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  THE KITCHEN SINK




  





  For my mum and dad, with love




   




   




   




  ‘I write this sitting in the kitchen sink.’




  Dodie Smith
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  1




  A shabby kitchen. Peeling paint. Scruffy lino. Table, chairs, cupboards, cooker, sink.




  KATH is chopping vegetables with her back to BILLY. Still in her dinner-lady overalls – they were already covered in food so she might as well

  be.




  A bit of a milk float is on the kitchen table, leaking oil onto one of her best tea towels.




  BILLY is sitting at the kitchen table, examining his portrait of Dolly Parton. In the portrait, Dolly is smiling, wearing a blue dress which is tight and quite revealing.

  It is a good portrait though.




  

    

      BILLY. What d’you think about the nipples? Mum?




      KATH doesn’t respond.




      Mum, can you look please? Mum? Mum?




      KATH stops chopping vegetables and turns round.




      KATH. Sorry, love?




      BILLY. The nipples? Dolly Parton’s. What d’you think?




      KATH looks.




      KATH. Oh, they’re lovely, Billy. Spot on.




      KATH turns to carry on with her vegetables. BILLY looks at the portrait again.




      BILLY. You don’t think they’re too much?




      KATH smiles. BILLY looks troubled.




      KATH. No.




      BILLY. I’m worried she looks a bit cheap though.




      KATH. Don’t be daft, Billy. Just looks like Dolly Parton. On a cold day.




      BILLY. I did imagine it being cold.




      BILLY thinks for a moment.




      What about sequins?




      KATH doesn’t answer. She’s looking for a casserole dish.




      Mum? Mum?




      KATH. What, love?




      BILLY. Will you look?




      KATH. I’m trying to get on with your dad’s tea really.




      BILLY. Just look though.




      KATH looks.




      KATH. What’s the matter?




      BILLY. What about sequins?




      KATH frowns.




      KATH. Actually on the nipples?




      BILLY. No just in general. I got these blue ones but. I’m not sure if they’ll help or, you know. Hinder.




      KATH. You must do what you think, love.




      BILLY. That’s the thing though: at the moment I think it looks good, but then it might look better with sequins. They might sort of, lift it a bit.




      KATH goes back to chopping her vegetables.




      KATH. Okay.




      BILLY. Or they might ruin it and I won’t have time to fix it before tomorrow. So maybe it’s better to play it safe.




      KATH. Mm.




      BILLY. But then, what if I get there tomorrow and they say, ‘we do like this portrait of Dolly Parton, it’s technically a good portrait, looks like her and

      everything but: we feel she’s lacking something.’




      KATH pops a bit of carrot in her mouth.




      KATH. Like a bra?




      BILLY. No, Mum, like her spirit.




      KATH. Right then. Right. Decision made.




      BILLY. Definitely. Definitely sequins.




      KATH goes back to her carrots. BILLY looks at the portrait, a bit crestfallen.




      Thing is though, with sequins.




      KATH. I don’t really have time for this, Billy.




      BILLY. But I just think, you know –




      KATH. I’m behind with your dad’s tea.




      BILLY. Sort of think –




      KATH. Thought if I had it ready.




      BILLY. I’m just quite worried though.




      KATH. For when he gets back.




      BILLY. You’re not even listening.




      KATH (a touch impatient). It’s a sodding picture, Billy. Of Dolly Parton. How hard can it be?




      Silence.




      BILLY is hurt.




      KATH breathes out slowly. She stops chopping vegetables. She turns around.




      Sorry. I shouldn’t’ve.




      BILLY. No, you’re. You’re right. It is a sodding picture. Of Dolly Parton.




      I’m fucked.




      KATH. Billy...




      BILLY. Doesn’t matter.




      KATH. I think it looks lovely. Honest it does. Really lovely.




      BILLY manages a smile.




      BILLY. Cheers.




      KATH. And I mean, I don’t even know anything about art so. They’re sure to like it more.




      BILLY looks troubled.




      BILLY. Mm.




      KATH. All your other stuff as well. Them photos of clouds, that film of Edna dancing to, thingy.




      BILLY. Justin Timberlake.




      KATH. You’ll be a shoo-in. You will.




      BILLY. You think?




      KATH. Come here.




      KATH gives BILLY a reassuring hug.




      Whatever happens, it’ll be alright.




      BILLY. Hope so.




      BILLY looks at the portrait again.




      Still think I’ll give the sequins a miss.




      KATH. I’d better get on.




      She does.




      BILLY goes to the sink. Peers into its depths. Sniffs.




      BILLY. I can still smell it, Mum.




      KATH. Just keep plunging, it’ll...




      He picks up a plunger. Half-heartedly plunges.




      BILLY. D’you not think we ought to get it sorted though? Properly. Mum?




      KATH takes the plunger off BILLY. She plunges, vigorously.




      KATH. Think I’d miss it. Quite therapeutic really, a good plunge. D’you want to set the table?




      KATH goes back to her vegetables.




      BILLY leans the portrait against the table leg on the floor, gets some cutlery and stops.




