David Finnigan
Cooking Show

teddy: 
got to make it clear to you people, cooking’s not just a step into the kitchen and wait and see situation. it’s more than that. it’s many times more than that. all kinds of severe failure resulting from the simplest inability to obey instructions. misery. monstrosity. you need a new form of entertainment that protects you from your lower instincts! you need a cook with a philosophy. I’m here to be that man who can teach you what it is you’re missing from your scraps and fragments. I’m here to teach you how to live again.

teddy: 
my friend and companion. beast and unforgettable lover. they call him the Wolf. the Champagne Wolf. dry as a bone and reflective as the north wind. cold. unequal. uneven. his name: Drake.

drake:
 
is so.

teddy: 
drake, you don’t eat much, do you?

drake: 
it is because of my addiction.

teddy: 
drake takes a lot of dangerous drugs-

drake: 
I am a methamphetamine addict. I am always hungry never eating.

teddy: 
today we’re going to make a thai chicken curry. now contrary to popular belief, green curries are generally hotter than red curries. first thing we’re going to do is gather our rice – you can use rice bought from the store if you live in a western country in the early 21st century after christ. good luck to you.

drake: 
maybe you can.

teddy: 
maybe you’re borderline. you sense that poverty line creeping up on you? do you? motherfucker! steal that rice! 

teddy: 
I stepped into the airport lounge and ordered a cup of coffee from this little turkish kid. she put a heaped teaspoonful of sandy black grain and a sprinkling of brown sugar into a little bronze pot and topped it up with a couple ice-cubes. she handed it to me in a little paper cup and with it a napkin and on the napkin written in thick felt pen was a message from Grey.

grey: 
I’m setting up a show. one season. four episodes. real meals. I want you.

teddy: 
I’m not interested.

grey: 
reward’s high.

teddy: 
I’m not interested. I got enough work.

grey: 

you’ll be working with Drake.

teddy:

I worked with Drake back on the red-screen job in Hungary in 2011. he’s one of the best stove-top cowboys in the world. the security camera footage from when he worked the grill at the Hotel de la Place Montain for nine nights in 2008, that’s become textbook footage for a whole generation of chefs.

Drake started out in a soup kitchen in Los Angeles. served food for five race riots and the Neo-Hapsburg revolution. you ever wonder how those rioters had the energy to storm LAX in ’07 and stop air traffic worldwide for three hundred hours? cause Drake was cooking their dinner.
teddy: 
four episodes?

grey: 

four meals. breakfast. lunch. dinner. and one more.

teddy: 
who’s fronting the capital?

grey: 

it’s all funneled through a Caribbean enterprise named Matches and Matches.

teddy: 
where’s it coming from? who’s pulling your strings, grey?

grey: 

individuals. mostly japanese sararimen, some yankees. these are people with the patience to allow a slow release through the networks.

teddy: 
what kind of slow release?

grey: 

years. maybe three years. full exposure expected forty months after we finish filming. by which time you can be on an island in the Philippines with a brand new face. 
teddy: 
count me in.

teddy: 
Manson Lane has worked before on several occasions with a ghost-editor whose work I like. this is the kid who put together the Rhinocerous game that made all the brat-kids flip their lids last December. he’s filmed some of the best footage of ghosts yet to be seen – he followed a pack of ghosts for eight months through a city, getting better and closer footage than anyone has yet managed. ghosts dancing, ghosts hunting, ghosts mating.

I know Manson works with him because they both come from that Himalayan school. it’s also produced noteworthies like Fire Frank the assassin-politician and the Red Monkey philosophers. that’s what you get for being trained by a centaur. didn’t have that luck, personally. I never had a fucking mentor. I learned my craft working in a countless stream of kitchens. I’ve been run out of nearly forty restaurants for stealing from the till. then I started to realise – there’s not many people can do what I can do.
teddy: 
thai chicken curry. manson boil the rice.
manson: 
I test the water with my little finger – I throw in a single grain of rice – with a brief blessing to Ahru-Nard – fly, rice!

teddy: 
now I slice the chicken. take your time close your eyes – let the chicken part itself – it will let you know where to slice it – press your fingers in – and now with the blade.
teddy: 
these networks are all at the mercy of the lesser gods. be wary of anyone who tries to teach, most wary of anyone who claims knowledge without proof. and the proof is in the pudding – be wariest of all of the TV chef who tells you his food tastes good without your own senses to back it up.

