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Characters


STITCH, timid, in a cardigan
LIZ, not timid, pregnant
MARK, well-meaning but worried
DAVE, unimpressed, dressed as a giant penguin
SAM, offstage









ACT ONE


Casting On


‘Beginning anything new can be daunting, and knitting is no exception. Mistakes made while casting on can trouble you right through to a garment’s completion. Take care, and take your time. Imagine the finished piece. Nothing spurs a young girl on to success more readily than the thought of a well-knitted bedsock.’


A Girl’s Guide to Knitting & Crochet, Janice Thripp (1962)


 


Scene One


A room with a sofa. A door at the back leads to the bathroom, from which splashing is heard. STITCH comes out of the bathroom, damp, with a worried expression. He shuts the door, leans against it, looks up and sighs.


STITCH. Bugger.


STITCH sits down on the sofa and starts knitting. His expression is approaching shell shock. A Transformers lunchbox rests on the floor by his feet, and next to the sofa is a rolled-up sleeping bag and a bag stuffed haphazardly with clothes. In front of the sofa is a low table with a CD player and some chunky headphones. On the back wall is a telephone. LIZ enters, heavily pregnant, waddles over to the sofa and sits down (heavily).


LIZ. I want this bump out. Now.


STITCH. I’m sorry.


LIZ. It’s so uncomfortable. And I need the loo.


STITCH. No help with that either I’m afraid.


LIZ (starts to get up). Oh, well. If you want something doing…


STITCH (holds onto her). No, Liz. You can’t.


LIZ. I’ve had three mango lassis, Stitch. I can’t not.


STITCH. It’s just.


LIZ. Like drinking sunlight at the time. Now this.


STITCH. Sam’s in there. Had a bit of an accident earlier. He’s having a bath.


LIZ. Poor lad. He had one at the jumble sale and all. They sent him home in floral culottes.


STITCH smiles.


It’s not funny.


STITCH. No, just. It wasn’t that sort of accident.


LIZ. Oh. Oh God, is he alright?


STITCH. Yeah, he’s fine. Just a bit. Wet.


LIZ. What happened?


STITCH. Well, you know. Not much. Fell in with the penguins. A bit.


LIZ. What was he doing in with the penguins?


STITCH. That’s what I thought.


LIZ. You were looking after him.


Pause. STITCH shrugs.


Remind me never to let you take the bump out.


STITCH (smiling). Thought you wanted it out. Now.


LIZ. I meant to, wherever you’ve been. Feed it to the sodding lions, you will. Then shrug.


STITCH. No lions.


LIZ. Whatever, tigers.


STITCH. Liz, it’s an aquarium. The penguins are only there for half-term.


LIZ. They must have something in the way of predators.


STITCH. Squids, I suppose. They’re quite shifty-looking.


LIZ. What do they eat?


STITCH. Dunno. Fish maybe. Seaweed. When I was there this bloke tried feeding the stingrays Battenberg. They weren’t keen.


Beat.


LIZ. I could just eat a bit of Battenberg.


STITCH. Well. You’re in luck.


LIZ. Wahey.


STITCH. Mum sent one with me for the journey. Should be just in my bag down there. Can you reach?


LIZ looks in STITCH’s bag at the side of the sofa. She takes out a few crumpled T-shirts, then finds a bottle of pills, looks at them quickly and puts them back. She finds the Battenberg.


LIZ. Got it. Oh, hang on. You don’t think it’ll make matters worse.


STITCH. Nah, probably soak a bit up. Looks quite absorbent really. For a snack. I’ll get a knife.


LIZ (who has already bitten into the whole thing). You’re alright. I’ll manage like this.


Pause. LIZ chews thoughtfully. STITCH examines his knitting.


I love Battenberg.


STITCH (carries on knitting). Mm.


LIZ. D’you think you could live off it?


STITCH. You seem to.


LIZ. I meant for ever though.


STITCH. Don’t see why not. Sponge. Jam. Marzipan. Three of your five-a-day.


LIZ. Odd though, isn’t it? Wonder who first thought: cake’s okay, but. Taste better in a grid. And it does. Sort of genius, that.


Pause. STITCH is still knitting.


Okay. If the biggest risk is a squid, you can take the bump out when it’s ready.


STITCH. Cheers.


LIZ. Not the penguins though.


STITCH. I didn’t push him in.


LIZ. Well, why was he there in the first place?


STITCH. It’s complicated.


LIZ. If it takes my mind off my bladder, I’m in.


STITCH. Fine. Dave was there. Working.


LIZ. Who?


STITCH. You know. Mark’s mate. I met him Saturday.


LIZ. Oh, that Dave.


STITCH. He let us in to help feed them.


LIZ. I didn’t realise he worked there.


STITCH. Yeah. Travels round with the penguins. Various places.


LIZ. Come on then, what happened?


STITCH. Well, I didn’t know it was him, to begin with.


