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Restaurant staff
Toby
an unfortunate kitchenhand.

Lucille
chef and owner of this restaurant which we hate

Billy
a waiter of sorts

Louise
technically a waitress

Little Friends of Science 
Little Friend One
the only LF of S with a worthwhile part
Little Friend Two
four pretty dull lines
Little Friend Three
no lines at all! director cameo!
The kitchen of a small restaurant. Two doors, one leading to the restaurant proper, the other leading to a small alley. There is a counter for choppingfood, a stove top, a small coffee machine, a rack of spirits bottles, and a few boxes and sacks behind the counter containing food - vegetables, fruits, flour. One barrel contains a thick sludge of butter. Under the counter are several cupboards.

Dark, before dawn. TOBY enters and turns on the lights.

TOBY: 
Lucille? Lucille, are you here? Lucille? She must be here. Lucille! I know you're here, the door was unlocked! 
Nothing.
TOBY: 
I don't believe it. She forgot to lock up last night. Her own restaurant, she leaves the door wide open. Insane. 
TOBY puts his bag away, centres himself in the kitchen, takes a few deep breaths, and begins a complicated mantra, using prayer beads or a rosary. In between each prayer, he slowly and ceremoniously gets another item ready - pulls the pots out of the cupboard, lights the stove, unpacks the knives from the dishwasher. He is getting very involved when a white figure slowly claws its way out of a cupboard. It is LUCILLE. She is haggard and sick looking, with a stained white sheet wrapped around her.

TOBY: 
Jesus! Mother christ shit! Lucille, are you all right? 

LUCILLE: 
Morning, Toby. You're late. You're rostered on for 6:30am. 

TOBY: 
My god, Lucille, what's the matter? What happened? 

LUCILLE: 
What do you mean, what happened? What happened to you? You're fifteen minutes late. We got to get the vegetables chopped for the soup. Where's the celery? 

TOBY: 
Lucille, your face is grey. Here, don't fall over. What the hell,is the matter with you? 

LUCILLE: 
Matter? What matter? Listen to me, Toby, I'll tell you what the matter is. I'm fantastic, that's the matter. I'm feeling tip top, an we've got a booking for seventy for breakfast, and you bet your arse we're gonna make a heap of money and serve a hell of a lot of good food. Now stop your bitching and hand me that knife. 

TOBY: 
Lucille, the door was wide open. What's going on? 

LUCILLE: 
I slept here last night. We had a busy night, I finished late, I slept in the cupboard. May I have the knife please? 

TOBY: 
Lucille, you're wrecked. 

LUCILLE: 
Toby! Give me that knife, cause if I have to get it myself you know what I'm gonna do with it. 
TOBY hands LUCILLE the knife. LUCILLE weakly attempts to chop vegetables.
LUCILLE: 
Go and get the butter whipped for the pancakes. And less cheek, Toby.

TOBY: 
Yes ma'am. 
TOBY gets the barrel of sludge and starts ladeling it into a whipping machine. LUCILLE sags against the counter. Hiccups violently and spits something out among the celery. TOBY watches nervously. LUCILLE begins muttering to herself.  Drags herself over to the carrots, manages to iay one on the counter. Muttering grows louder.
LUCILLE: 
... I don't wanna hear any recriminations from you, you hear? You got a big mouth for an orange ... bloody ... Yeah? Well, I'm not the one gonna end up in the soup!
The carrot slips from her fingers and falls at her feet. LUCILLE leaps back, terrified.
LUCILLE: 
No! I didn't! You're a liar! I didn't! I never would! No! 

TOBY: 
Lucille ... 

LUCILLE: 
Tell him, Toby, I had to. I didn't want to. Tell him. Toby, it wasn't me. I was crying when I did it. 

TOBY: 
What are you talking about? 
Pause.
LUCILLE: 
Talking? Hah! It's just a carrot, Toby. It can't talk. Put it on the counter. 

TOBY puts the carrot on the counter. LUCILLE nervously appraches with the knife. She hacks into the carrot and then screams, waving the knife impaled carrot.
LUCILLE: 
Oh god, Billy, I'm sorry! I didn't want to! 

TOBY: 
Lucille! Calm down! Lucille, it's just a carrot! 

LUCILLE: 
I know it's a carrot, Toby, but I killed Billy! Last night. I killed him. 

TOBY: 
You killed Billy? 

LUCILLE: 
I put my hands around his neck and choked him. I'm so sorry. 

TOBY: 
When? Lucille, when did this happen? 

LUCILLE: 
Last night. When I was closing up. We had an argument, he wouldn't let go of me. Oh god, Toby, I didn't want to do it. I was crying when I put my hands around his neck... 

TOBY: 
Isn't Billy rostered on for this morning?

LUCILLE: 
No, I got him. I just cut his air supply right off and he just thrashed around. I didn't realise I was that strong. Toby, I'm really strong. I think it must be making dough strengthens your wrists. 

TOBY: 
Jesus, you really killed him. Oh my god. Um. Um. Freeze. Toby, dead space. Dead space. You're in the dead space. Where are you, Toby? 

 
I'm in the dead space.

 
That's good, Toby, stay very still, stay in the dead space. 

 
Okay Toby. 

 
Toby, are you calm? 

 
I'm calm, Toby. 

 
You're still? 

 
I'm totally still. I'm like a deep pool, Toby, nothing can stir me. 

 
Okay, Toby, come out of the dead space. 

 
Sure, man, I'm coming out. (TOBY looks around.) Shit! Oh shit! Oh no! Oh god, oh my god. Lucille, what did you do with him? 

LUCILLE: 
What did I do? I got him by the throat, man​-

TOBY: 
No, what did you do with the body? Billy's body.
LUCILLE is about to speak, then stops herself. Thinks for a second. She looks sly.
LUCILLE: 
I buried it. I put it in the trash can outside. 
TOBY walks to the cupboard LUCILLE emerged from. LUCILLE tries to stop him, but she is too weak. TOBY pushes past her and roots in the cupboard.
LUCILLE: 
I buried him. 
TOBY pulls out a cooking bowl with a large dead rat in it.
LUCILLE: 
We hardly use those plates anyway. 

TOBY: 
This is Billy? This is Billy. You strangled a rat?
LUCILLE: 
Oh god, Billy, I'm sorry. It's just he bit me, Toby, and he wouldn't let go, and I just got so mad ... 

