
 

 

 

READERS THEATRE: STEP 9 

Narrator (Alfie) 

Alfie 

Eric 

In the morning light, I could see patches of rust on his chest. I found a packet of 
oven-cleaning pads at the back of the kitchen cupboard. They foamed up like soap 
when I rubbed them on his rusty neck and back and elbows. WHen I scrubbed his 
back, he leaned forward helpfully. When I scrubbed under his arms, he held his arms 
up. 

‘You are loving this, aren’t you, Eric? I said. You love a good scrub.’ 

He didn’t answer, but he did look as though he was loving it. He leaned way back on 
his chair as if he were wallowing in a warm bath. 

Good thing about being at the Limb Lab is that if you don’t turn up they just assume 
you’ve gone to school. And if you don’t go to school they assume you’re at the Limb 
Lab. 

So no one is looking for you. 

I could just keep going until Eric shone all over. 

I picked up a can of WD-40 Eric lifted up his arms, as if he wanted me to spray some 
of the oil into his armpits like deodorant. 

‘There you go, Eric. Looking a bit smarter now.’ 

SMARTER… 

Eric raised his hand and fanned his fingers out in front of me. They were glowing 
red-hot. Steam drifted from the gaps in his knuckles. 

‘What are you doing?’ 

It was not relaxing, feeling the heat from his fingers in my face. He reached over and 
pinched my sleeves. ‘Eric, you could burn me. Let go.’ 

But he ran his fingers up and down, leaving the sleeves with a perfectly ironed 
crease. 

You may think that a robot that does the ironing is a boring idea. That’s because no 
one has ever ironed your clothes WHILE YOU WERE WEARING THEM. 

It’s not boring. 

It’s terrifying. 

He ironed my collar with my neck still inside it. 

When he started on my trousers, I was sure I was going to end up as the smoky bit 
of a buttock barbecue. 

 

But no. I just ended up as someone with very smart trousers. 



 

 

 

Eric didn’t think I looked sharp enough, though. 

A GENTLEMAN’S SOCKS, he said, SHOULD ALWAYS MATCH THE COLOUR OF 
HIS TROUSERS. 

‘I admit they’re very red,’ I said. ‘But I love my LFC socks. They’re just so fleecy 
inside.’ 

IT IS SOMETIMES PERMISSIBLE FOR A GENTLEMAN’S SOCKS TO MATCH HIS 
TIE INSTEAD OF HIS TROUSERS. 

‘I’m not only not wearing a tie,’ I said. ‘I don’t even own one.’ 

A GENTLEMAN SHOULD ALWAYS WEAR A TIE. ALLOW ME, SIR. 

He opened his emergency panel and pulled out a drawer. If you asked me what you 
might need in an emergency, I’d have said fire extinguisher and distress flare, but 
Eric’s emergency drawer was full of rolled-up old-fashioned ties, cufflinks, a 
toothbrush and a hairbrush. Apparently Eric thought the best thing to do in an 
emergency was smarten up. 

IF YOU’LL PERMIT ME, SIR, said Eric.  He flipped up the collar of my shirt. 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I don’t permit you.’ 

I don’t know if you’ve ever tried Not Permitting a six-foot-six man of steel to do 
something? It’s not easy. Eric put a reed tie round my neck and waited while I tried to 
figure out how to tie it. 

VERY SATISFACTORY, SIR. 

I checked myself in the mirror, but Eric started brushing my hair with his emergency 
hairbrush. 

I said, ‘Get off! You’re supposed to be my obedient servant.’ 

A GENTLEMAN LOOKS HIS BEST AT ALL TIMES, SIR. WHEN A GENTLEMAN IS 
WEARING A TIE, HE SHOULD ALSO WEAR A JACKET. 

‘What? You MADE me wear the tie. I’ll take it off again.’ 

NOT UNTIL AFTER DINNER, SIR. DO YOU HAVE A JACKET, SIR? 

‘NO, I don’t have a jacket.’ 

Eric didn’t say anything, but he started to rattle. If robots do have feelings, then that 
rattling is probably the sound of robot sadness. The nearest thing I have to a jacket 
is my old school blazer, so I went and got it. 

VERY SMART, SIR. His eyes glowed soft blue. 