LIZ. Must’ve looked different without the vodka.


STITCH. I suppose. He was dressed as a giant penguin though, so.


LIZ. Really?


STITCH. Some sort of promotional thing.


LIZ. Dressed up as a giant penguin.


STITCH. Enormous, yeah.


LIZ. And you still fancy him?


STITCH (quietly). Mm.


Silence.


LIZ. Give it time, eh. Eh?


STITCH. I am.


Silence.


Seemed quite pleased to see me.


LIZ. Great.


STITCH. Mm.


LIZ. Sounds nice.


STITCH. I suppose he is, yeah. Knows his sea life.


Quite sweet, really, the other night. He told me about these penguins in New York. Gay penguins. When all the others, the straight ones, were looking after the eggs and that, they looked after this stone. He said they kept it warm, kept it safe. Every year they did their best to hatch it. Didn’t work though. Then one year, the zookeepers swapped it, the stone, for an egg. It’d been, you know. Sorted. And they hatched it. Dads. Like the others. Just, family.


(Embarrassed.) It’s a nice story, anyway. Don’t know if it’s… Think he might’ve been.


LIZ. What? Making it up.


STITCH. No. (Bashful.) Chatting me up.


LIZ reacts.


I know.


LIZ. So, today was like a date?


STITCH shakes his head.


STITCH. Just a coincidence.


LIZ. Really?


STITCH. No, not really. That’s why I took Sam. In case I looked like a stalker.


LIZ. And did you?


STITCH. I hope not. Think I played it quite cool really.


LIZ (looking doubtful). Great.


STITCH. Yeah.


Pause.


I did do something stupid. I mean. Sort of. You’ll laugh, anyway.


LIZ (uncertain). Yeah?


STITCH. Oh, it doesn’t matter. Tell you later.


Pause.


LIZ. Look, Stitch. I don’t want to tell you what to do or anything. I’m not some sort of bossy big sister. You know best and that. And to Dave’s credit, I’ve never met him so I might be wrong but. The thing is. I won’t lie. Most of Mark’s friends are. I dunno how to describe them really. Complete twats?


STITCH. Oh.


LIZ. Dave might be different. He’s gay, I suppose, which sort of bucks the trend a bit. No idea Mark was so open-minded. What next – vegans? Still. I just want to say now, at the start: you go steady. Alright? Be careful. And don’t get too…


STITCH. I won’t, I won’t. I just. You know.


LIZ. Good to hear. (Pause.)


How long does it take to have a sodding bath? (Shouting.) You alright in there, Sam? He’s alright in there, isn’t he? On his own?


STITCH. I’m sure he’s fine.


LIZ. Very quiet.


STITCH. Just tired I think. Long day and that. Eventful.


LIZ. You don’t think he’s fallen asleep?


STITCH. He’ll just be getting warm. The penguin water was fairly chilly.


LIZ. I am going to have to go soon. Bump’s cranking up the pressure. It’s sort of bouncing at the moment.


STITCH. Can I feel?


LIZ. Course.


STITCH puts his hand on the bump.


STITCH. Oh. (Beat.) Oh.


It’s so sweet.


LIZ snorts.


Oh, right. Sorry. Probably not that comfy for you, sacred vessel. Maybe it’s the curry kicking in, though. Did you get something hot?


LIZ. Vindaloo.


STITCH. Brilliant. That’ll have it out like a shot.


LIZ. Stitch, I want a baby, not a missile.


STITCH. I know but. Still. Good effort.


LIZ. Not really. Mark had most of it. I just had a peshwari naan and a Rennie. I’m not fussed about spicy food to be honest. And the indigestion I’ve had lately. Mark thinks I’m fussing. Moody git.


STITCH. Where is Mark?


LIZ. Don’t ask. There’s nowhere to park outside so he dropped me off at the door and now he’s circling the one-way system like a vulture. Never seen anyone look so menacing in a Renault Clio. Still. Do him good to have some time on his own.


STITCH. Have you two fallen out? (Pause.) What’s the matter?


LIZ. Oh, nothing, just. Keep your head down for a bit.


He’ll want the loo and all. (Shouting, as MARK enters.) Sam, your Uncle Mark’ll be in in a bit, he’s in a shocking mood, you might want to start getting dry.


MARK stands still, unimpressed. LIZ adds, as an afterthought:


He’s had a curry.


Fade.


Scene Two


LIZ is still sitting on the sofa, next to STITCH, who is now knitting. MARK is standing by the bathroom door, scowling. He sighs a number of times. After the third sigh, LIZ sighs.


MARK. This is bloody ridiculous.


(Hammering on door.) Hurry up in there, Sam, alright.


LIZ. Leave the poor lad alone. (Shouting.) You take your time in there, Sam.


MARK. Was there any need for that?


LIZ. I don’t want him to slip or anything.


Pause. STITCH continues to knit.