TOBY: 
You slept with this thing? After you choked it? Lucille, you're sick. You need to go home and take the day off.
TOBY walks outside with the rat.
LUCILLE: 
Wait! Billy! 

TOBY: 
I'm going to call you a taxi. Do you want to go to the hospital, or do you just want to go home? 

LUCILLE: 
Listen to me, you young whippersnapper. There are seventy businessmen coming in for a conference breakfast this morning. This is the biggest morning we've had all year and you are not capable of handling it by yourself I am in charge here, I decide who lives and dies - I mean I decide who stays and goes. If anyone's going, it's you. Fact, get out on the street now, I'm sick of the sight of you. Get out! Get out! Come here ... 
LUCILLE collapses
TOBY: 
I'm calling the taxi. 

LUCILLE: 
I'll drive. I'm fine, Toby, I'll drive. Just remember, seventy businessmen for a conference, but there should still be plenty of room for the regulars. Billy and Louise are on the floor. I trust Billy - you know I trust Billy - he shouldn't have any problems. handling them. 

TOBY: 
Billy the waiter or Billy the rat? 

LUCILLE:
I expect Billy could probably take care of the whole lot himself. I mean, you know me, I don't play favourites, but Billy is one of the greatest waiters I have ever seen. So you just leave the complicated stuff to him, don't forget to bake the oranges over easy like you did last time, and if it gets too full I want you to shine up a good boot with spit and polish, and I mean polish, like you did on my car, an that was a good job, I mean I have no complaints, I mean they took the spiderwebs out of my rear view mirror ... (LUCILLE trails off) I'm going. 
TOBY begins his preparations again, performing the same peculiar exercises and motions as he chops vegetables - he centres himself, he prays, he sways from side to side, he mutters prayers. He is slowing down, starting to move in slow motion. Suddenly there is a shout from outside the door.
BILLY: 
Hello in there! 
TOBY suddenly accelerates and begins cooking like a mad thing: pulling things out and beginning to cook a giant pot of soup . The door opens. BILLY enters, a ragged, bearded, unkempt goth.
BILLY: 
Toby. 

TOBY: 
Good morning, Billy. 

BILL Y: 
What's Lucille doing lying on the street out there? 

TOBY: 
She spent last night curled up with a dead rat. I think she's caught some kind of brain disease. Did you check if she was all right? 

BILLY: 
Toby, you know my feelings for Lucille. I wouldn't piss on her if she was on fire. 

TOBY: 
Get your uniform on, that party of seventy's going to be arriving any minute. 
BILLY begins to strip from his heavy goth clothes and accoutrements, including taking offhis beard. He then proceeds to dress himselfin a ridiculously overblown waiter's uniform - coat and tails, spats, suspenders… He starts up a series of complicated warm ups and stretches. This carries on over the next few minutes.
BILLY: 
Someday she's going to be unprepared, Toby. And then - ding dong, the witch is dead. 

TOBY: 
Who's going to hire you if you kill the boss? 

BILLY: 
It's me or her, Toby. Have you seen the way she watches me when I'm in the kitchen? She's planning something. She's evil, Toby. 

TOBY: 
She just stresses out a lot. She doesn't mean anything. 

BILLY: 
How many times has she threatened to kill you? How many times has she waved a knife in your face? That's not normal behaviour. We should talk to our union. 

TOBY: 
What union? 

BILLY: 
The union of waiters and chefs. 

TOBY: 
You think it exists? 

BILLY: 
In a big castle made of coffee froth at the end of the rainbow. God, there's something perverted about these early morning starts. How many hours' sleep did you get last night? 

TOBY: 
I don't know. I went to bed about one thirty .. 

BILLY: 
I see. So that means about four hours' sleep. Gee whiz, that's not a lot of sleep. Do you feel like four hours' sleep is enough for you? 

TOBY: 
I don't know. 

BILLY: 
But do you feel rested? I mean, four hours is a lot for some people. You're probably pretty tired, aren't you, even after four hours' sleep? 

TOBY: 
Billy, I'm not interested. 

BILLY: 
Ask me! 

TOBY: 
I don't care. 

BILLY (hissing): Ask me how many hours' sleep I got! 

TOBY: 
When did you go to bed? 

BILLY: 
I didn't! I've been up since yesterday morning at 8am. And you're swanning round with your four hours' sleep thinking you have a right to be tired. You can stop whinging about your precious four hours now, cause it doesn't impress me, Toby. I'm operating on nothing! I got nothing last night! I got nothing left in this body, Toby, I'm running on pure adrenaline. 

TOBY:
I see. Congratulations. 

BILLY: 
Who else is working today? 

TOBY: 
Louise. 

BILLY: 
Oh, fantastic. We get a booking of seventy businessmen for a conference and who knows, this might be the single most important moment of this restaurant's existence. And what does Lucille do? She takes the morning off and leaves me with Louise. I'm getting my makeup on. When Louise comes, let her know I'm maitre'd for the morning. 
TOBY: 
You're what? 

BILLY: 
I'm in charge, Toby. I take the orders, I liaise with the guests. Louise is strictly running plates. 

TOBY: 
There's no-one in charge, Billy. If Lucille isn't here we work together. 

BILLY: 
Maybe four hours sleep has made you sluggish. Maybe you'd have been better off pushing yourself through last night, rather than just dropping dead on the couch. This restaurant is a hierachy. Out on the floor, it's one person's rules. We seat the customers where I put them, we take their orders in the order I decide. The food goes out when I say it's ready, and not before it's passed under my eyes. 

TOBY: 
Tell her yourself. You can leave me out of it. 

BILLY: 
No I can't, Toby, I can't do that. What, you think the kitchen is some kind of independent socialist state where everyone decides what's best for themselves? No. Toby, it's a delicate web, and I'm the spider that sits in the middle. When Lucille is here, she's the spider, it's her restaurant, that's fine. But this morning - call me Funnelweb Billy. And if there's any trouble - any bad shit goes down - just yell my name. Just say: Billy. 
BILLY exits. TOBY begins heaping sludge from the whipping machine into a barrel. LOUISE enters, still wearing her clubbing clothes. Her only concession to the uniform is to take off her jacket and put on an apron. She goes straight to the coffee machine and makes herself a cup.
TOBY: 
Hey Louise. 

