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retrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation into foreign 
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The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United 
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exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or nonprofessional performance 
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paying the requisite fee.  
 

SPECIAL NOTE 
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to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all 
programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all 
instances in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, 
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name 
of the Author must appear on a separate line, in which no other name appears, 
immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the 
largest, most prominent letter used for the title of the Play.  No person, firm, or 
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CAST 
 
MAUDE... She is a woman in her 70's or 80's. She appears to be at 
peace and comfortable in her life. She is a woman of quiet strength, but 
no one's doormat. There are signs of early 
dementia. 
 
ALFRED... He is a couple of years older than his wife, Maude. He 
walks with some effort and wears an expression of perpetual discontent. 
He is not a pleasant man to be around. He is grouchy, rude and inflexible 
in his attitudes. He rules the kingdom that is his apartment and 
broaches no disagreement. 
 
CATHERINE... She is a woman in her early fifties. She is well dressed. 
She is a professional woman and carries herself with confidence. She is 
caring and often the mediator. She is separated from James. 
 
JAMES... He is in his fifties. He is separated from Catherine. He is the 
son of Alfred and Maude. He has no love lost for his father. They have 
been at each other for forty years with no end in sight. 
 
TATTOOED MAN... Age undetermined between 25 and 40. He is 
heavily tattooed on his arms, neck and even part of his face. The tattoos 
give him somewhat of a mythical appearance. Physically, he should 
probably be thin in keeping with the various human representations of 
death in art. He is a paradox as he is harsh, witty and intelligent. 
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HAUNTINGS 
MAUDE enters from the kitchen.   She crosses to an armoire.  She 
retrieves a birthday present sealed in a plastic bag.  It is wrapped for a 
child.                                                                                                    
 