      He is wondering what to do about the bit of milk float.




      BILLY. Um, shall I move this?




      KATH. What’s up, love?




      BILLY. What shall I do about...?




      KATH. Oh, just leave it there.




      BILLY. Sure?




      KATH. Positive.




      BILLY takes a moment. The penny drops.




      BILLY. Is this a special tea, Mum?




      KATH. Sorry, love.




      BILLY. A special tea.




      KATH. Not really, casserole, why?




      BILLY. Nothing just. You seem to be putting quite a lot of energy into those carrots. So I wondered if maybe it was, you know. A special tea. To talk about...




      BILLY looks at the bit of milk float.




      KATH. It might come up.




      BILLY. Right. Maybe just set it for you and Dad then. The table.




      KATH. Anything, Billy, just.




      KATH carries on with her carrots.




      SOPHIE comes into the kitchen from outside. She is wearing her ju-jitsu gear and carrying a holdall. She sees the portrait.




      SOPHIE. Frigging hell. Nice nipples, Billy.




      BILLY. What?




      SOPHIE. Just saying sort of. God, they’re a bit. Erect.




      SOPHIE gestures towards the portrait. BILLY looks downcast.




      BILLY. Cheers.




      KATH. How did it go tonight, love?




      SOPHIE. Oh, you know.




      KATH. Girls alright?




      SOPHIE. Yeah. Good I think. I mean, it’s a mixture really, all these sort of proper tough cookies, and then like: weepers. But, you know. Think I’m getting through

      to them. Some good blocking today. Not so many bruises. Sensei Steve seemed pleased.




      Trying to sound casual.




      Said he’ll put me in for my black belt in the summer so. You know.




      BILLY. Soph, that’s amazing!




      KATH. That’s brilliant, love.




      SOPHIE shrugs.




      Isn’t it?




      SOPHIE. Reckon I’ll fuck it up to be honest. I do that.




      KATH. Come on, Soph, course you won’t.




      SOPHIE (firmly). Smells nice.




      KATH goes back to her vegetables.




      BILLY. It’s a special tea.




      SOPHIE. Oh, cos of...




      SOPHIE indicates the lump of milk float. BILLY nods.




      I’m off out anyway.




      KATH. You’ve only just got in.




      SOPHIE. Well, you know.




      KATH. Somewhere nice?




      SOPHIE. Think we’re off into Hull.




      KATH. Very nice.




      All of you going?




      SOPHIE. Not really.




      She sits down on the floor and looks at the picture close up.




      You nervous?




      BILLY. Bit nervous.




      SOPHIE. Definitely taking that though?




      BILLY. I am yeah.




      SOPHIE looks worried.




      SOPHIE. But, I mean, you’ve got other stuff?




      BILLY. Bits and bobs. Them photos I took of clouds.




      KATH. Edna bringing sexy back.




      BILLY. This is my main piece though. Took me ages so I thought...




      SOPHIE. Right.




      BILLY. What d’you mean?




      SOPHIE. Nothing, just. They can be quite snobby and that can’t they?




      BILLY. I don’t get you.




      SOPHIE. I just wonder what they’ll think, sitting in their little office in London surrounded by all Leonardo da Vincis and that. Tracey Emin. You turn up from Withernsea

      with Dolly Parton tucked under your arm. Except her nipples won’t fit.




      KATH. Sophie.




      SOPHIE. I’m kidding. You’ll be fine.




      KATH goes to the cupboard and rummages through a box of things in packets.




      BILLY picks up the portrait and really looks at it.




      BILLY. Soph’s right though. They will look down on Dolly. People do.




      But then I just think, she’s properly inspiring, isn’t she? And she’s got this habit of sort of. At key moments in my life just. Like I remember the first

      time I heard her – Year Eight school trip. To the abbatoir. Got on the coach and all the lads were having a go at the driver cos they wanted to listen to sort of, ‘Bangin’

      Tunes ’03’ or whatever, and he just: ignored them. Carried on listening to his music. I couldn’t believe anyone could just ignore them and carry on. Cos they gave me quite a

      hard time and that. All the time really. So I started listening too. And it was ‘Jolene’. And, you know, it’s just. Someone just singing the whole of themselves, all their

      fragile bits and their needy bits and making it, beautiful, I dunno, strong or, not giving a shit who hears it sort of. So I thought it’d be nice if she was there with me tomorrow. Cos

      it’s. Think I’m putting a bit of myself on the line or something. Quite a lot of myself really. Dreams and that.




      BILLY stops for a moment. Nobody is listening.




      This time next week I’ll know.
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  KATH and MARTIN sit facing each other at the table.




  KATH is looking at MARTIN. MARTIN is looking at his plate, underwhelmed. He looks up.




  

    

      MARTIN. Couscous?




      KATH. I made it with lemon.




      MARTIN. Oh right, is it... What is it?




      KATH. It’s sort of, it’s Moroccan I think.




      MARTIN lifts a bit of couscous onto his fork. Lets it drop.




      MARTIN. Looks like dust.
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