LOUISE: 
Hey, Tim. 

TOBY: 
It's Toby. 

LOUISE: 
What? 

TOBY:
 It's Toby. 

LOUISE: 
Your name is Toby? No shit. How long have I been calling you Tim? 

TOBY: 
Um ... couple months. 

LOUISE: 
Wow. Sorry, dude. How's it looking out there? 

TOBY:
Pretty serious this morning, we've got to get our act together. You know there's a booking for seventy. 

LOUISE: 
Seventy? You serious? Oh my god, this place will be packed. Who's on? 

TOBY: 
Me in the kitchen, you and Billy on the floor. 

LOUISE: 
Me and Billy. Just us two? Are you joking? You're joking, that's stupid. Not even Lucille would leave two of us to deal with seventy. Where's Lucille? 

TOBY: 
We're down Lucille as well. She's sick. I'm cooking. 

LOUISE: 
No, not Billy. This is gonna suck. I gotta have a cigarette before I start. Do you want a coffee? 

TOBY: 
I'm alright. Do you want to check and see if there's anyone in the restaurant? 

LOUISE: 
Yeah, I'll scull this quickly. I had the worst night last night. I went out to Bobby's with Sylvie, and these fat homeboys kept trying to pick us up, it was disgusting. So they kept buying us drinks, and we got pretty trashed, and then Beaner turns up with his new girlfriend, and me and Sylvie just look at each other and go "You gotta be kidding me." Like, I just couldn't believe he had the nerve to talk to us. I mean, you know Beaner. 

TOBY: 
No I don't. 

LOUISE: 
I've told you about Beaner so many times. He's this arsehole who ditched my friend Sarah so he could go out with this bitch Rachel that I went to college with. So he's standing there talking to us and his girlfriend's giving us greasies and we're just going "uh huh - uh huh" like we're not even listening. 

TOBY: 
Uh huh. 
TOBY goes to the door to peek into the restaurant.
LOUISE: 
But then Sylvie, like, slipped something in his drink, and I'm like, you bitch, cause he's the designated driver, an he's drinking a glass of water, an she put in, like 25m mils of scopalamine. And then he left to drive Rachel home, like, five minutes after that, and he was already looking a little funny. So he's probably crashed on the way home. So I'm just sitting there thinking "What a cow," cause I think it's really low that she drugs guys that she's interested in anyway, cause she's so skanky they wouldn't touch her otherwise - but I can't say anything cause she's my best friend. And I had such a shitty night after that cause I'm having a total attack of conscience, and I didn't even drug the guy. I'm going for a cigarette.

TOBY: 
Louise, the party of seventy's here. They're out there waiting. To be seated. 

LOUISE: 
Can they wait one minute? 

TOBY: 
Could you have a cigarette after you've seated them? 

LOUISE: 
The idea is that I have a smoke so I can seat the party of seventy without going off my head at them. 

TOBY: 
Louise, seriously- 

LOUISE: 
Tim - sorry, Toby, I will suck it down like a hurricane, like a ... tobacco smoking ninja, and I will be back in here before you can finish this bitch you've started on. 
LOUISE exits out the back TOBYstarts scooping grease into the barrel with his hands. He has to dip his head in to get all of it, covering himself in grease and muck. There is a knock at the kitchen door. LITTLE FRIEND OF SCIENCE TWO opens and stands in the doorway.
TWO: 
Good morning. 

TOBY: 
Hi, I'm Toby. How're you going? 

TWO: 
Very well, thank you. We are the booking for seventy people. The conference breakfast. We have arrived. 

TOBY: 
Urn, that's, excellent, um, one of the waiters will be out to seat you in just a second. Actually, if you want to seat yourself, that would be fine. If you don't mind. You can sit where you like, there's room for two hundred in the restaurant so anywhere you like and there should be plenty of room left over. 

TWO: 
We will find our own tables. 

TOBY: 
Yeah, that'd be great. Billy and Louise will be out to take your orders in ... (TOBY snaps his finger.) ... snap of the finger. 

TWO: 
One snapping finger. We can wait that long. Thank you. 
TWO bows and disappears. TOBY breathes again.
TOBY: 
Louise? Billy? Come on, calm down, Toby, nil problem. Aren't any problems for Toby, just challenges. Surmountable challenges. All surmountable. Toby, you're confident. Who's confident? 

 
Toby is. 

 
Are you confident, Toby? 

 
Toby's confident. 

 
Who's got the charm? 

 
Toby's got-I mean I got the charm. 

 
Who's got the calm? 

 
I got the calm. Baby, I got the calm. Yeah, I got the calm. That's right... sugar... the calm ... 
TOBY shifts into slow motion and relaxes. LOUISE stalks inside from her smoke and makes another swift coffee on the machine, eyeing TOBY suspiciously. Sipping this. she walks into the restaurant. Instantly she turns and storms back into the kitchen.
LOUISE: 
Timmy! I mean Toby! What the hell are they doing out there? Why are they sitting down? 

TOBY: 
They sat themselves ... 

LOUISE: 
They've sat all over the entire restaurant. They've taken every table. They're all sitting about three places apart from each other. There's no room for anyone else, Toby! 

TOBY: 
Well, you should've- 

LOUISE: 
Well you shouldn’t have let them sit all over the restaurant so no-one else could sit down! I don't believe this. I've got the biggest hangover I've ever had and it's a busy day and now I have to deal with a power hungry kitchenhand. Thanks so much, Toby. 
LOUISE gathers her pen and paper in disgust, stalks out towards the restaurant. BILLY enters.
BILLY: 
I heard all that. I was listening. Tough break, Toby. Don't worry about her, though. One of the night staff last night was telling me she failed her Art History exam. She literally failed it. That's one of the reasons I don't like working with her. I don't mind talentless people, I mean we need those - as long as they don't try for something they can't attain. 
BILLY has a taste of everything TOBY is preparing, including the sludgy pancake mix.
BILLY: 
This stuff is foul ! You can't serve that! 

TOBY: 
It's not cooked yet. 

