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  Introduction


  Ciara Elizabeth Smyth




  If you are reading this, I presume you are either interested in theatre or you are my mother and father. In the case of the latter, hello parents, lovely to have you here. Can you make stew next time I’m home?




  In the case of the former, if you are thinking about making theatre, please do. Disregard any misgivings, worries or insecurities. We all have them and we do it anyway. As one of my favourite writers once said: ‘Theatre is the warmest and most democratic of art forms. It requires only other people to do it and there are lots of them, everywhere.’




  SAUCE and All honey are very different plays (despite both containing, frankly, too many references to condiments), but I think they’re essentially trying to do the same thing, which is to find humour in pain. Instead of explaining these plays any further, and since theatre is a collaborative medium that needs only people, I will do something far more important and mention the people behind them.




  Neither SAUCE nor All honey would have seen the light of day without the spectacular people at Dublin Fringe Festival and the Irish Theatre Institute. I am one of the many who has benefited, and continues to benefit, from their generosity, expertise and tenacity. For that, I am tremendously grateful.




  I have also been helped immeasurably by Fishamble: The New Play Company, who had a hand in both plays. Their endless support, kindness and encouragement not only gave me the means but the confidence to keep writing.




  David Horan, Iseult Golden and Colm Maher at Bewley’s Café Theatre are national treasures. They approached me about remounting both plays directly after their Fringe runs and they have stuck with SAUCE for almost two years. (SAUCE was due to be revived in March 2020, but something happened that year, I can’t remember what, and it was cancelled.) Nick Hern Books have also been unwavering in its support.




  Jeda de Brí, who directed both plays and is essentially a magician, poured her genius into the productions and deserves any and all praise for their successes. I am indebted to Oisín Kearney, for his advice, humour and the most helpful feedback I have ever received. I would be lost without him. And I am eternally grateful to all the actors and creatives who have been involved with these plays, from workshops to stage; they made everything better.




  And finally, the actor and creator Camille Lucy Ross has been (and remains) the most important and inspiring artist to me. Her talent, energy and sensitivity is unparalleled.




  To her, I dedicate SAUCE and I look forward to years of laughing, messing, playing, failing and winning with her.




  I hope you enjoy these plays as much as I’ve enjoyed working with the people behind them.




  





  




  For Camille




  





  




  SAUCE was first performed at Bewley’s Café Theatre, Dublin, as part of Dublin Fringe Festival, on 10 September 2019, with the following cast and creative team:




  

    

      	

        MAURA


      



      	 



      	

        Camille Lucy Ross


      

    




    

      	

        MELLA


      



      	 



      	

        Ciara Elizabeth Smyth


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	 



      	

        Jeda de Brí


      

    




    

      	

        Producer


      



      	 



      	

        Donnacha O’Dea


      

    




    

      	

        Set & Costume Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Ellen Kirk


      

    




    

      	

        Sound Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Jennifer O’Malley


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Colm Maher


      

    




    

      	

        Choreographer


      



      	 



      	

        Jade O’Connor


      

    




    

      	

        Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Ciara Nolan


      

    




    

      	

        Photography & Graphics


      



      	 



      	

        Ste Murray


      

    


  




  It was revived at Bewley’s on 10 January 2022, with the following cast and creative team:




  

    

      	

        MAURA


      



      	 



      	

        Camille Lucy Ross


      

    




    

      	

        MELLA


      



      	 



      	

        Clodagh Mooney Duggan


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	 



      	

        Jeda de Brí


      

    




    

      	

        Set & Costume Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Ellen Kirk


      

    




    

      	

        Sound Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Jennifer O’Malley


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Colm Maher


      

    




    

      	

        Choreographer


      



      	 



      	

        Jade O’Connor


      

    




    

      	

        Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Ciara Nolan


      

    


  




  SAUCE was supported by DUETS, an artist development initiative of Dublin Fringe Festival, Fishamble: The New Play Company and Irish Theatre Institute.




  





  




  Characters




  MAURA




  Also plays:




  PADDY




  LORRAINE




  HEALY




  FAT WATCH LEADER A




  BITCH B




  FATHER DESMOND




  MELLA




  Also plays:




  PHILIP




  GHOST OF DOLLY PARTON




  FAT WATCH LEADER B




  BITCH A




  SIOBHAN




  THE HUMMER MOONEY




  





  




  Note on Text




  This is a multi-locational, multi-roling play. The characters and various locations should be created by the physicality of the actors without the need for additional props and costume.