young drake is a fast-hand at the camera and deathly quick with the editing process.

our stove-top cowboy is a young woman named blacksmith. she is deadly fast on the international currents, the wriggling always changing snakes of black-market trade.

a grimy film studio in the Siberian wastes. we film in what used to be a prison camp in the 20th century, a forced labour camp. the forests around here are haunted with the ghosts of thousands or tens of thousands who perished here. this was one of Stalin’s early experiments, though, built in the 1920s. he invited british and american sympathisers here to show them how carefully and kindly the soviet experiment was being conducted. the real death-rate didn’t pick up until the early thirties, and by then there were other gulags, bigger and more efficient...

we film in the basement. in the centre of the old compound.

Manson sparks up the electricity.

teddy: 
I don’t know where grey is funneling this power from. my guess is he’s bought it from some Khazakstan windfarmers. 
manson: 
either that or we’re stealing the current straight from Bereznova, which is the nearest city of any size.
teddy: 
not grey’s style. a theft that big requires too many personnel, for too long a period. too many people to be able to watch closely enough.

teddy: 
we’re here today to cook ibex. the ibex is a rare and endangered animal that lives in the alps. these are tough mountain goats-

manson: 
related to sheep

teddy: 
related to sheep with big scimitar shaped horns used for jousting.

karen: 
this one was technically easy but very tiring. lots of little simple steps add together to make one very complicated job.

june 6, California State Zoo in Sacramento, film-screening lecture for Friends of the Museum by some Danish tapeworm expert.

· 9.25pm. sammy and I lace the streets all around the zoo with four hundred pressure sensitive caltraps. pig-iron shrapnel and nitroglycerin. every car that drives that way is driving through its own personal fireworks display tearing off its tyres.
· 9:37pm. the streets all around the zoo are blocked by cars and police attempt to prevent access to the entire block around it.

· 9:42pm. among the traumatised Friends of the Zoo being evacuated at high speeds from zoo grounds is Karen Blacksmith with heavily sedated ibex in a pram.

june 7 – 9. California to Edmonton, Canada.

· six members of the Native American First Nation Resistance Pact provide transport through the Rockies on a variety of back-roads in exchange for eleven AK-47 assault rifles minus ammunition and four laptops

june 9-13. The Nine Still Brothers Lutheran Monastery on the Saskatchewan river, Canada.

· ibex suffering non-specific stress-related eating disfunctions and acclimatisation problems. Nine Still Brothers Monastery is a small to medium manufacturer of psychoactive drugs with whom Grey has a stable trading relationship. 
· able to bargain for 88 hours of sanctuary in which I expend approx ninety grams of anti-spasmodic and sedatives.
june 14. Canada - Helsinki, Finland.

· picked up by three-man extreme weather miniplane Sacred Summit. New Zealand pilot I have worked with before. minimal animal facilities but weather good.

· landed in private property belonging to aging Finnish lounge singer (NAME WITHHELD).

june 15-16. Helsinki – Bereznova.

· ground transport provided by a network of Mafioski strong-arms who run a wide-ranging protection racket on the regional farmers.

· cargo remained a mystery except to the actual drivers. these were both despatched at the end of their run, as per the agreement.

editing: rewinding and re-recording, live on stage
drake: 
I want to cut that piece, okay?

teddy: 
what the fuck for?

drake: 
grey doesn’t want any mentions of the Lids or the Knocks. the pattern of release for this is specific, man, we don’t want to fuck with any of the budgeting criteria.

teddy: 
so you’re raw censoring?

drake: 
none of this makes it to the edit room, okay? I rewind, we tape right back over it.

drake presses rewind, teddy and manson spasm and scatter back into their positions of about forty seconds ago, including saying their lines from that point. this time around they are much more censored.

the only difference is, this time on their way through, they suddenly spasm and start saying lines from the previous run through.

drake: 
shit. this film is getting patchy.

teddy: 
what was that?

drake: 
there’s scraps and fragments of the old coming through. okay, I’m going to rewind and record again, this time on a slower speed.

drake rewinds and suddenly teddy and manson are back where they were again, speaking the same (or similar) lines they did the second time around, but much slower

until they get past the glitch and then they fast-forward back to normal speed. 

