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             Premiere Production

         

         In Lipstick, produced by the Up In Arms company, was first performed at the Pleasance, Islington, on 8 January 2019. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Dennis  James Doherty

         Maud  Caroline Faber

         Cynthia  Alice Sykes

         
             

         

         Director  Alice Hamilton

         Designer  Delyth Evans

         Lighting Designer  Simon Gethin Jones

         Sound Designer  Ed Clarke 

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            Cynthia

twenty

            Maud

forty

            Dennis

late forties

         

      

   


   
      

          

         A forward slash ( / ) indicates an overlap in speech.

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Act One

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         Cynthia and Maud’s living room. North London. This is also where Cynthia sleeps. 6.30 a.m.

         Cynthia sits on the sofa, wide awake.

         She is dressed extravagantly, a cross between having raided a fancy dress box and a child dressed up in her mother’s clothes: unsubtle make-up, costume jewellery, feathers etc. Maud is slumped, fast asleep on the sofa. She is dressed identically to Cynthia.

         The room is dressed much the way Cynthia and Maud have dressed themselves.

         There is a clothes rack with clean washing neatly hanging. A clock hangs on the wall. Cynthia has a McDonald’s chicken nugget meal in front of her. She takes some candles out of a bag and carefully sticks them into the chicken nuggets before lighting them.

         She jumps up, blows a birthday hooter in Maud’s ear and begins to sing.

         Maud wakes with a start.

         
            Cynthia 

            Happy birthday to you

            happy birthday to you

            happy birthday dear Mouldy

            happy birthday to you.

            Maud    Christ.

            Cynthia    Happy birthday Moulds, look, candles.

            Blow them out, make a wish

            make three wishes if you want

            or ten or a hundred, or a thousand, or a million.

            You thought I forgot, didn’t you?

            But I didn’t, course I didn’t.

            Go on, blow them out, blow them out.

            Maud    You what?

            Cynthia    Birthday candles, quick –

            
               Half asleep, Maud attempts to blow out the candles.

            

            Happy birthday to you

            happy birthday to you

            happy birthday dear Mouldy

            happy birthday to you.

            
               Maud is having no luck blowing them out.

            

            Maud    They’re broke.

            
               Cynthia squeals with laughter. Maud catches sight of the McDonald’s bag.

            

            McDonald’s?

            Where’d you get that from?

            Cynthia    Got you nuggets, Moulds, got you nuggets.

            Six chicken nugget meal with Coke.

            Large.

            Maud    You went out?

            You went out to buy –

            You left the house?

            Cynthia    Been planning this.

            Maud    And you went through with it?

            Cynthia    Blow them out!

            Maud    You actually really actually did? In real life?

            This ain’t some barmy dream is it?

            
               Cynthia pinches Maud.

            

            Ow. What d’you do that for?

            Cynthia    See, you’re very much awake.

            Maud    Can’t tell the difference sometimes.

            Cynthia    The candles, Moulds.

            
               Maud is visibly buoyed by the news Cynthia has been to McDonald’s. She tries, unsuccessfully, to blow the candles out again.

            

            Maud    Oh my Christ, I know what this is.

            These are them bloody relightable candles, that’s what they are.

            Playing tricks on me, Cynth.

            
               Cynthia squeals, hysterical with laughter.

            

            Cynthia    That’s it. Playing tricks on you I am.

            Maud    That wax is making a right mess.

            Cynthia    Oh no. That’s true what you’ve said there.

            I’ll blow them out.

            
               Goes to blow them out, then visibly it dawns on her.

            

            I forgot.

            I’m a silly bloody sausage that’s what I am.

            I’ll get some water.

            Maud    Don’t want wax on the nuggets.

            Cynthia    We certainly don’t.

            You said a true thing there, we certainly don’t.

            
               Exit Cynthia.

               Maud rifles around the sofa cushions and finds a packet of cigarettes.

               She lights one using the candle.

               Cynthia re-enters with a glass of water.

            

            Shit, Moulds, wasn’t quick enough.

            Drips, little drips of wax on your nuggets.

            
               She picks up each nugget and dips the end of the candle in the water.

            

            Didn’t think this through. Never even thought about the wax.

            Little drips of wax.

            It’s not ruined, is it?

            
               Maud takes a nugget and has a bite.

            

            Maud    Lovely. That’s lovely that is.

            
               Cynthia lets out a little squeal.

               Maud alternates between her cigarette and her chicken nugget.

            

            Thank you.

            What a surprise.

            Cynthia    Six chicken nugget meal, large.

            Do you wanna dance? I do. I wanna wiggle.

            Maud    I’m knackered.

            Cynthia    You’ve been fast asleep. Hours and hours and hours.

            
               Cynthia types something into YouTube and presses ‘play’ on a video. It is the karaoke track to Shirley Bassey’s ‘The Greatest Performance of My Life’. She sings the first few lines, very over the top, serenading Maud who has begun to doze again on the sofa.

