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Synopsis:

It’s the closing performance of a play two actors wish they weren’t in. One is at the start of an exciting career, the other feels he’s reached the end of his. The latter decides to go out on a moral high note – and help his young friend through a difficult scene.
Cast:

MAN: 50s
WOMAN: Young, early 20s

Setting:

MAN and WOMAN are downstage, folding laundry at a table. There’s a lot of it. The action of the unseen actors in the play-within-this-play is happening upstage, far upstage, so far upstage that it’s out of sight. MAN and WOMAN should given an impression of talking sotto but, because the play is happening so far away, they can talk aloud and with impunity. It should not be immediately apparent to the audience that there is, in fact, a play going on, or where. The MAN and WOMAN are really good folders.

Man Folding
By Dave Carley
As lights come up, MAN and WOMAN are busy folding…

MAN: 

…This is absurd.

WOMAN: 
What.

MAN: 

Folding bloody clothes.

WOMAN: 
It’s our ‘job’.

MAN: 

It’s your job. It shouldn’t be mine. 
WOMAN: 
But you do it so well.

MAN: 

Watch your tongue, Upstairs Maid.




(WOMAN holds her finger up to man – a “hold that thought” 



gesture.)

WOMAN:  
(Turns to face upstage and yells,  in a cockney accent.)  I’ll be done in a 


minute ma’am!
MAN: 

That’s new.

WOMAN: 
What.

MAN: 

(Imitates.) I’ll be done in a minute.

WOMAN: 
I’ve been working on it.
MAN: 

Why Cockney?

WOMAN: 
I’m supposed to be poor.

MAN: 

This play’s set in Yorkshire.

WOMAN: 
OK, the truth?  My next play – it’s a drama by Jack Kinch set in East 


London.

MAN: 

(Has seen the hot writers come and go but of course is jealous she’s in it.) 


Jack Kinch the hot hot English writer/

WOMAN: 
Studio 12 is doing it and I got the role of Melanie, a street-kid. It’s a bit of 


a stretch. I’m going to live on the street for a week as soon as this show 


ends. To research.
MAN: 

I did that once. I was playing Willy Loman. I tried selling vacuum 



cleaners. Aw truth is, I was having a dry spell and it was actually a job but 

I found I could only do it well if I thought of it as research. My turn. 


(Makes the ‘hold that thought’ gesture. Yells downstage. In an accent, 


maybe American south.) When should I bring the Bentley around, sir? 

WOMAN: 
(Amused.) That was definitely not Yorkshire.

MAN: 

It’s the last performance. God they’re so far away I can hardly hear them 


to get my cues. (In a Cockney accent.) An ‘arf an ‘our? Very good m’lord. 

I’ll have the Bentley ready, sir. 
WOMAN: 
You’ve done Pinter.

MAN: 

I’ve done all of Pinter. I’ve done all of Miller. Shaw. I’ve done everyone 


and now I’m a chauffeur - folding clothes. God, this director. He should 


have been killed. When we met for coffee to discuss my taking the role – I 

refused to audition - I asked him if there’d be running water on stage.

WOMAN: 
Why?

MAN: 

Because if there’s running water it means the director has no imagination. 


And the action will be all about the bloody taps. I’ve been doing this too 


long to be upstaged by a faucet.
WOMAN: 
They might be able to hear you.

MAN: 

We’re facing upstage, not a chance. But what I really should have asked 


Herr Director was: is there going to be gratuitous clothes folding?

WOMAN: 
Why.

MAN: 

Because when a director has you folding clothes it’s an even clearer sign 


he’s got no brains.
WOMAN: 
It is pretty fruitless.

MAN: 

This is pretty fruitless.

WOMAN: 
But it was fruitless then too, which is kind of the point. My character 


would have spent her whole life doing this. 

MAN:  
When I said ‘this’ I meant ‘this’ as in THIS. (Indicates whole stage.)
WOMAN: 
Shh. (Pause.) You’re in a mood.

MAN: 

I’m fifty-six. Ish. I’m playing a chauffeur with twenty lines. All of them 


ending in ‘sir’. I’m folding clothes with the upstairs maid when in real life, 

if this was real, I wouldn’t be allowed inside the house, let alone upstairs 


to do this. But it’s not real, it’s a play, directed by an idiot, with two 


leads who in my humble opinion are sitting just a hair above amateur.

WOMAN: 
I know.

MAN: 

And poor you, you still have your love scene with that narcissistic piece of 

cardboard. You have to act ‘enflamed passion’ and God bless you, some 


nights you carry it off but the truth is, he only gets enflamed when he’s 


looking at his dressing room mirror. He can’t stop staring at himself. It 


kills him to look away. I want to kill myself. To have ended up like this.