BILLY: 
I should bloody well hope not. And you'd better add salt and pepper, too, the way that tastes. I shouldn't really eat. It'll slow me down. My metabolism can't digest any more food right now, it's been on the go too long. Twenty one hours, Toby. Twenty one hours since I last saw the inside of my eyelids. And now this. A restaurant filled with hungry customers. Hungry! Hungry for food - hungry for blood. If those people sitting at those tables recognise my hyper-alertness, they'll be on me. Like crocodiles. People can't think rationally through that morning fog that comes when you've slept. Everything's a dream world to them. But if they find out that I'm seeing things with 20/20 vision, they'll go for me. They'll complain the coffee's not hot enough, the eggs weren't over easy, the table's too sticky and their newspaper's stuck to it ... they're jealous of me, Toby. They fear me. I'm the spider at the centre of the web, Toby. But I'm tired. Oh, god, how I'm tired. 
BILLY rests his head on the chopping board where TOBY is working. In several seconds he is asleep. LOUISE re-enters, looking slightly freaked out.
LOUISE: 
They've ordered. Seventy pancakes. 

TOBY: 
They all want pancakes, that's easy. They want bacon and eggs, toast, anything like that? 

LOUISE: 
Just the pancakes. 

TOBY: 
No problem - seventy serves, that's one hundred and forty pancakes, I'll get them started. 

LOUISE: 
No, they don't want serves, they didn't order serves. They each want one pancake. 

TOBY: 
Okay then, seventy pancakes. Do you want to go and put some syrup on the tables, pot of butter, pot of jam- 

LOUISE: 
No, they don't want anything on the pancakes. Nothing. They specifically said. They all ordered the same thing and what they ordered is one pancake - on a plate - on its own. 

TOBY: 
Who are these people? 

LOUISE: 
The Little Friends of Science. 

TOBY: 
The what? 

LOUISE: 
The Little Friends of Science. They all have a little logo and a nametag on their hats. 

TOBY: 
Whatever. It's an easy order, I'm happy. 
TOBY pulls the chopping board out from under BILLY, begins to prepare the pancakes. BILLY falls to the floor and awakens.
LOUISE: 
Hi Billy. 

BILLY: 
Hullo Louise. Are they all there yet? 

LOUISE: 
Yep. Seventy exactly. 

BILLY: 
Why's it so quiet out there? 

LOUISE: 
They're not talking. They're just sitting there. 

BILLY: 
What the hell? 
BILLY walks into the dining room and retreats back into the kitchen several seconds later.
BILLY: 
Oh ... my god. Who are these people? 

LOUISE: 
Read the hats. 

BILLY: 
Read the hats? I'm not reading the hats. I'm staying in here. 

LOUISE: 
I'm not serving them on my own. 

BILLY: 
No, you listen to me, Louise. I know I hide it well. It doesn't show in my body, it doesn't show in my face - but look in my eyes, Louise. Look in my eyes. Do you see?

LOUISE: 
No. 

BILLY: 
I haven't slept in twenty one hours. 

LOUISE: 
So? 

BILLY: 
I mean I didn't sleep last night. I haven't slept since 11am yesterday. Your brain's all cushioned with sleep, you can handle it, Louise, you're rested. Look at me. I'm about to fall apart. I'm hanging on by a thread - and seventy silent people wearing white with hats could well snap that thread. I don't know what happens if the thread snaps, Louise, but I promise you this: it will be ugly. You're rested. You've slept. You serve. 

LOUISE: 
I haven't slept. I went out last night. I didn't get home until an hour ago. Toby, I'm going for a cigarette. 
LOUISE heads out to the alley. There is a rap on the restaurant door.
ONE: 
Hullo? Hullo? May we come in? 

BILLY: 
Let them in, Toby. 
TOBY opens the door. LITTLE FRIENDS ONE, TWO and THREE enter.
BILLY: 
Can we help you? 

ONE: 
I hope so. It's a small matter, but a rather vital one. You see, when we made this booking, we requested that the restaurant be put aside for our use ... and our use only. 
BILLY freezes. He looks to TOBY. 

TOBY: 
Ah, you probably spoke to Lucille. She's the boss, she's not here right now, so, I didn't realise that you'd, you'd, you had that agreement. 

ONE: 
The problem is that people have come. Looking for breakfast, coffee, meat. They have come. 

TOBY: 
I don't... 

BILLY (whispering): They haven't. There's no-one in the restaurant but the party of seventy. 

TOBY: 
Er... there doesn't seem to be anyone in the restaurant apart from your party. 

ONE: 
Of course not. We did post guards. Do we look like simpletons? 

TOBY: 
Simpletons? 

ONE: 
The problem is: our guards have grown ... disconcerted, by the number of unwanted guests seeking breakfast in the restaurant we booked. In our restaurant. They have had to become quite physical. 
TOBY: 
I see. 

ONE: 
Naturally, no-one wishes to see violence in your establishment. To resolve the issue without calamity, we are requesting your permission to erect this sign above the front door. 
TWO and THREE hold up a large sign saying:

 
DO NOT APPROACH 

 
DO NOT ASK QUESTIONS 
TOBY: 
Ah... 

ONE: 
Go! 
TWO and THREE scurry out with the sign.
ONE (to BILLY): 
You are a waiter? 
BILLY tries to speak, then gives up. He smiles and nods.
ONE: 
They will need help. A ladder. Thank you. 
BILLY grabs a ladder and scurries out after TWO and THREE.
ONE: 
There is one more thing. A minor matter about our food. 

TOBY: 
Seventy pancakes, they're just about ready to go. 

ONE: 
Excellent, excellent. Mmm, they smell delicious. I can't wait to ... eat one. I just thought I'd check, the pancakes are ... barley. 

TOBY: 
What? 

ONE: 
Barley. They're barley. 

TOBY: 
Barley? 

ONE: 
Barley. Are the pancakes barley? 

TOBY: 
What's barley? 

ONE: 
Are they made from barley? What is the flour made from? 

TOBY: 
The flour? I think it's wheat flour. 

ONE: 
Wheat flour? We specifically pointed out over the phone that the Little Friends of Science do not eat wheat. Nor corn, nor rice, nor maize. None of the corrupting grains. Your manager assured us there would be no problem making our breakfast from barley. 

TOBY: 
You only eat barley. 

ONE: 
As the ancient Sumerians based their diet on barley, so we base our diet, as the ancient Sumerians, on barley. 

