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OLIVER WITH A TWIST
A 10-minute play 
By JANE CAFARELLA
(inspired by Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens)

SYNOPSIS
Four people go out to dinner. It’s complicated.
TIME: The present 				SETTING: A restaurant (table and chairs)

CHARACTERS  

All parts may be played by adult males or females of any nationality, race or any age – although the CHILD should be a small person or a child. 
The food described may be implied. It is better that the audience imagines this. 
WAITER
GUEST 1.
GUEST 2
GUEST 3
GUEST 4
CHILD

The action should be fast-paced and the acting over-the-top.
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OLIVER WITH A TWIST
A restaurant. Lights up on two people seated at the table, facing opposite each other.
G 1: 	(Checking his watch.) Did we say 7pm?
G 2: 	Sharp.
G 1: 	Typical!
G 2: 	Yeah.
G 1: 	May as well look at the menu while we wait.
They study it.
G 1: 	God...who chose this place? There’s nothing organic.
G 2. 	Yeah...may as well be at McDonalds – or Mum’s.
Enter GUEST 3 and GUEST 4
G 3: 	Sorry we’re late. 
G 4: 	Yeah...sorry. 
He collapses in chair, exhausted. 
G3: 	Couldn’t get a park.
G 2 to G4: 	Are you okay?
G4. 	Never felt better.  
He falls face down on the table.
G3: 		(Unperturbed.) He’s on the Warrior diet – previously known as the Workhouse Diet. 
	Nothing for breakfast, nothing for lunch, then a bowl of gruel for dinner, with an onion twice a week, and half a roll on Sundays.
It’s amazing how much energy he’s had since he’s stopped eating. 
G2: 	Sounds awesome!
WAITER enters with notepad and pen. 
WAITER: 	Ready t’order?
G1: 	Ah yes... what are your vegetarian options?
WAITER: 	(Pointing to the menu.)  Here and here - and our special of the day: 
He takes a huge breath and recites or sings without stopping.
Tuscan white beans baked in a grilled capsicum and cherry tomato sauce gently resting on a thick-cut slice of freshly baked organic spelt bread, toasted to perfection and spread with salt-free, dairy-free, gluten-free, fat-free –(He exhales and takes another huge breath) – butter!
They all stare at him.
G1: 	Could you repeat that?
WAITER: 	(Sighing). Baked beans on toast.
G1: 	Hmmm...
G1: 	(Studying the menu) Can I have the pasta primavera?
WAITER begins to write.
G1: 	Without the pasta.
WAITER: 	(Crosses out writing) Pasta without the pasta?
G 3: 	(Sympathetically.) Celiac? 
G1: 	Vegan. 
G4. 		(Struggling to wake up and read the menu, then ogling the menu greedily.) I’ll have the pasta. Any pasta. All the pasta! And the soup and some garlic bread, and the steak – medium-rare.  (Hungrily.) Does it come with anything else?
WAITER:  	Chips.
G4: 	Hold the chips.
WAITER: 	And red wine sauce.
G4: 	Hold the red wine. We Warriors don’t do processed food or alcohol.
He collapses face first on the table again.
WAITER: 	(Turning to G3) And you, Madam?
G3:  	What’s the fish of the day?
WAITER: 	Australian salmon.
G 3: 	From?
WAITER: 	Australia. 
G3: 	(Wearily). Whereabouts in Australia?
WAITER: 	Queensland.
G3: 	Do you have anything with less food miles? 
WAITER: 	There’s a tin of tuna in the cupboard. 
G3. 	Dolphin friendly? 
WAITER:  	Budget friendly.
G3:		Hmmm...hold the salmon and the tuna. (He scans the menu). Hmm...Think I’ll just have a coffee.  Organic.
All putting their hands up for coffee.
G2. 	 Fair trade – decaf.
G4: 	(Raising his head momentarily.) Diary-free latte.
WAITER: 	Soy latte?
G4:  	(Sitting up and speaking groggily.) Do you have oat milk?
WAITER: 	Goat milk?
G4:  	(With effort.) Oat milk – without the G.
WAITER: 	(Writing.) No G.
G2:  	And can I have the pasta Carbonara, but without the egg and cheese?
WAITER: 	Just bacon?
G2: 	Good Lord, no!  I’m Muslim. Do you have any Halal chicken?
WAITER: 	I’ll check. 
G2: 	And no cream! 
G3: 	(Sympathetically.) Dieting?
G2:  	Lactose intolerant.
WAITER: 	(Writing) No cream. 