WOMAN: 
I heard a rumour you’re up for Lear at the Playhouse.

MAN: 

I started that rumour. It’s what you do when your career is in freefall. You 


start rumours. So people don’t look at you with such obvious pity. Lear. In 

my dreams. Sorry, I don’t mean to bring you down but you’re going 


off to Studio 12 to play the lead in a hot and hip drama by some hot hip 


Brit and even in this piece of dead Eurocrap you get to go up there and 


take your top off.

WOMAN: 
That’s the part I hate.

MAN: 

Because it’s even more gratuitous than this.

WOMAN: 
It’s so degrading. Just a sec. (Calls out.) Coming, my lady!

MAN:

(Yells.) She’s coming keep your pants on!



(They both pause and register the alarm MAN must’ve caused 



downstage.)
WOMAN: 
(Cockney.) I think m’lady just shat herself.



(They giggle.)



Are you coming to the party?
MAN: 

I don’t know if I dare, now.

WOMAN: 
It’s sad.

MAN: 

What.

WOMAN: 
Closing. 
MAN: 

You’re going straight to another show. I’m going straight to hell.  Oh - the 

countess has left and Our Friend is destroying his monologue. (Stops.) I’m 

sorry. I hope I haven’t ruined this for you. I’m staring the death of my 


career in the face and it’s not making me nice.

WOMAN: 
Something always comes up.
MAN: 

When you’re 23. I don’t know if I want something to come up. 

WOMAN: 
You know what I always pretended in this folding scene? I mean, in the 


first weeks when we weren’t talking so much? I pretended you were my 


father. And we were both employed by Lord Glanbrooke but you have a 


terminal disease and they don’t quite know what to do with you. So, after 


a lifetime of being their chauffeur, you’re reduced to folding laundry with 


me. But what is killing you is that you see me throwing myself at Lord 


Glanbrooke and you know he’s no good for me.

MAN: 

Because he has syphilis.

WOMAN: 
And he’ll probably knock me up.

MAN: 

Like his father did your mother.

WOMAN: 
Ooh – that’s nice. You should try playwriting.

MAN: 

I stole it from Ibsen. I played the role. 

WOMAN: 
It sounded new when you said it.

MAN: 

You want ‘new’ I’ll give you ‘new’. Your scene is about to start. 

WOMAN: 
I really hate this scene. 
MAN: 

Just one last time.

WOMAN: 
It’s funny, cuz I’m completely naked in the next play and it won’t faze me 


at all. But here, it just feels so creepy and the way he blocked me, right in 


the audience’s faces/
MAN: 

(Has decided what he’s going to do.) Maybe tonight will be different. 


Maybe they won’t all be ogling your tits.

WOMAN: 
Please come to the party after.

MAN: 

Off you go.




(WOMAN leaves.) 

WOMAN: 
(As she’s going upstage.) My Lord I was trying to get the folding done; 


her ladyship insisted I have it done by teatime




(She has disappeared upstage. MAN is alone by the laundry. He 



sits up on the laundry table, facing audience, after sending the first 


bit back to WOMAN.)

MAN: 

What you don’t know yet is that you have precisely one moment in this 


business - when they discover you. That’s the moment you run, straight 


towards the lights. You can take your clothes off, or not, you can change 


your face and your accent, you can be big or small or white or black and 


they’ll all accept you, they’ll love you, because they in the process of 


discovering you.  And if you’re lucky, you’ll ride that, you’ll keep riding 


that discovery, all the way to a career. 



Or. Or you’ll ride it for a while and then make a bad choice or two bad 


choices or get drunk at one too many parties.




(He pulls sheet up around his shoulders.)



The penny starts to drop the day you discover you’re the second choice 


for the part you’ve won. Then the third choice.  Or they want someone 


who is like you, the way you used to be before you turned into a miserable 

asshole. One day you catch yourself at a party you shouldn’t be at, 



saying pathetic mean things.  You start drinking more or going out less 


or watching more TV, not even good TV. And you start to hate theatre, 


or at least try and convince yourself you do. You stop being happy for 


your friends’ successes, if you ever were, and if you have any friends left. 


Worst of all, you don’t feel that thrill when you walk into a theatre, that 


sense that you’re in a holy place. 



(He pulls sheet up higher.)



You stop caring. Poor kid. If I’d ever had a daughter I’d never let her 


do that. It’s so unjustified. So clearly without meaning to this play. 
My 


stony heart breaks for her.



So let’s draw a little focus on our closing night, shall we? (Answers self 


in any accent he likes.) Yes I think I shall. Sir.




(Pulls sheet over his head and starts moving about, dancing about, 


making animal shapes etc, as the lights go to dark, accompanied 



by rising audience laughter and rising music. And black.)

The End