  A dash (–) denotes an interruption by action.




  A forward slash (/) denotes overlapping speech or an interruption by another character speaking.




  An ellipsis (…) denotes a character trailing off or struggling to find the end of the sentence.




   




   




   




   




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  




  Taster




  Music swells – (Ref. Mango – ‘Bad Man’). Actors enter dancing.




  Music and movement cuts simultaneously.




  MAURA. Sweet and sour.




  MELLA. Piri-piri.




  MAURA. Black bean.




  MELLA. Kung Pao.




  MAURA. Sweet chili.




  MELLA. Mayonnaise.




  MAURA. Ketchup.




  MELLA. Curry.




  MAURA. Garlic.




  MELLA. Gravy.




  MAURA. Taco.




  MELLA. Salsa.




  MAURA. Soy.




  Brief pause.




  MELLA. There is no better feeling /




  MAURA. Than ordering a takeaway.




  MELLA. Better even than the eating /




  MAURA. Is the ordering.




  MELLA. And better even than the food /




  MAURA. Is the sauce.




  MELLA. It enhances flavour.




  MAURA. From bland to bliss.




  MELLA. So all I can think about.




  MAURA. All I want to think about.




  MELLA. Right now.




  MAURA. Is sauce.




  Brief pause.




  Online is quicker.




  MELLA. I call to order.




  MAURA. Pick a freckle on my arm.




  MELLA. Check the time while I wait.




  MAURA. Where is the food?




  MELLA. Where the fuck is the food?




  MAURA. Because now that it’s ordered.




  MELLA. But not yet delivered.




  MAURA. I have time to think.




  MELLA. And I don’t want time to think.




  MAURA. I don’t want to think about – Doorbell!




  MELLA. Thank fuck.




  MAURA. Hereyougocheersthanksbye.




  MELLA. Hi, hey. How are you? Hope you don’t mind the change. Yeah, yeah it’s still money yeah, gas. Hey listen, oh he’s gone.




  MAURA. I go to the kitchen, get a fork.




  MELLA. I sit on the floor of the hall.




  MAURA. And begin.




  MELLA. I don’t stop.




  MAURA. There’s sauce on my face.




  MELLA. Smudged on my chin.




  MAURA. Dripping down my neck.




  MELLA. On my cheeks.




  MAURA. In my eyebrows.




  MELLA. My hair.




  MAURA. My elbows.




  MELLA. I indulge.




  MAURA. I engorge.




  MELLA. I allow myself to be free.




  MAURA. Before I realise.




  MELLA. The food is gone.




  MAURA. And I’m still standing at the drawer.




  MELLA. Still sitting on the floor.




  MAURA. When I remember why I’m sleeping in the stockroom at work.




  MELLA. The reason I’m alone in my family home.




  MAURA. Close my eyes, try to forget.




  MELLA. What happened earlier.




  MAURA. But I can’t.




  TOGETHER. Get. Rid.




  







  




  One




  MELLA. Sharp and sour South Dublin suburb. Newsagent’s. Chipper. Church. Chemist’s. Pub. Pub. Pub. Pub. Pub. GAA1 club. All sons on the rugby team, daughters on the hockey team. Debate captains, golf societies, boutique flower shops and gourmet-food delicatessens, the place can’t move for the money.




  None of which I have.




  Into the apartment I share with my nanny and /




  PADDY. SURPRISE!




  MELLA. Jesus fuck.




  PADDY. Did I get you?




  MELLA. Christ, Paddy. (To the audience.) Nanny’s brother, Paddy.




  PADDY. I got you.




  MELLA. Why did you do that?




  PADDY. Listen, I have some bad news.




  MELLA. What?




  PADDY. Bad news. I’ve been trying to call you.




  MELLA. I was busy doing good deeds. (To the audience.) I was watching porn on my phone in a park.




  PADDY. No you weren’t, you little liar.




  MELLA. I was. Great deeds.




  PADDY. You should have answered.




  MELLA. Why?




  PADDY. Because your grandmother passed away this morning.




  Silence.




  MELLA (in disbelief). Fuck off.




 



  PADDY. Yeah. (Pause. Brightly.) Okay bye.




  MELLA. Wait what?




  PADDY. I have to leg it.




  MELLA. She’s dead?




