars or Ares

quick

fick of the toe

can’t grip

slip slip slip

soup flicks

orange bigs €verywhere
ir stuck sticky steam -

Juckin bitch what's wrong with yoy
Yy some stupid cups of
fucking .

useless yoy ing ya
little shit

I should thyyy, you in thqy cunling seq
see see see

see what I can g, lo
see what I megn

You stupid dump —

he strangled ay( strangled ipe
until T couldn’t breathe,

ike my neck wag a winch
his fingers becomin
that 0X0x0x0x0€ed
His eyes awash
of his own dad's
until one bloke
with a wet cloth
Don’t worry boss,
I'll mop that up.

Just like that Daq forgot
20

Jucking soup

you

g the lengths of rope
over and oy

€T again.
ith waves

whisky skin,

stepped forward

’




0 keep doiy

that Made e re

8 those things 1o my skin
er




Chef wipes the previous litle from the board and wriles
‘Red wine nsotto (with mushroom marmalade)’.

Itry and find the ones in here

who have a knack with the food.

They come and train with me.

I'm strict, demanding, but fair, I think.
No shouting,

in a well-run kitchen there's no need for shouting.
No Gordon Ramsaying round here.
There's two main deputics after me.
Sasha, she deals with scrubbing the veg,
but her very best speciality is mushrooms.
She don't say much,

but she knows how to make amazing mushroom sauce
and she smiles a lot. I've got her back.

Then there is, there was,
Candice. . .

Good at mashing and with
Plus she sings sweeter than
so I'love to have her aroun
When I'm feeling a little low a little slow,

her voice speeds me up,

makes me remember that it’s good to be alive,
isn’t it?

Even just alittle bi,

even if sometimes it feels like

why would you want 1o be alive

when you're holed up here?

We met on my firs( day,

You ain’t gonna last long with them books in ya arms,
she said.

I showed her pictures o
and her whole face char
became quiet and soft |
Later on, she told me
she lent me socks whe

rolling pin things,
Manuka honey on iced mango

[ food in the cookbooks I held
nged,

ike misplaced compliments,

when other inmates
n mine had holes in,

22 %

stole stock,




she made me laugh when nobody came to sec me.
Oh Candice.. . .

Who sings sweeter than Manuka honey on iced mango.

You know, there's such a sad story behind the melodies,
I suppose there usually is.

When she was a kid her mum had an affair

with her dad’s dad and so her dad

attacked his dad with an axe

until every bit of his cheating brains had been spat out,
then went round to his own housc,

stuck a hose down his wife’s throat

until she bloated so full of water she pretty much burst
and then he ran to the railway at the back of the garden,
flung himsclf onto the tracks in front of a cargo train
that didn’t even Stop as pieces of his flesh

spotted all the leaves on all the trees all around the tracks.
Candice. .,

Well she saw all of tha,

Not the axe bit but the rest of it.

She was just a kid, nine or ten.

No mum or dad or granddad.

A grandma who tried her best but died

when Candice was fourtcen, 5o she went to homcs
and was one of many
who got groomed into becoming girls
who do things for boys

who will never be ey,

It's a miracle really that she hadn’ killed anybody,
she just go caught trying to steal a micro
which when you think about what she's |,

I'mean who gives (wo (0sses about a bloo
But this judge did for s
maybe he w

wave from Currys
een through,
dy microwave;

She came in here and
in a whole host of ima

tried to take her own life
ginative ways,
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Each time a quick stay in the medical ward,
another pop into the sych roowms,
which w::prull ofp 2 who were being marked down
as just having a ‘strange turn’
because the officials didn’t want
suicide attempts counted up by governments
who might take away budgcts, bids, contracts cven.

‘ heard about it all, the lengths she went to,
I thought this girl needs some responsibility,
Some purpose, so I had

some words with the governor,
A man called Dave,

okay, give her o permanent kitchen position
but don let her near the knives!

Sign kere and here 1o Prove I've said what I've said
and good luck, Chef.

I put heron mashing duty.

Taught her how o make
POtatoes or turnip or celeriac,

I was keeping my promise, my responsibility.
She seemed 1o like the sounds of the kitchen,
metallic rhythms mixed with her saccharine tones.

When she felt like letting loose

uld come in o the chorys
and Sasha woulqd Just nod along.
We were cool in there,
we're alright, we're fine,

They said they can't ()] us anything,
Not even me.

I like 2 huge secre.
I mean we g3y her bleeding,
24




I stepped in her blood,

I was in her blood.

I mecan she was just there right there,

I just asked how she was,

then she said all that . . . stuff.

I'd just said,

hey Candice how are you doing?

She turned on me and usually

I would never be there like that with it in my hand,

usually I'd ncver be ncar her with anything
she could use like that,

1 signed 1 promisced 1 knew -

but maybe I was thinking of something else

or maybc I wanted to test her. . .

No, no that’s not what I wanted to do,
definitely not, she was, she is the best one here.
It's. Shit. ..

The way her wrist just flicked the knife from my hand
so dextrously, so delicately

until she - then it -

the bleeding was so deep 1 couldn’t breathe.
She didn’t speak it was so quick,

I scrcamed they came quick,

I flipped tea towels over the cut,

tripped on the blood,

it stuck to my apron to my nose to my shoes
and I swear she laughed.

I have a bruise now, a big bruise.

They took a picture, said they might need it for future,
for future evidence, in case there was a case,

in case I was involved somehow.

I'm like how,

how could I have been involved

she’s my girl, she’s my girl

I never did anything!

Yeh, yeh,

that’s something we've never heard, Chef.

Don’l worry yourself sure il will be fine,
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she’s unlikely to die, it looked deeper than it was.

This time you probably won't get the blame,

be a shame if you did, we know you liked that kid,

but you know how it goes.

1t don’t look great you got her blood on your nose

and the knives are locked up, it's only you with the key
and you signed you signed and Dave said

you know she’s your responsibility

it’s your responsibility —