G3: 		On second thoughts - hold the coffee. I’ll have the Carbonara, too - but without the chicken.
WATIER: 	So just the pasta then? 
G3: 	Yes - and can you add vegetables?
WAITER: 	Pasta primavera? 
G3: 	No, no! I specifically said the Carbonara!
WAITER: 	Cream?
G3:	 No. 
G2: 	Lactose intolerant?
G3: 	(Shaking his head.) Pritikin diet.
WAITER: 		(He scribbles out and rewrites furiously) writes in his notebook.) Will that be all?
G4:  		(Looking wildly ravenous.)  And I’ll have the crumbed cutlet, as well as the steak.   (He hesitates.) But is it coated in egg?
WAITER: 	Yes - to make the crumbs stick. 
G4: 	Hold the egg . (To the others). Allergies.
They nod sympathetically. WAITER checks the order, pointing to each person as he goes:
WAITER: 		So no egg, no fat, no cream, no chicken, no bacon, no cheese, no soy, no miles, no chips, no alcohol and no pasta?
They all beam. 
ALL ad lib: 	Yes, thank you, great, lovely, wonderful....etc. 
WAITER collects menus.
WAITER: 	Anything to drink?
G1: 	A yes, water...thank you.
WAITER: 	Sparkling? Still? Tap?
G1: 	Well.  Preferably artesian.
G2. 	Or spring.
WAITER: 	(Adds to his list).  No bubbles and no chemicals, 
ALL: 	(Emphatically) And NO BOTTLES!
WAITER looks hassled and confused.
G3: 	(Reassuringly and conspiratorially.) Don’t worry – I can eat anything really.
WAITER is visibly relieved.
G 3: 	As long as I throw it all up afterwards.  Do you have a bucket?
WAITER removes the champagne bucket from its stand and places it in front of G3.
G3: 	Lovely!
The CHILD enters and sits under the table. No one takes any notice, except G3.
WAITER returns and puts an empty breadbasket on the table.
G3: 	Waiter...there’s a child under the table!
WAITER: 		(Proudly.)  Yes, it’s part of our table service – candles on the table, children under it.
G 3: 	What on earth for?
WAITER: 	The crumbs.
G2: 	(Crossly to G1) Did you order bread?  You know I can’t eat bread.
G1. 	I didn’t. I ordered rice cakes – or at least I meant to.
G2: 	Rice cakes! Rice is full of phytate and trypsin inhibitors! I can’t eat rice! 
To WAITER: 	Do you have any quinoa? 
WAITER shrugs.
G4 to G2:  		(Chastising.) The more you love quinoa, the more you hate Bolivians. They’ve been priced out of their own market by the demand for quinoa from people like you. 
WAITER waits with pen poised.
G1 to WAITER: 	No quinoa.
WAITER: 	(Writing in his notebook.) No quinoa!
G3 to WAITER: 	What if there are no crumbs?
WAITER: 	(Shrugging again.) The child dies.
G3: 	Goodness!  That’s terrible.
WAITER: 	(Reassuringly.) Don’t worry. We’re overstocked.
G3: 	(Anxiously.) Did anyone order bread?
G2:  	I’m Paleo. I don’t do grains. 
To WAITER: 	Do you have any lettuce wraps?
The CHILD begins to cry.
G3: 	(Looking under table.) Oh dear!
G4: 	What?
G3: 	The child is crying.
G4: 	Waiter, can we please have a table cloth?
WAITER: 	Certainly.
WAITER exits and returns with a table cloth, which he proceeds to put over the table, concealing the CHILD whose cries are now muffled. 
G4: 	That’s better.
G1. 	Yes, much better
G3 looks unconvinced.
G3 to WAITER: 	Well, if we can’t have bread, perhaps we’ll have cake? What sort of cake do you have?
CHILD stops crying and emerges tentatively from under the cloth.
WAITER: 	Chocolate.
G2: 	Fair-trade?
G1: 	90 per cent cacao?  
WAITER: 	Milk chocolate.
G2: 	Sugar free? You shouldn’t give children too much sugar.
G4:  	Or caffeine.
G3: 	You’re right.  
G1:  	Or animal fat! Does it contain butter?
WAITER: 	I’ll check.
G4:  	Is it flourless? White flour is deadly.
CHILD begins crying firstly feebly, then persistently.
GI: 		Cry away! It opens the lungs, washes the countenance, exercises the eyes, and softens down the temper.
G 3: 		(Becoming distressed, turns to WAITER, urgently).  We’ll have the chocolate cake.
