
The Dark Side of Flavortown by Sarah Ranney 
 

Cast: 

GUY, A bleach blonde man of mysterious age wearing a Britney Spears 

mic, a bowler shirt covered in flames, and sunglasses on the back of 

his head. 

 

Setting: A TED Talk Stage. The lights come up and the audience claps 

to welcome Guy Fieri. 

 

GUY: I get folks telling me every day: “Guy, I wanna be a celebrity 

chef, just like you!” Sure, you get fame, money, a stylish wardrobe. 

But, the goose is always greasier in someone else’s kitchen. It’s 

more like: Heartburn, diarrhea, parody.  

 

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the dark side of Flavortown. 

 

Getting paid to eat is downright gangster most of the time. But on 

July 21st, 2015, things became active inside this volcano, and there 

was an eruption. 

 

That’s right. Even the Mayor of Flavortown, The Sultan of Sweet, The 

Hamster of Heat, has repercussions when he eat. 

 

Buckle up, folks. We’re going on a different kind of journey today. 

To a place where triple D stands for Definitely Don’t Do it. I’m 

talkin’ about New Orleans. NOLA’s known for many things: fancy 

donuts, baking babies into cakes, and flashing your hot link for 

jewelry. Speaking of hot links, that’s how I got myself into this 

mess. 

 

The Louisiana hotlink is a sausage known most often for its reddish 

color. Red. The color of a stop sign. I probably should have stopped, 

but The Bad Boy of The Bayou never backs down from a challenge. 

 

So we got some hotlinks from this little joint on the side of the 

road. Hit em with a lil donkey sauce, some onions. It was dynamite. 

You could put it on a flip-flop, serve it on a trash can lid, I’ll 

eat it while a shark eats me. It doesn’t matter, it’ll still be 

delicious. 

 

Getting that sucker down was the easy part. But the night is always 

dankest before the prawn. So, afterward, we’re on the road headed to 



QuesoCon, and the Regret Sweats start to hit. I’m like, “pull over, 

bro! We got a 6.2 on The Richter Scale over here.” 

 

I run to the Groan Throne quick as I can, and let me tell you, I fell 

into a burnin’ ring of fire. It was like Satan sneezed right through 

me. We got the hot snakes, we got the ring sting. It’s awful.  

 

I come out. I’m wearing my sunglasses on the front of my head so 

nobody can see that I’ve been crying. I’ve sweat right through my 

shirt. And my buddy Smashmouth looks me in the eye and just says 

“Woah man. You might as well be walkin’ on the sun.” 

 

So the next time you find yourself envious of the food celebrity 

lifestyle, remember, what goes in must come out. 

 

Thank you. 

 

The audience claps. 
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