MARK. How long’s he been in there? (Pause.) Stitch?


STITCH (stops knitting). Pardon?


MARK. How long’s he been in there?


STITCH. Oh, um. Not too long. I’m not sure, though. A while, I suppose. He’ll be out. Some time.


STITCH starts knitting again.


MARK. Thanks. Helpful.


LIZ. Don’t have a go at Stitch just cos you need the loo. We wouldn’t be having this trouble if you’d let us save up for an en suite like I said –


MARK. Oh, don’t go on about –


LIZ. Well, it’s true, you wouldn’t have any of it, and now –


MARK. I’ve heard this enough times –


LIZ. All you’d talk about was that bloody Nintendo Wii.


Beat.


MARK (quietly). Leave the Wii out of it, Liz.


LIZ. I’m just saying.


MARK. Well, it’s not helpful, is it? You wouldn’t’ve got an en suite anyway, you told me that.


LIZ. I might’ve.


MARK. You said you wanted a new settee.


LIZ. Could’ve had both.


MARK. How d’you figure that one out?


LIZ. When you were working at IKEA we could’ve got a big discount on a sofa. A nice Scandinavian sofa. And Sam’s dad would’ve done the plumbing on the en suite for free, he said that.


MARK. Only cos he fancies you.


LIZ (sighs). Well, we’re getting a new settee when the baby comes. This one’s no good for a baby, it’ll stain. And it’s ugly. We need beige.


MARK. Beige. Right. (Smiling.) I’ll remember that. If you ever get round to having the sodding thing.


LIZ (smiling). Don’t push it.


MARK. One of us has to.


LIZ (laughs, then suddenly serious). Don’t make me laugh.


MARK. This is silly. (Knocks on door.) Sam, is it alright if I just nip in for a wee? Cheers.


STITCH (jumping up, vaulting sofa to stop MARK). No!


MARK. What?


STITCH. You better not.


MARK. Why?


STITCH. He just. Gets shy. I’ll go, um. Get him dry and that.


STITCH slips into the bathroom, closes the door in MARK’s face and locks it.


MARK. What just?


MARK tries the door.


Locked.


He kicks it, but not too hard, and comes to the sofa. Sits down heavily, on STITCH’s knitting, and jumps up again.


Oh, bloody. Ow. This has to stop.


LIZ. Just look where you’re sitting.


MARK. How come he can go in there and I can’t?


LIZ. Stitch’ll help. You’d. I dunno.


MARK. I’d what?


LIZ. Boys get embarrassed seeing grown men’s bits. Even yours.


MARK. He could look away.


LIZ. He’s seven, he wouldn’t look away. Point and laugh maybe, but. (MARK smiles.) Just: be patient. It’s all good practice anyway. Good Dad practice.


Pause. MARK picks up the knitting again. It is a fairly indistinct shape.


MARK. Wonder what this is.


LIZ. Yeah.


MARK. D’you not know?


LIZ. Scarf, maybe.


MARK holds it at arm’s length, unsure.


Maybe something for the bump.


MARK. D’you think the bump’ll be into knitting?


LIZ. Maybe.


MARK sighs.


What?


MARK. Nothing. It’s just. It’s a bit odd, isn’t it?


LIZ. It’s a good skill. Knit all sorts. Stitch is always wearing. Stuff.


MARK. So are we.


LIZ. I mean, good stuff he made himself. That cardi: I think it’s really original.


MARK. Definitely.


LIZ. I mean it. There’s a bit of himself in the stuff he makes. Not just the time and that but, you know, his little worries. Little decisions. The stuff we wear’s probably made by some poor orphan in a sweatshop somewhere. Probably swapped that T-shirt for grains of rice. Vaccinations. Like wearing guilt, that is. I don’t want the bump dressed up in guilt.


MARK. So you want Stitch to teach it to knit?


LIZ. Course I do.


MARK. Really?


LIZ. Yes.


MARK. Even if it’s a boy?


LIZ. Oh. Not if it’s a boy. Bloody hell.


MARK. Why not?


LIZ. Just be a bit. Kooky.


Pause.


MARK. What is he doing in there? How long does it take to dry a child?


LIZ. You know Sam, he’s. Thorough. And Stitch isn’t a mile a minute.


MARK. He shot in there.


LIZ. Yeah.


MARK. Bit odd really.


LIZ is quiet. MARK takes a deep breath.


I really think it’s time he went home.


LIZ. Let him put some clothes on first.


MARK. I meant Stitch.


LIZ sighs.


What?


LIZ. We’ve been through this once tonight. He’s not going anywhere.


MARK. That’s the trouble.


LIZ. Stitch isn’t trouble. I’m not kicking my brother out when you won’t even get rid of the settee.


MARK. The settee’s special. If my brother turned up I’d soon send him packing. In his pinstripe suits with his bloody, I dunno. Career.
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