TOBY: 
I could mix up some more pancake mix, but I don't know if we actually have any barley flour. 

ONE: 
Is your intention to corrupt the Little Friends of Science with wheat? 
There is a long pause. ONE picks up one of the pancakes deliberately. He tears it in half and throws it on the ground.
ONE: 
Wheat. (Pause.) Well. We'll be waiting. 
ONE turns and heads back into the restaurant.
TOBY: 
Shit. Barley. We need barley flour. Where would we have barley flour? Think. Oh! Don't vomit. Don't vomit! Hold it in! Swallow. Toby, dead-space. Dead space, go to the dead space! 

 
I can't, I gotta concentrate -

 
go to the fucking dead space, you halfwit coward! 

 
All right, I'm going. 

 
Are you in the dead space, Toby? 

 
Yes, I'm in the dead space. 

 
Are you calm? 

 
Yes, I'm calm. I'm still. I'm in the dead space. 

 
Good. Don't leave the dead space, Toby, stay there. Are you still in the dead space? 

 
I haven't moved. 

 
Good. Now, Toby, I want you to answer a couple of questions. Okay? 

  
Okay. 

 
Where do we keep the flour, Toby? 

 
The flour's in a barrel at the back of the storeroom. 

 
What kind of flour do we have, Toby? 

 
We have wheat flour, we have cornflour, we have- 

 
Do we have any barley flour? 

 
I don't know. 

 
Are you sure? 

 
Yes.

  
Where would we keep barley flour if we did have it?

 
l don't know. 

 
Think, Toby. 

 
I don't know! I don't fucking know! Why would I know something that you don't know? Stop sending me to the fucking dead space every time you panic! 

 
Toby? Toby, are you still inthe dead space? Oh, crap. Barley. Barley flour. 

BILLY enters.
TOBY: 
Barley. There must be barley somewhere in this kitchen. Behind the barrels. Billy, you seen any barley? Barley flour. They want barley pancakes.

BILLY: 
Stop saying barley! You're an arsehole, Toby, you're a total arsehole! (Pause.) I'm sorry, Toby, I'm sorry, I wouldn't normally have said that. I'm on the edge, Toby. My mind and body are inches away from total shutdown. I might say things this morning I would never normally say, even though I might think them. I can't control my subconscious, it’s all so much closer to the surface. 

TOBY: 
Billy, do you know if we've got any barley flour? 

BILLY: 
Yes, we've got barley flour! You're like a scratched record, Toby. Lucille ordered in a forty kilo bag of barley flour specifically for the booking this morning. 

TOBY: 
Where is it? 

BILLY: 
Under the sink. God's sake, Toby, am I expected to run the kitchen now? Get your act together, mate... I'm going for a cigarette. 

TOBY: 
Could you at least check and see if the customers are all right? 
BILLY storms over to the door, throws it open, and stands there looking outside.
BILLY: 
Yes, they're fantastic! They're all sitting with their backs straight - totally silent - dressed in white - wearing hats. Anything else? 
BILLY exils. LOUISE steps in almost the same instant with a half smoked cigar. She stubs it out on the chopping board.
LOUISE: 
Look at this. My first proper cigarette break of the day and I get through ... maybe ... a third of it before Billy comes out to annoy me. 
She lays out six coffee cups and starts pouring shots of coffee then gets out the spirits.
TOBY: 
I think it’s a double standard that the Little Friends of Science won't eat sugar or jam with their pancakes, but they're happy to drink whisky coffee. 

LOUISE: 
These aren't for the Little Friends. It's a hangover cure. Look. Double shot vienna with extra whipped cream - heaps of extra cream to line your throat. (Drinks.) Long black coffee with a shot of whiskey to settle your stomach. (Drinks.) Short black with a double shot of whisky, soothes the pain in your head. (Drinks.} Then a latte with chocolate sprinkles and tequila to wash away the taste of the whisky. (Drinks.} Then a double gin with milk froth so I don't have to feel sober. (Drinks.) And finally a hot chocholate with marshmallows and sprinkled rolling tobacco. (Sips.) 

TOBY: 
Why? 

LOUISE: 
I like marshmallows. 
There is a rap at the door. ONE enters.
TOBY: 
Can I help you? 
ONE says nothing, and beckons LOUISE. She walks over to him. He whispers to her. LOUISE walks back to TOBY.
LOUISE: 
He's asking if it would be okay ... if you would face away from him while he talks. 

TOBY: 
Why? 

LOUISE: 
He says he can smell the corruption in your eyes. Um, did you try to give him wheat? 

TOBY: 
I didn't know. I was cooking wheat pancakes. 

LOUISE: Yeah ... I don't think they like that. 
ONE starts hissing.
LOUISE: 
Just face away. 
TOBY faces away. ONE is all smiles.
ONE: 
Ah, I can breathe again. I've just come in here to let you know. The Little Friends of Science are beginning to grow hungry. Perhaps I should have mentioned that this last seven days has been a fast for us. Over the week, the ocean's tides have been exuding a magnetismal force owing to the occunalation of the moon and other facts which your intelligence quotient is too low to comprehend ... In layman's terms, it has been unsafe to consume food over this period. I haven't eaten in one hundred and sixty nine hours. I'm ... desperately starving. And, to put it bluntly, our fast was supposed to end half an hour ago. Where are the pancakes? 

TOBY: 
I'm just mixing up the ... mix. 

ONE: 
Of course, it won't be longer than, say ... a couple of minutes that we have to wait. Because, if you prick your ears up, ssh ... can you hear? A low, rustling sound? A whisper like the wind blowing dry leaves down the street? Whisssss .... Whisss .... That's the sound of the Little Friends of Science beginning to reveal their discontent. They are murmuring to one another. I don't know how loud that sound will grow. Perhaps it will grow no louder. Perhaps... (He turns to leave but stops at the door.) I'm sorry, miss, but could I ask for your assistance with this door? My strength does not lie on the physical plane. 
LOUISE opens the door and holds it for him. He looks deep into her eyes.
ONE: 
Thank you, Louise. So kind. So ... kind ... 
He shuffles out.
TOBY: 
How did he know your name? 

LOUISE (breathing heavily): 
I don't know.

TOBY: 
Okay, you'd better get the plates ready. These are nearly good to go. 