            

            Wakey-wakey. You aren’t even watching.

            I’ve got a show for you.

            
               She types something into the laptop, hands it to Maud.

            

            Press ‘play’ when I say go.

            
               Cynthia rushes behind the curtains, draws them across her body so that only her legs can be seen.

            

            Go. 

            
               Forced awake again, Maud presses ‘play’ on the YouTube video. It is Shirley Bassey performing ‘New York, New York’.

               As the song starts, Cynthia kicks her legs from behind the curtains, her face still covered.

               As the lyrics begin she bursts into the room, contorting her face in an impression of Shirley Bassey.

               Maud’s phone beeps; she has received a text. She looks at it and smiles before –

            

            Maud    Shit.

            Cynthia    What?

            Maud    The alarm, the bloody alarm didn’t go off.

            Fucking phone, what’s wrong with it?

            Been sitting here eating chicken nuggets –

            Cynthia    I turned it off.

            Maud    You what? Why?

            Cynthia    It’s your birthday –

            Maud    World don’t stand still on my birthday. I’ve got work.

            
               She dashes out of the room.

            

            Cynthia    You didn’t go last year.

            
               Maud rushes back in, wearing drab office attire. She has wiped all the make-up off her face. She darts around the room, looking for her stuff.

            

            Was that a text just now? Did you get a text? Who would text you?

            Are you really going?

            What about my story?

            Maud    I’m late.

            Cynthia    How am I gonna sleep –

            
               Exit Maud. We hear the front door slam.

               Cynthia contemplates for a second before flinging herself, frustrated, back on to the sofa.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         Same day. 10 p.m.

         Cynthia has not changed her outfit since Maud left her this morning. She is still awake, sitting quite calmly.

         As Maud enters the living room, Cynthia springs into life.

         Maud is still wearing her work clothes but has brushed her hair and put some make-up on.

         
            Cynthia    You’ve been ages. Where you been?

            I was calling.

            
               Maud sinks on to the sofa.

            

            Maud    Work.

            Cynthia    It’s late.

            Maud    Worked late.

            Cynthia    You never work late.

            Maud    Did today.

            Cynthia    On your birthday?

            
               Maud shrugs.

            

            Then what?

            Maud    Then nothing.

            Cynthia    It’s nearly ten o’clock.

            Maud    I’m going to bed.

            Cynthia    What? But it’s still your birthday.

            Maud    I’ll see you in the morning.

            Cynthia    I’ve been waiting all this time.

            
               She flings herself at Maud on the sofa.

            

            If I’m honest, Moulds, I’ve been moping about, waiting for you for far too long. And look at you, sitting there.

            What’s come over us? I for one can’t stand it.

            I suggest we buck up our ideas and buck them up fast.

            
               Cynthia begins to move about restlessly.

            

            What shall we do?

            That sofa looks like it’s eating you, Moulds. I can barely see you.

            I’m gonna go to the bog one day, come and back and –

            
               She screams.

            

            ‘Where’s Moulds?’ I’ll shriek.

            She was here not two bloody bleeding minutes ago.

            I know because I saw her.

            We were having a natter and if I’m honest I didn’t hear the front door go. Where would she have gone anyway?

            Not shopping, not at this time of night.

            Where’s Moulds? I’ll muse.

            Well

            muse is a bit mellow.

            I’ll be in a state of panic, you know I don’t like being left on my own long. You know it panics me.

            Then it’ll hit me.

            I’ll see something out the corner of my beady little eye,

            A waggling finger. And I’ll say ‘Hang on a minute.’

            I’d recognise that waggling finger anywhere.

            That there finger a-waggling belongs to my Moulds.

            And you’ll have been eaten by the sofa. Gobbled all up.

            And then what will I do?

            Eaten by the sofa and I’ll be all by myself.

            I won’t know what to do, not if you’ve been eaten. 

            Are you listening? Please don’t get eaten. Don’t get gobbled.

            Maud    I’m going / to bed.

            Cynthia    Please don’t get / gobbled.

            Maud    Why don’t you try going to sleep?

            Cynthia    You’re not going to sleep. Please stay awake with me.

            Maud    Got you these.

            
               She takes some strawberry shoelaces out of her bag and tosses them towards Cynthia, who doesn’t attempt to catch them. They land at her feet.

               Maud, exhausted, leaves the room.

            

            Cynthia    We haven’t even had dinner.

            
               She picks up the sweets.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE THREE

            

         

         Next day. 6 a.m.

         Cynthia has folded out the sofa bed and is sitting watching a video of Shirley Bassey’s ‘This is My Life’ on the computer.

         She is still awake. She is very, very tired.

         Enter Maud in her pyjamas. She hands Cynthia a bowl of porridge.

         
            Maud    Sitting comfortable?

            
               Cynthia gets comfortable and begins eating. During the course of the story she finishes her porridge and settles down to sleep.
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