Make-ups

WHATEVER ELSE YOU WEAR, THE PERFECT
LIPSTICK WILL HAVE YOU PARTY-READY IN
SECONDS. SALIHUGHESIS A LIFELONG DEVOTEE
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ome women are all
about mascara, others
wouldn’t be seen dead
without a fabulous
up ‘do. For me, special-
occasion beauty has
always, always been
about the lips. I'd go as far as to say I'd
sooner turn up to a Christmas party in
my pyjamas than without a perfectly
engineered pout. I’ll forego anything else
at a push, but only lipstick makes me feel
like I’'m really ready to go to the ball.
My love of lipsticks goes way back,
but morphed into obsession circa 1988,
when I discovered the Miss Selfridge
make-up counter and became slavishly
devoted to its ‘Doris Karloff lippie. A
veritable luxury at an allowance-busting
£2.99, the rich pillar-box crimson made
me look like my heroine, Madonna — or
so I misguidedly thought. Suddenly,
every party outfit consisted of a stretchy
black number from Pineapple, DMs,
deathly-white skin
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In adulthood, the return of lipgloss
posed a problem. Gloss may look shiny
and sexy, but it’s woeful on staying power
and requires endless trips to the Ladies’,
jostling for mirror space, while everyone
reapplies their vanishing lips. A honey-
coloured gloss, such as Lancome Juicy
Tubes in Toffee RnB, £14 X, however,
makes the perfect partner for 1960s
sex-kitten eyeliner a la Brigitte Bardot
— one of my all-time favourite party
looks, so I am prepared to suffer for the
cause. And I’ve gleaned a few tips from
the pros over the years: lining the lips
in a very slightly darker pencil, then
gently smudging it across the lips before
applying gloss, really helps it stay put,
as does asking the barman for a straw,
and passing up the snogging for some
gentle flirting and grown-up air kisses.
Funny how our priorities change.

Finish is key. To sparkle or not to
sparkle? That is the question, and one
to which my answer is an emphatic o,
especially on over-
thirties, like me. Party
décor is dripping in
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