LOUISE: 
Did you see how he looked at me? Did you see that? 
BILLY enters from outside.
BILLY: 
You know what, Louise? You're pathetic. I mean you're disgusting. I mean that's low, even for you. I mean I hate to squash your dreams, but how could you possibly imagine that I might be tempted ... by you? 

LOUISE (still in another world): 
What are you ... talking about? 

BILLY: 
I want you to know, I would have let you down gently. I would have apologised, I would have said let's just be friends, I would have been nice. If you'd approached and asked me. If you'd ... said something out loud. But to ... declare it like this...
BILLY holds up a decapitated rat by the tail. TOBY jumps, dropping a plateful of pancakes onto the floor.
LOUISE: 
What are you doing? Put that outside! Throw it in the bin! 

BILLY: 
Throw it in the bin? You'd like that, wouldn't you? Destroy the evidence. No dice, Louise. When Lucille gets back she'll ratify my decision. You'll never work in a restaurant again, baby. 

TOBY: 
Billy, shut your mouth. That's enough. Now explain to us what you're doing with that thing. 

BILLY: 
Why it's simple, Toby. While I was smoking my cigarette outside, I caught a glimmer of movement in my peripherals. Snapped my head around like a cat - but not fast enough. The perpetrator was lightning quick. And what had they done? I returned to the scene of the crime to investigate. Our kitchen door. Vandalised. Someone has scrawled two letters and a numeral on the door. An L. A 4. And a B. L 4 B. Louise for Billy. And the letters themselves - was it spray paint? Was it chalk? Was it carved in with a knife? No. The lovestruck vandal wrote her desperate message in rat's blood. This rat's blood. And she left it there for all to see. 

LOUISE: 
L 4 B? 
She goes to examine the rat.
BILLY:
I can only imagine how long you've been planning this. How long you've waited to come and tell me your feelings. And then finally you resort to this. 

LOUISE: 
These are teeth marks. Someone's bitten this rat's head off. 

TOBY: 
Could you just dump the rat for a minute and start getting these pancakes out? They're getting restless in there. 
From the restaurant, strange sounds are beginning to emanate. Very quietly atfirst, there comes an ommming sound, strange squeaks and squeals like tropical birds ... grunts ...
BILLY: 
Enough chit chat! This was not the morning to try this on! Billy is not happy! Louise must leave! 

TOBY: 
It wasn't Louise, Billy. She's been in here this whole time. 

LOUISE: 
I don't love you, Billy. You're a twat. (Back to the rat.) Human incisors. A human bit this off And not long ago, either. Someone's hiding in our alley. 

TOBY: 
She's not hiding, she's just resting. 

LOUISE: 
Who? 

TOBY: 
Lucille. 

BILLY: 
You think Lucille did this? 

TOBY: 
Well it's her rat. 

BILLY:
L for B? 

LOUISE: 
Lucille has a crush on you, Billy. 

BILLY: 
What did you say? 

TOBY: 
She named the rat after you. 

LOUISE: 
You ever noticed she follows you round the kitchen?
TOBY: 
You remember she didn't fire you even when you showed up drunk and puked into that little girl's birthday cake? 

LOUISE: 
She's got little hearts all around your name on the banking sheet. 
BILLY is backing away, terrified.
BILLY: 
You're sick. Listen to me, Lucille is our boss! She's a responsible woman, she's not some sicko. I don't care how sick she is, she's not gonna scrawl a love letter across the kitchen door in rat's blood! 
TOBY and LOUISE stare at BILLY.
BILLY: 
Oh shit. 

TOBY: 
Calm down. Just dump the rat and get the pancakes out. 
The chanting, squeaking and howling from the restaurant has by now grown much louder. LOUISE grabs several plates of pancakes and rushes into the restaurant.
BILLY: 
I don't love her back. I mean, I don't think I love her back. .. 

TOBY: 
Billy! Get it together! Get rid of the rat, start taking these pancakes out. 

BILLY: 
Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. 
BILLY throws the rat on the ground and grabs at the pancake plates. He pulls pancakes off the plates, confuses himself lays them back down, not seeing anything.
TOBY: 
Christ, Billy, do you want to wash your hands first? 
BILLY takes one plate and slowly walks into the restaurant. LOUISE runs in and out, carrying the rest of the plates while TOBY begins to clear up. He starts his meditation routine, but self concsiously, as LOUISE keeps interrupting him. LUCILLE appears on the ladder behind the flat. She climbs towards the sign, weakly, falteringly, about to fall at any moment. At last, she manages to pull it down and disappears with it. When all the plates are backstage, LOUISE re-enters through the restaurant door. She opens it, stands facing the restaurant.
LOUISE: 
Thank you! Thank you so much! It's ... I think it's ... scientific. Oh, thank you so much! 
There are a few claps and cheers from backstage. LOUISE walks back through the kitchen holding a bundle, concealing it from TOBY.
TOBY: 
What's that? 

LOUISE: 
They, um ... they gave me a tip. 

TOBY: 
What is it? 

LOUISE: 
I'm not opening it in front of you. You've got wheat all down your apron. You stink of the corrupting grains .. 

TOBY: 
What corrupting grains? Oh, the wheat thing? Look, no-one told me they only eat barley. Besides, what are you talking about? You've still got rat's blood on your hands. 

LOUISE: 
Germs don't work on barley. 

TOBY: 
What? 

LOUISE: 
Germs. You know, the little creatures that cause diseases? They don't work on barley. The Little Friends of Science were explaining it to me. Hygiene doesn't matter any more. As long as you steer clear of the corrupt plants and any animal with fur, you'll never get sick. 

TOBY: 
This is what they told you? They don't eat animals with fur? 

LOUISE: 
Toby, mammals are our brothers. It's the birds, and the reptiles, and the fish, and the insects - they're the enemies. We shouldn't hurt cows and pigs. They'll be our allies when the reptiles and the birds attack. 

TOBY: 
That makes sense to you? 

LOUISE: 
Toby, they explain everything. All my stresses, all my uni work, all the coffee and alcohol and cigarettes, they explained what it's all done to me. But I can still fix it - ​not with medicine or healthiness. With Science. 

TOBY: 
What do you mean, with science? What kind of science? Biology, chemistry?

