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boo il -4 ELIZABETH Barrow COLT,
 When I was young I never even saw my mother in the
" Litchen. The food just appeared at mealtime as if by magic,
all steaming and ready to eat. Lacey would carry it in on
these big white serving platters that had a rim of raised
china acorns: Our plates had the same rim.  Twenty-two
_ acoms per plate, each one about the size of a lump of
 chewed gum. When I was very young I used to try and
' pry them off with my knife. . . . We ate every night at eight
o'clock sharp because my parents didn’t start their cocktail
hour until seven, but since dinnertime was meant for ex-
changing news of the ‘day, the emphasis was always on
talking . . . and not on eating. My father bolted his food,
“and my mother played with hers: sculpting it up into hills
“and then mashing it back down through her fork. To make
 things worse, before we sat down at the table she’d always

It was called “Fire and Ice” . . . a dark throbbing red that
rubbed off on her fork in waxy clumps that stained her food
 pink, so that by the end of the first course she’d have rended
everything into a kind of .. . rosy puree. ‘As my father

wolfed down his meat and vegetables, I'd watch my mother
thread this puree through the raised acorns on her plate,
_ fanning it out into long runny pink ribbons. .. . I could
_mever eat a thing. ... “WAKE UP, AMERICA!” she'd
trumpet to me. _
until you cléan up that plate!” So, I'd take several mouthfuls
when no one was looking, would spit them out
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~ thing. Even if it’s just tennis,
say you wasn't showed that.
i So I went to church and said
cause they didn’t know
stomach, that they'd

€n my angels. But, man
ad asked me what I did, right
gl lIl)lay tennis.” Didn’t know love from lo

atter. That's what T am. "Cause once k ,
what you are, the rest is just work. ot
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Premiere:
197lgre N ew York Shakespeare Festival, New York City,

Setting: An
shorge 1nt1mate, elegant restaurant on the New Jersey
gllleél and Cal have just opened a restaurant called The
! (:i ﬂe;n Carousel. It's a raw, freezing day in November,
and three disparate sets of guests eat their way through the
- comedy and drama of one evening’s meal. :
& Elizabeth Barrow Colt is dining with David Oss]ow a
earty, self-con{.ident publisher who admires her short sto-
ries. The. ‘m.‘eal is a nightmarish ordeal for Elizabeth, who
is Ve}::crumatmgly shy and so nervous she drops her lipstick
in her soup. She is very nearsighted and does not wear
ig;asses.. She }f also terrified of food, and when David tries
convince her to taste the di ;
nghpries inner she’s ordered, she tells
(Note: Though the two speeches occur in different scenes,

they continue th
Bt e the same story and can be performed to-




