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For Jane and Drew
with love, thanks and
a last-minute glitter cannon




Note on Play


Song lyrics are in bold text.


Miss Barton is named after our brilliant stage manager. If you’re doing your own production of Drip, please name this character after your own stage manager.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




LIAM, fifteen.


He is trying to be a very optimistic person.


This is our presentation we’ve done – me and Caz (best-mate Caz) – for The Project Prize.


I’m presenting it now, in assembly, cos you have to.


Caz helped with making it, gave really good feedback and that.


And also, she inspired it actually.


Told me not to say that but, I have done. Boom.


Miss Barton’s on lights, from the back.


LIAM gives Miss Barton a thumbs-up.


And I know it’s not… Like us doing a project, actually putting time and energy into extra work over the holidays, handing it in at the start of Year 11, you probably think that isn’t that cool.


Cos, it isn’t.


Thing is: we’re not fussed.


Cos, thing is: we are actually mavericks.


Like decent, interesting people, with proper thoughts and voices and that. Stuff to say.


Who knew?


And if the world needs anything at the moment, it’s flipping, mavericks.


So this is our maverick presentation.


One last-ditch desperate go at winning The Project Prize for Caz (and also me, but mostly Caz) instead of being ignored, overlooked, missing out, like usual.


Stuff you should know:


LIAM strums his guitar.


Um. It’s a musical.


Four more things:


He sings.





Song – ‘Four Things (i)’


One. You’ll notice as we go along a bit


This project’s just a thing that we have made up in my room.


Don’t expect much.


Two. I haven’t got the hang of the guitar yet


It’s just a work-in-progress, I’ll mess up all the chords.


You know, like life.


Three. The characters are all just real people


I haven’t changed the names at all.


Four. We don’t mind losing


Just thought we’d have a go.


Reckon that’s everything.


Guitar strum.
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Scene One


My bedroom is:


there’s my bed, it’s blue, my duvet cover and that;


my bookcase, with books (sci-fi) and comics;


on the top shelf, a clock, which is ticky, and some superhero action figures.


My favourite’s Spider-Man, obvs.


Sometimes I just look at him like: wow.


Sometimes I ask him for advice, sort of imagine he’s giving me advice.


Like if I’m worried or something.


‘It’ll probably be fine,’ he’ll say, in my head.


I’m trying to be more of an optimist, so.


It’s good advice.


This has been my bedroom for one year exactly, since I moved to Hull.


My mam started going out with a man called Barry, Barry from Hull.


It happens.


And after a bit they like fell in love properly, wanted to make a go of it, so me and my mam moved here, moved in with Barry.


He’s got like a job and that, a house, a Nissan.


I wasn’t sure at first. About him, or anything really.


Just sat in my room, didn’t say much, ate toast.
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