LOUISE: 
Science. You shouldn't try to break Science down into parts, Toby. Science is whole. Science is perfect. 

TOBY: 
That doesn't make any sense.

LOUISE: 
I don’t know why I’m trying to explain it to you. You're spiritual deadweight. 

TOBY:
Where's Billy? 

LOUISE: 
He's talking to Little Friend Number One. He's shaking out there, he's on his knees. He was very frightened, Toby. I don't know if he was ready to learn about Lucille's attraction to him. 
LOUISE opens the back door. Standing framed in it is LUCILLE, holding the knife ready to stab, with the signpost in her other hand. She looks even more sick, with her clothes ragged and stained with rubbish and vomit, her mouth stained with rat's blood. When she speaks she growls or hisses. LUCILLE roars a warcry, LOUISE screams and cowers, dropping her tip, which is actually one of the Little Friends' hats. LUCILLE is about to murder her when she realises who she is.
LUCILLE: 
Louise? Louise, get up. Get up, Louise. 

LOUISE: 
Please don't kill me, Lucille! I've got so much to give! 

LUCILLE: 
Louise. Where's Toby? 
LOUISE: 
He's there! He's hiding behind the counter! 
TOBY sheepishly emerges from hiding.
TOBY: 
Hello. Are you feeling a bit better? 

LUCILLE: 
You'll die. You'll die for this. Toby -little Toby - I left you in charge. I left you alone for an hour, Toby. One hour. I wake up and what do I find? 

TOBY: 
I... don't... 

LUCILLE: 
Have a look at this. 
LUCILLE drops the sign at TOBY's feet.

LUCILLE: 
What the hell is this doing above my restaurant? 

TOBY: 
Urn, the Little Friends of Science put it up because there was ... some trouble ... with ... people trying to get in the restaurant. 

LUCILLE: 
People trying to get in the restaurant? But not actually getting in? My customers being turned away? 

TOBY: 
Yeah, the Little Friends of Science posted guards ... 

LUCILLE: 
You'll have to say that again. Whose little friends? 

TOBY: 
Science's. The booking for seventy. They're a group called the Little Friends of Science. 

LUCILLE: 
The barley eating businessmen? 

TOBY: 
I don't think they're businessmen, so much as a, um... cult. 

LOUISE: 
How dare you! 

LUCILLE (slowly): There is a cult eating in my restaurant? 
Suddenly from backstage there is a screeching and a crying, 70 cult members howling out and making every crazy noise they can. After a few seconds, silence.
LUCILLE: 
What the hell was that? 

LOUISE: 
They're opening their bellies up to the sky to allow greater metabolic speed and more body efficiency. 

LUCILLE: 
How the hell do you know? 

LOUISE (concealing her hat): I'm ... pretty much guessing. 

LUCILLE: 
How much of my food have they eaten? How much have they drunk? 

TOBY: 
Not much, they just had one dry pancake each. 

LUCILLE:  
So this pack of pagan monsters hasn't consumed more than five dollars' pancake mix. In that case, I'm willing to waive the bill as long as they get out now without any trouble. 

LOUISE: 
What did you say? 

LUCILLE: 
They leave. Now. And they never come back. Not one of the seventy ever puts their feet on my floor again. 

LOUISE: 
You can't! They're not doing any harm! They're just eating breakfast! 

LUCILLE: 
They've been attacking my customers. They leave now. 

LOUISE: 
No! No! You wouldn't dare! I'll tell them! I'll tell them now! 
LOUISE scurries through the restaurant door. LUCILLE grabs another knife off the shelf.
LUCILLE: 
So that's how it's going to be? Hah. No problem. If they think I won't fight to the death for my restaurant, their god's been telling them lies. Toby. Arm yourself. No, not the knives. Your knife arm's terrible. The cleaver, Toby. You've got a good stroke with that. And the meat tenderiser. Okay then. Three against seventy. Where's Billy? 

TOBY: 
I think he's in there. 

LUCILLE: 
Well go and fetch him out of there. I wouldn't want to go into battle without Billy by my side. He's a born warrior, that boy. Go on, Toby, go and fetch him. No, don't put down your weapons! You're going into enemy territory. This is a scout raid, Toby. Just grab Billy and get him back here. Safely. Bring him back to me, Toby. 

TOBY: 
Um ... okay. 
TOBY creeps warily towards the restaurant door, cleaver and tenderiser in hand.
LUCILLE: 
Toby. Did he - did Billy - mention anything about a message? 

TOBY: 
A what? 

LUCILLE: 
A message. A secret message to Billy. Did he say anything about it? 

TOBY: 
You mean the thing on the door? 

LUCILLE: 
So he's seen it. He didn't tell you what it meant, did he? 

TOBY: 
No. 

LUCILLE: 
It's a secret code between Billy and I. Just... when you get out there ... just ask him ... just tell him ... Tell him Lucille's in the kitchen, and tell him ... the numeral 4. 

TOBY: 
The numeral 4? 

LUCILLE: 
The number. Four. He'll understand. 

TOBY:
Right.
As TOBY goes to open the door, TWO pushes it open from the other side, throwing TOBY to the floor. ONE, TWO and LOUISE enter, LOUISE now in her hat.
ONE: 
Well, a good morning to you. You must be Lucille. I spoke with you on the telephone. It's a pleasure to meet you. 

LUCILLE: 
And who do I have the pleasure of addressing? 

ONE: 
I am one of the Little Friends of Science. Just One ... of the many. 

LUCILLE: 
You people put this sign up outside my restaurant? 

ONE: 
That sign was erected to prevent violence - by discouraging malingerers and tourists from entering this restaurant. 

LUCILLE: 
My restaurant. My customers. I hope you've had a nice breakfast. 

ONE: 
We have had an interesting breakfast. We have just completed a week long fast. You see, the ocean's tides have been exuding a magnetismal force- 

LUCILLE: 
Shut up! You listen to me. I'm giving you all five minutes to get out of here ​free of charge - before I come a-slicing. You understand? 

ONE: 
You would attack us? Seventy to one? 

LUCILLE: 
Who says I'm on my own? Toby? 
TOBY reluctantly gets to his feet, holding his weapons unwillingly.
ONE: 
Disarm the wheatfiend. Don't touch his skin! 