  PADDY. She is. Tragic. (Brief pause.) See ya.




  MELLA. Paddy. What happened?




  PADDY. Ugh. The panic alarm was pressed and the company called me.




  MELLA. How did she /




  PADDY. Heart problem. Runs in the family. (Registers her shock.) Please don’t get emotional, I really can’t stay.




  MELLA. Why?




  PADDY. I just. (Sighs.) I don’t want to.




  MELLA. Why did they call you?




  PADDY. I was her emergency contact.




  MELLA. Oh.




  PADDY. Plus I was in the St John’s Ambulance so I’m fully trained for medical situations.




  MELLA. Are you drunk?




  PADDY. Not yet. But it’s Friday somewhere.




  MELLA. It’s Friday here.




  PADDY. Brilliant. I’ll be in the pub, so.




  MELLA. Where is she?




  PADDY. St James’ morgue presumably.




  MELLA. Do I have to go to the morgue?




  PADDY. I don’t know death etiquette.




  MELLA. Paddy, what do we do?




  PADDY. I’m going to the pub. Maybe you should start packing?




  MELLA. I don’t want to pack up her things.




  PADDY. No. (Beat.) Look I’d really rather do this over text.




  MELLA. Do what over text?




  PADDY. It’s not your apartment. So pack your things.




  MELLA. But I live here.




  PADDY. Yeah but. It’s actually not yours. Is it?




  MELLA. No it’s my nanny’s.




  PADDY. It was. Now it’s mine.




  MELLA. How?




  PADDY. I’ll get it. In the will.




  MELLA. She didn’t have a will.




  PADDY. She did have a will.




  MELLA. She didn’t have a will.




  PADDY. Oh she had a will.




  MELLA. Why would you get it? You do nothing for her.




  PADDY. Did.




  MELLA. Did, Jesus.




  PADDY. I was her only brother. And she has no children now.




  MELLA. But I was her carer and her only grandchild.




  PADDY. Yes. But she always said you were a filthy liar and she wouldn’t piss on you if you were on /




  MELLA. Okay yes thank you.




  PADDY. You’re welcome.




  MELLA. Well, that’s fine, Paddy, because I actually don’t want the apartment – (To the audience.) I do want the apartment.




  PADDY. Great. See how easy everything is when you tell the truth.




  MELLA. Yeah.




  PADDY. You can go live with your parents.




  MELLA. They’re dead, Paddy.




  PADDY. Still dead, are they?




  MELLA. Yes.




  PADDY. Listen, Mella. I seriously have to go, this conversation is very, very boring to me.




  MELLA. I’d like to see the will, in case she left me anything.




  PADDY. Really?




  MELLA. Yes.




  PADDY. Ugh. Well, I don’t have the will.




  MELLA. No problem, I’ll go see her solicitor. Today.




  PADDY. Fine. Sorted. Bye now, love.




  PADDY leaves.




  MELLA. Hi, can I order for delivery please?




  Two




  Earlier than Taster and One.




  MAURA (to the audience). Sweet and salty South Dublin suburb. Newsagent’s. Pub. Chipper. Pub. Church. Pub. Chemist’s. Pub. GAA club. (Counts.) Pub. Ladies who lunch, wine-and-book club. Husbands who golf, drink, and laugh. Chinese-food takeaway up the top and train station down the bottom of the most suffocating peninsula in the entire county.




  Midnight, I wake up in the bed I share with my husband and –




  PHILIP is having sex with LORRAINE.




  PHILIP. Oh, Lorraine.




  LORRAINE. Oh, Philip. Ride me like a road instructor.




  PHILIP. What?




  LORRAINE. Driving instructor, driving instructor. Just do me.




  PHILIP. Okay. Oh, Lorraine.




  MAURA (to the audience). Light on. Husband in bed with me, staring at me. Naked and not alone. On top of a vaguely familiar blonde mop, thrusting violently. He’s fucking someone else in the bed beside me.




  LORRAINE. Jesus, stop there’s a woman in the bed!




  PHILIP. I’m almost finished.




  MAURA (to the woman). He needs to finish.




  PHILIP. AH. Finished.




  PHILIP catches his breath.




  LORRAINE. Who the fuck is in the bed?




  MAURA. It’s me. His wife.




  PHILIP. My wife.




  LORRAINE. His what? His wife? You have a wife? Jesus Christ. I’m out. Delete those pictures of my tits.
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