(Turning to the others, apologetically) Just for the crumbs.
G1:  	But not if it’s GMO! That’s even worse for children.
They all nod.
G2:  	It should be sugar free! 
G4: 	Fat free!
G1: 	Ethical!
G2: 	(Emphatically and excitedly.) And environmentally friendly!.
WAITER brings cake. The CHILD holds out its hand pleadingly.
G2: 	Oh look at it! It’s so cute!
G1 puts a spoon in the CHILD’s hand and laughs when it looks confused.
G2: 	I’m gonna take a selfie.
G1: 	Great idea. 
G1 gets up puts arm around CHILD and smiles giving the two-finger V salute.
He then takes a photo of the cake.
G4: 	Ha! Ha! Put that on facebook
G1: 	And my blog.
G2: 	(Takes out her iphone) I’m gonna tweet this. What’s the name of this place?
GI: 	(Taking out phone to Google it)  ‘The Workhouse’, or was it ‘Fagin’s’?
The CHILD holds out its hand. G3 gives it some crumbs from the plates.
G3: 	There you go! (She pats the CHILD on the head.)
The CHILD gobbles the crumbs hungrily and holds out its hand again.
G2: 	(Ignoring the CHILD, she tries the cake.) Hmm... yum! Here...
She divides it between the other guests.
G3: 	Wait!
G2: 	Waste not, want not!
G1: 	(Eating greedily.) We can detox tomorrow.
G4: 	(Tucking in.) Colon cleansing does wonders.
G2:	 (With his mouth full.) Yeah!
The CHILD holds out its hand again, but G1, G2 AND G4 ignore it as they devour the rest of the cake. G3 joins them more tentatively.
CHILD: 	(Approaching G3) Please sir, I want some more.
G3: 	(Shocked.) What?
CHILD: 	(Louder and more insistent.) Please sir, I want some more.
G1, G2 and G4:  	MORE? MORE?!
G1: 	Well! Of all the ungratefullest…
G2 grabs the plate.
G3 to G2: 	Give him some more.
G2: 		(Quickly gathering the last crumbs and shoving them in her own mouth) There isn’t any more.
G3: 	(Desperately to the WAITER) Any more chocolate cake?
WAITER: 	Only chocolate chip cookies - with hazelnuts. 
G1: 	Soaked or fermented?
WAITER: 	Caramelised.
ALL: 	No!
G3. 	(Wrestling with the decision first) Oh... Okay. But just for the crumbs.
WAITER quickly exits and returns with a packet of biscuits on a tray.
G2:  		(Grabbing WAITER’S hand to stop him placing biscuits on the table) That child might have a nut allergy.
G1: 	Good point. Can’t be too careful. 
G1 grabs a biscuit and shoves it in his own mouth.
The CHILD starts to cry.
G3: 	Have you got any nut-free....
G2: 	...Wheat free
G1:	 ...dairy free
G3: 	 ...cookies?
G2: 	And glutton. - I mean gluten-free?
WAITER:  	I’ll check.
He exits.
Wailing of CHILD gets louder.
G3 picks up a biscuit to hand it to the CHILD.
G4: 	(Staying G3’s hand) Sugar is poison!
CHILD wailing gets louder.
G3 hovers with biscuit, uncertain. The CHILD holds out its hand.
G2: 	(Annoyed.) Don’t give it anything – it’s so greedy. Look at its big stomach!
G1: 	(Suddenly staring at the CHILD curiously.) And its big eyes!
G2: 	(Peering at it.) Eyes bigger than its stomach!
G1: 	(Poking the CHILD’s stomach.) Stomach bigger than its eyes.
G4: 	It needs to go on a diet.
ALL except G3: 	Yeah!  Yes! Dukan! Atkins! Hollywood! 
They laugh hysterically. 
G4: 	(Victorious and totally revived by the cake.) WARRIOR!!
The CHILD collapses.
G1: 	(Annoyed.)  Attention seeking!
G2: 	ADHD!
G4: 	Anaphylactic!
G1: 	Spoiled sport!
G3 distressed, goes to the CHILD, unsure of what to do.
WAITER enters with two serving dishes with covers over them – or anything else to represent the main courses. 
He steps over the CHILD to place the platters on the table.
G4: 	AHHH...at last! I’m starved.
G1:  	Me too!
G2. 	(Giggling.) Me three!
G3 leaves the CHILD and joins them slowly.
G1: 	Bon appetite!
ALL: 	(Raising their glasses merrily.) Bon appétit! 
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