TWO and THREE easily disarm TOBY and force him to the ground, holding him there with their feet.
LUCILLE: 
You think I couldn't get through seventy of you myself? You see this? 
She kicks the decapitated rat across the floor.
LUCILLE: 
I did that. With my bare hands. 

ONE: 
You killed a mammal. Traitor. 

LUCILLE: 
And I got one more surprise for you. Billy! Billy, come on, we need you! 

ONE: 
Ah yes. Come along, Billy. 
BILLY enters the kitchen, now wearing a Little Friends hat. LUCILLE freezes. She speaks brightly to him, unnaturally cheerful. The other Little Friends stand back, letting BILLY come forward.
LUCILLE: 
Hi Billy. 

BILLY: 
Hello Lucille. 

LUCILLE: 
How are you going? Have you had- have you had a busy morning? 

BILLY: 
Much has happened, yes. 

LUCILLE (whispering): Give him the message, Toby. 

TOBY:
Um, Luc- 

LUCILLE: 
Say it!

TOBY: 
Billy, Lucille says to tell you ... the number 4. 

BILLY: 
Lucille for Billy. Yes, I'm aware. 

LUCILLE: 
You know? He knows, Toby, he knows. 

BILLY: 
It can't be, Lucille. 

LUCILLE: 
You what? The letter B? 

BILLY: 
You and I, Lucille, cannot be. 

LUCILLE: 
I'm sorry? 

BILLY: 
It's not that you are too old, or too ugly, or too violent for me. I'm afraid I... no longer have relationships. 

LUCILLE:
You no longer have them? 

BILLY: 
That's right, Lucille. No more friends, no more enemies, no more family. I am zero with all of these people. I feel nothing for them. Toby - I feel nothing for you. 

TOBY: 
Thank you. 

BILLY: 
I am zero with all human beings, Lucille. I have only one friend. Just one. Only one. 

LUCILLE: 
Who? Who is it? Who is your friend, Billy? 

BILLY: 
Science. 

LUCILLE: 
Science ... 

BILLY: 
The Little Friends of Science have shown me a great deal in a short time. When I start my course of Scientific pills I will never have to sleep again. 

LUCILLE: 
You're ... one of these people? 

BILLY:  
I hope I am worthy. 

LUCILLE: 
And you'll leave? You'll leave here? 

BILLY: 
I must. I must go where the Little Friends go. 

LUCILLE: 
But Billy! Billy, oh god, Billy! 
BILLY turns to leave. ONE stops him, holding his arm.
ONE: 
Wait. There is a way. 

LUCILLE: 
A way? 

ONE: 
Billy must go where the Little Friends go. But what if the Little Friends ... were to stay right here? 

LUCILLE: 
Stay? You mean, for lunch? 

ONE: 
I mean... forever. The Little Friends of Science need a headquarters, a base from which we can grow and teach and grow and teach and grow. I think that base might be right here. 

LUCILLE: 
My restaurant? 

ONE: 
Lucille, if you sign these papers, it could become much more than a restaurant. It could become ... a home. A school. A cemetary. And a house in which Science will dwell. And remember, Billy will be here too. 

LUCILLE: 
So I would be one of you. 

ONE: 
Of course. We accept all who wish to learn about the mysteries and magic of Science. 

LOUISE: 
Not him. (Points to TOBY.) 

ONE: 
You're right. The wheatfiend cannot stay. 
TWO and THREE pull TOBY to his feet.
TOBY: 
Lucille, you're not going to sign that, are you? Seriously, Lucille, you're not serious. 
LUCILLE signs the papers. ONE clicks his fingers and BILLY rushes over to LUCILLE, hugging her, holding her, putting a hat on her head. ONE clicks his fingers again and TWO and THREE rush out the exit.
ONE: 
Now. The wheatfiend. Toby, isn't it? Your friends tell me you meditate. But could you connect with Science? Could you place this hat upon your head? 

TOBY: 
I'd rather not. 
Behind the flats, TWO and THREE are raising a new sign. This one says: 

 
THE LITTLE HOUSE OF SCIENCE 
LOUISE walks upstage and grabs a small backpack. She empties it out in front of ONE. A change of clothes, some car keys, a wallet, a mobile phone, a novel.
ONE: 
So, what Louise said about you was true. You are spiritual deadweight. There is nothing here that will help the Little Friends of Science. Even your car will fetch no more than several hundred dollars. 

TOBY: 
Just- just let me get my things, and I'll go. 
TWO and THREE enter quietly from the outside exit.
ONE: 
No. I didn't say you were completely without use. Once we have torn off your head, we will use your body to scrawl a message across the front door - a welcome message! A message that says "This is the House of Science! Science himself shall come down from the aethyr and live in this house among us! In Science's name! 

ALL (except TOBY): In Science's name!
ONE, TWO, THREE, LOUISE, BILLY and LUCILLE advance on TOBY chanting "Science! Science!" TOBY looks around in desperation. Finally he reaches into his apron pocket and pulls out a handful of powder.

TOBY: 
Stop! You know what this is? It's wheat! Wheatflour! 

ONE: 
Get back! The wheatfiend will corrupt our bodies and melt our insides! 

TOBY: 
That's right. Just stay back. Just play it cool and I take the wheat with me. 
TOBY kneels down and grabs his car keys.
TOBY: 
Just in case you're thinking of following me... 
TOBY throws lhe handful of flour in the air. The others cower in fear, except for LUCILLE; who looks terrified but determined. She charges into the cloud of wheat and tackles TOBY.
LUCILLE: 
Sorry, Toby. It's nothing personal. It's just the way it is. 
TWO and THREE pull on breathing masks and walk over to TOBY and LUCILLE. They drag TOBY, still protesting, by his feet into the restaurant. LUCILLE lies where she tackled TOBY, weakly coughing.
LOUISE: 
Lucille! I can't believe you did that! 

LUCILLE: 
I did it for you ... for you ... Billy ... 
With this last sigh, LUCILLE dies. BILLY walks over to her and closes her eyes.
ONE: 
When the door painting ceremony is complete, we'll bury her body in the swamp, so the contamination does not spread. 
ONE turns on his heels and exits.
BILLY: 
She didn't do it for me, Louise. She did it... for Science. 
BILLY lays his head in LUCILLE's lap. LOUISE kneels by him and holds his hands as the lights fade down.
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