MAUDE. “Happy Birthday, to you.  Happy Birthday to you...”  Such a 
lovely little boy. (She crosses to a chair and sits and opens a magazine 
and searches among the pages.)  Ah…  There we are… (ALFRED 
enters the hallway outside the apartment. He carries a small paper bag.  
Alfred places the bag on the floor then pulls his keys from his pocket and 
opens the front door. With some difficulty and more grumbling, Alfred 
retrieves the bag and enters the apartment.) You could have knocked, 
Alfred.  I was sitting right here.                                                                                                
ALFRED. And how would I know that?                                          
MAUDE. Because I’m always sitting right here.                             
ALFRED. Not always.                                                                     
MAUDE. Most of the time.                                                          
ALFRED. That’s not always. (Alfred places the paper bag on the table 
closer to his chair than Maude’s.)                                                                                                                                                  
MAUDE.  So…?                                                                           
ALFRED. “So?”   “So” what?                                                         
MAUDE. Any trouble?                                                                                                                    
ALFRED. (He takes a vial of pills from his pocket. ) Does it look like 
it? (Alfred places the pills on the table between them.)                            
MAUDE.  That took a long time.                                                   
ALFRED. It took what it took. (He sees the birthday present on the 
table.)  This shouldn’t be here.                                                          
MAUDE. I don’t want to go without it.                                      
ALFRED. You can get it when it’s time.  (Alfred returns the gift to the 
armoire and exits to the kitchen. Maude defiantly retrieves the gift and 
hides it on the floor near her chair.  Alfred returns with two 
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glasses.)                                                                                                           
MAUDE. What kind of pills did you get?                                        
ALFRED. That kind.                                                                        
MAUDE. Are they strong enough?                                                     
ALFRED. If you’re going to ask all these questions, you should have 
gone yourself.                                                                                    
MAUDE. Maybe I should have.                                                         
ALFRED. But you didn’t. (He places the glasses on the table.)                                                                                                                                
MAUDE. Alfred... this is a special occasion.  Get the good glasses.    
ALFRED. What does it matter?                                                          
MAUDE. Because it does.   (Alfred grumbles as he returns to the 
kitchen. Maude crosses around the table and removes a bottle of vodka 
from the bag.  Alfred returns from the kitchen.) Why did you get 
vodka?                                                                                                                                                                                                       
ALFRED. Does it matter?                                                                   
MAUDE. You shouldn’t be so grouchy.  You should be in a good mood.  
We’ve been waiting a long time for this day.                                      
ALFRED. What do you want me to do?  Dance a jig? (He retrieves an 
older portable radio and an over-the-ears headset.)  
MAUDE.  I just think champagne might have been more festive.   
ALFRED. Vodka was cheaper.                                                            
MAUDE. You know, Alfred, you’ve been a sourpuss for forty years 
now and I’ve put up with it because I married you for ‘better or worse’.  
Of course, I thought there would be more better than worse.               
ALFRED. What’s your point?                                                            
MAUDE. My point is... this is the last day you have the chance to be 
nice to me.  You might want to give it a try.                                       
ALFRED. Hmmm…                                                                          
MAUDE. Never mind.  Just listen to your stupid radio.                         
(Maude retrieves a calendar from the desk.) Is it today?                 
ALFRED. What?                                                                               
MAUDE. Today… is it today?                                                         
ALFRED. It’s today.                                                                           
MAUDE. You’re certain?                                                            
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ALFRED. Of what?                                                                            
MAUDE. That it's today.                                                                   
ALFRED. It's today.                                                                            
MAUDE.  What's today?                                                                    
ALFRED. Today is today.                                                                   
MAUDE. But what is today?                                                            
ALFRED. August eleven.                                                                   
MAUDE. Because if it's not today, then we should wait for the good 
day.                                                                                                      
ALFRED. It's today.  If it wasn’t today, I wouldn’t say that it’s today.  I 
might say it’s yesterday or I might say that it’s tomorrow, but I didn’t.  I 
said it’s today and it is today.  End of discussion.                             
MAUDE. “Better or worse…”                                                            
ALFRED. (reacting to the radio.) They’re idiots.  Total idiots.      
MAUDE.  Baseball?                                                                          
ALFRED. It's August.                                                                       
MAUDE. I know.  August eleven.  That’s today.  (Maude holds the 
calendar in front of him to get his attention. He pulls off his headset.)                                                                                  
ALFRED. For Pete’s sake, how many times do I have to say that it’s 
today.                                                                                                  
MAUDE. That wasn’t my question.  When did you see Dr. Bauer? 
ALFRED. What?                                                                                
MAUDE. When did you see Dr. Bauer about your...?  You know.        
(Maude vaguely waves her hand in front of her groin area.)          
ALFRED. Prostate.  It’s not a dirty word.  I saw him about my prostate.  
Didn’t care much for the exam.                                                          
MAUDE. When was that?                                                                
ALFRED. The fifth.                                                                           
MAUDE. Of August?                                                                        
ALFRED. The fifth.                                                                         
MAUDE. On a Wednesday?                                                             
ALFRED. For God’s sake, you’re holding a calendar.  Look it up.        
MAUDE. Today is Tuesday?                                                             
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ALFRED. Don’t know.  Look at the calendar.                                   
