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I Caught Crabs in Walberswick was first presented as part of the HighTide Festival 2008 at The Cut, Halesworth, Suffolk on 2 May 2008, produced by Samuel Hodges and Steven Jon Atkinson, in a co-production with Eastern Angles. The cast was as follows:
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ONE


TWO

	Joseph Arkley
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Director


Dramaturge


Designer


Lighting Designer


Sound Designer


Voice


Movement


	Lucy Kerbel


Beth Byrne for Neal Street Productions
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Matt Prentice


Steve Mayo


John Tucker


Fernanda Prater for Punchdrunk







The production transferred to the Pleasance Courtyard, Edinburgh, on 1 August 2008, as part of the Edinburgh Festival Fringe, and then toured from 3 September to 11 October 2008. It transferred to The Bush Theatre, London, on 11 November 2008. The cast was as follows, with the following change to the original production team:
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	Aaron Foy
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Characters


WHEELER, sixteen


FITZ, sixteen


DANI, sixteen


ONE, adult male


TWO, adult female


ONE and TWO double as all other characters:


BOB, Fitz’s dad


STEPH, Wheeler’s mum


MAX, Wheeler’s dad


URSULA, Dani’s mum


JEREMY, Dani’s dad


BOUNCER


COBB, a policeman


A dash ( – ) indicates an interruption or stopping short


An ellipsis (…) indicates a trailing off


All beats and pauses are to be adhered to at the discretion of the director and actors


Some words are written phonetically to convey the Suffolk dialect and accent










During the pre-set, ten filthy minutes of techno heaven. LOUD!!


ONE and TWO acknowledge the presence of the audience with a look or a nod and then signal for the music to cut into the sounds of summer. They begin their presentation.


FITZ begins rolling a joint.


TWO. Walberswick, a picturesque village on the east coast of England, also known as Hampstead-on-Sea.


ONE. This summer, expensive, family-friendly cars file along the A12 from as far away as Chalk Farm and Notting Hill to fill their usually empty second homes, dribble organic ice cream, and paddle in the beer-coloured sea.


TWO. Only nice people live in Walberswick.


ONE. Only the nicest.


WHEELER. We sign up for Psychology next year and we get crème bru-laid, café au-laid – Four girls to one.


FITZ. You gotta have Biology to do Psychology?


WHEELER. Like, ‘C’ or something.


FITZ. I should be revising.


WHEELER. Gonna be like a Lynx advert.


FITZ lights the joint.


ONE. This is Fitz and this is Wheeler.


WHEELER. How come you haven’t squeezed that whitehead, get all the poison out?


FITZ (covering it). Make it worse.


WHEELER. Not with the double squeeze – Squeeze it ’til it bleeds, come here –


FITZ. What?


WHEELER. I’ll do it – here.




A brief and silly struggle that almost jeopardises the joint before it stops.


TWO. On the hottest day of the hottest summer ever recorded, they’ve walked from the cheaper property in Reydon, to Walberswick’s prime crab-fishing spot.


ONE (indicating). Rickety wooden bridge, muddy creek, crab-fishing.


TWO. It’s four o’clock in the afternoon.


FITZ (passing the joint). That poem was in the English exam yesterdee, weren’t it?


WHEELER. …?


FITZ. He runs scissors through a Bunsen burner, passes ’em over, that one –


WHEELER. Armitage.


FITZ. You totally fell for that.


WHEELER. You branded me.


FITZ. S’only a scar, that’ll fade, pansy.


ONE. We should clarify, these are those scrawny brown crabs you catch with bacon on a string, keep in a bucket for a bit, then chuck back.


WHEELER takes a drag on the joint.


WHEELER (coughing). Woah-woah-woah – What’s all this? Weak as. (Passing joint back.) Barely affecting me.


FITZ. How come them kids already got a bucketful and you han’t got no crabs?


WHEELER looks at FITZ.


WHEELER. How many people know about that?


FITZ. Not many.


ONE. Wheeler had slept with Tara Hodgkinson in a one-man pop-up tent on a school trip to Mid-Wales. Nicknames such as Crabby –


TWO. Hive-head.




ONE. Itchy.


TWO. Scratchy. Walker’s Crab Bag.


ONE. The nicknames had stuck.


