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Praise for Chop Chop

‘Raucous and inventive, peopled with technicolour characters and savagely funny, Chop Chop announces Simon Wroe as both an heir to Martin Amis and an oven-fresh talent unto himself’

A D Miller

‘Depicts the literal underworld of a restaurant kitchen with wit, vigor, and gleeful, necessary profanity’

New York Times

‘Dark, pungent, twisted, surprising and above all genuinely funny. If you enjoy eating out, don’t read this book’

William Sutcliffe

‘Perfectly baked [with] a rich, gooey pool of dark comedy hiding beneath the surface … Wroe’s novel makes for fresh, appetising reading’

Independent

‘Brutally funny … Sometimes the truth is so strange it needs to be sautéed in a pan of fiction’

Gary Shteyngart

‘Dave Eggers channels Anthony Bourdain’

Kirkus

‘A complete page-turner. Reminiscent of Kitchen Confidential but with an entirely fresh voice that is a pleasure to read’

Thomasina Miers

‘A greasy, hilarious tale of loyalty, revenge and dark appetites. A gripping look behind the kitchen wall’

Shortlist

‘Brace yourself for this lively, amusing and alarmingly informative novel’

Daily Mail

‘A great kitchen novel. From describing the battle-scarred hands of a chef to the overall rhythm that goes into making every plate of food, Wroe … makes this ugly world delicious’

Book of the Week, Flavorwire

‘Lip-smacking … As shocking and witty as it is savage’

Vogue


For my father
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About the Book

This novel owes a debt to two newspapers. First, the New York Times, which in a 2015 article accidentally invented the country of Kyrzbekistan where this story unfolds. A journalistic error created a fitting setting for the tale of an imperilled newspaper. But above all, a debt is owed to Kyrgyzstan’s kloop.kg, a news site which holds power to account in a region where power is used to having things its way. I am extremely grateful to the dedicated and fearless kloop reporters for taking me out on their stories and letting me into their lives.


 

 

 

HOWLS, hollers, thunk-thunk of bass. Torchlight catches the form of a swaying girl, eyes closed, pollution mask across her nose and mouth. The light careens to a boy, late teens, strutting to the beat bare-chested. He shouts a greeting or threat. Another face – skinhead, male – leers in to point out a couple tussling on a table. The floor around is awash with empty bottles and cigarette packets and little red and white flags, the cheap plastic sort given out at parades. A dog noses a birthday cake through the rubbish, nibbling at the frosting, head cocked like a thoughtful gourmet. It turns and cowers happily in the glare. It licks its whitened snout. Its eyes are beads of glass. It knows it has done wrong.

Glimpses of the room show columns and statues and a grand corniced ceiling high above. A monstrous writhing wall shadow is revealed as the conjuring of many dancers stomping and thrusting and shaping the air with automaton abandon. Now they see the light and pull the torchbearer in. The beam scans the forest of faces, turning from stare to stare, round and round, faster and faster, spinning or being spun as the crowd yells and blurs. Then a flash of movement – a punch? a stumble? – and the video cuts out.

Other footage from the Kyrzbekistan capital around that time: crowds running in panic, empty central streets, a blazing pyre, a hooded figure kneeling on a stage.
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‘I loved this rollercoaster of a ride into a corrupt, fictitious country
that feels only too hideously real’ DEBORAH MOGGACH
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