FITZ (passing the joint). Here y’are, Crabby-Claw, wash your hands first though, yeah?


WHEELER (sarcastic). That’s so funny! D’you get that off Two Pints of Lager and a Packet of Crisps? (Pulls on the joint.) You know that French teacher? Does oral, pencil skirts, you know?


FITZ. Oral.


WHEELER (passing the joint). Yeah. It’s on.


FITZ (giggling). Oral.


WHEELER. Exam today, she’s s’posed ta go through the whole syllabus with everyone, right?


FITZ. Their oral exam.


WHEELER. Yeah – Shut up – She could go through anything from buying a croissant –


FITZ (trying to pronounce it correctly). Croissant.


WHEELER. – to what pets you’ve got. Know what she asks me? Asks me about my hobbies.


FITZ. Croissant.


WHEELER. Mon passe temps, yeah? She wants to know how I spend my personal time, I mean, it is on.


FITZ (pulls on the joint). Bite! You got a bite, look, two of ’em humping, pull ’em up!


WHEELER. Ugh –


FITZ. Pull ’em up, pull ’em up – Humping crabs, pull ’em up!


WHEELER. Stop saying ‘Pull ’em up’.


FITZ. They love bacon like it’s crack. You reckon they’re gonna – like little tanks, raid the pig sties – ‘Vee vant bacon! Vee vant zee bacon!’ Quick, git ’em up, come on –




WHEELER. Crabs aren’t German – (Passes out.)


FITZ. Wheels?


FITZ takes a long toke and looks around.


Shit.


FITZ holds WHEELER’s wrist for a pulse.


TWO. For the past three years, Fitz has spent an hour before bed reading and re-reading the correct methods of resuscitation in the case of an emergency.


FITZ lets WHEELER’s hand fall.


FITZ. Orlroit, not an emergency.


ONE. We’d like to present the one night that changes everything.


TWO. Before Wheeler pulled his whitey –


ONE. Sorry, his what?


TWO. Before Wheeler passed out, at two forty-five p.m., Fitz had just got in from a sweaty shift at the book-binding factory.


Sounds of an aeroplane computer game.


BOB. It is FUCKEN HOT! (Farts loudly.)


TWO. When his mother died three years ago, Fitz’s dad contracted ‘The Condition’. Instead of working he plays aeroplane-simulation games, not the fun fighter games with Spitfires and stuff, the games that involve hours of flying in straight lines.


FITZ. I’m goin’ down Budgens, gettin’ lunch… Got paid, could get steak, veg, make some roasties… Get a Sara Lee Double Chocolate Gateau –


BOB. Huh?


FITZ. Sara Lee Double –


BOB. You want me to crash and kill four hundred innocent passengers? Trying to fly these people from Mon-fucken-golia and you’re talking ’bout – what you talking ’bout? LUNCH! Talkin’ ’bout lunch –


FITZ. I’m just gonna go down –


BOB. Budgens, whoopdee fucken – hang on – (In a special pilot voice.) Hamburg, come in Hamburg, this is Flight 17-24, requesting clearance for transit through your airspace, over.


FITZ. If I ’on’t ask, you won’t eat proper.


BOB (to FITZ). Nearly made me forget ta ask for clearance, banging on about GSOHs and exams…


FITZ. GCSEs.


BOB. Already got a job, and your football, you’re a natural, like your old man. (Into computer.) Thank you, Hamburg.


FITZ. Might get a bit for the freezer. It’s pretty easy if you wanna cook it –


BOB. Hang on. (Pauses game.) What’s that mean?


FITZ. Might not be in every night, you know? I’m still pickin’ your shifts up –


BOB. That’s reduced hours, in’t it? Coupla shifts a week?


FITZ. But these exams, revising – It’s knackering, Dad.


BOB. Well, sorry but I in’t in no state, am I? You in’t gonna leave me to it, are ya? What if I gotta go out – Everyone staring, asking stuff, knowing, and I get – My breath – I’m – (Farts.) It’s a condition.


FITZ. I’m just sayin’ suffin’ might come up with football or with my friends –


BOB. You can do that, course you can, in’t a baby, dun’t need constant – (Farts.) That better be sweat.


FITZ. I’m goin’ a Budgens.
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