MAUDE. You were right...  today is the eleventh.                           
ALFRED. That’s what I said.                                                            
MAUDE.  And I said you were right.  And you spoke with him? 
ALFRED. Not much to say to a man with his finger up my backside.   
MAUDE. Not Dr. Bauer.  Did you speak with the man about helping us 
die today?                                                                                           
ALFRED. Not directly.                                                                       
MAUDE. But we have an appointment?                                            
ALFRED. We have the appointment, we have the pills, we have the 
vodka.  Can I listen to my ballgame now?                                        
MAUDE. I would have preferred champagne.  It’s festive and sparkly.      
ALFRED. So drop an Alka-Seltzer in the vodka.                                      
(She picks up the pills and examines the vial.)                                   
MAUDE. There are no instructions.                                                 
ALFRED. What?                                                                                 
MAUDE. There are no instructions.  Should we take them now? 
ALFRED. Not until he arrives. (Alfred replaces the pills on the table.)                                              
MAUDE. Is Death a ‘he’?                                                                            
ALFRED. It's a figure of speech.  I don't know.                                
MAUDE. But you said  “he”.   “Not until he arrives.”                      
ALFRED. Figure of speech.                                                                 
MAUDE.  So he could be a  “she”.                                                    
ALFRED. Could be a  “he” could be a  “she” could be a cocker spaniel... 
Can I please listen to my ballgame?                                                    
MAUDE. Fine.  If you want that to be the last thing you hear in your 
life.                                                                                                     
ALFRED. The last thing I hear will be silence.                                 
MAUDE. I don’t think you can actually hear silence.                      
ALFRED. I wouldn’t know.                                                               
MAUDE.  Will the pills work without his permission?                    
ALFRED.  Ah... So you think Death is a ‘he’?                                
MAUDE. I never said that.                                                                        
ALFRED. You said  “without his permission.”                                  
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MAUDE. Figure of speech.  Everything is arranged for today?       
ALFRED. I think so.                                                                          
MAUDE. But you don't know.                                                           
ALFRED. I know.                                                                              
MAUDE. How many pills will we take?                                            
ALFRED. Don't know.                                                                       
MAUDE. Will he know?                                                                   
ALFRED. He’ll know.                                                                       
MAUDE. Is he a doctor?                                                                   
ALFRED.  Don’t know.                                                                      
MAUDE. Where is he… or she?                                                       
ALFRED. He'll be here                                                                      
MAUDE. When?                                                                                
ALFRED. When he is.                                                                        
MAUDE. But he knows it's today?                                                   
ALFRED. It’s today.                                                                           
MAUDE. I’m happy we finally decided to do this.  I feel peaceful.  I 
wonder what it will be like, don’t you?                                               
ALFRED. No.                                                                                    
MAUDE.  I must say... this is very exciting.   (In the hallway, 
CATHERINE enters. She knocks on the door.)   Is that him or her?                                                                            
ALFRED. Can I see through the door?                                               
MAUDE. You said we have an appointment.                                     
ALFRED. For sometime today.                                                           
MAUDE.  That's not really an appointment. You should have made a 
real appointment.                                                                               
ALFRED. It's for today.  Today is the day.  So it's a real appointment.      
(Catherine knocks again.)                                                                    
MAUDE. Do you want me to get it?                                                  
ALFRED. No. (Alfred crosses to the front door.  Halfway there he stops 
and returns.)                                                                                            
MAUDE. What?  (Alfred hides the pills in a drawer of the table and 
tucks the bottle of vodka behind his 
chair.)                                                                                                                                                     
ALFRED. Don’t want to ruin the surprise. (He returns to the door and 
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opens it.)                                                                                         
CATHERINE.  Hello, Alfred.  (She kisses him on the cheek.  His 
response is totally neutral.  He turns and walks away from 
her.)                                                                                                                                  
ALFRED. It's Catherine.                                                                      
MAUDE. I see that.                                                                                                                                     
ALFRED. (Alfred crosses back to the door.) You born in a barn?                                                       
CATHERINE. What?                                                                          
ALFRED. The door.                                                                    
CATHERINE. Sorry. (He closes and locks the door.) 
MAUDE. It’s nice to see you, Catherine.                                   
CATHERINE. Don't get up, Maude.                                                 
ALFRED. It's good for her to move.  She gets stiff.                   
CATHERINE. How are you, Maude?                                                
MAUDE. Better than Mr. Sourpuss.  Did you have any trouble parking? 
CATHERINE.  I took an Uber.                                                      
ALFRED. Waste of money.                                                   
CATHERINE. So what's the big event?                                           
ALFRED. You'll know when it's time to know.                            
CATHERINE.  Okay…                                                                      
MAUDE. You look nice, Catherine.                                          
CATHERINE. Thank you.  I was at George Logan's memorial service.  
It was very touching.                                                                          
MAUDE. Alfred didn't want to go.                                                    
ALFRED.  Didn't like him.                                                         
CATHERINE. It was a nice memorial.  There were quite a few people 
there.                                                                                                  
ALFRED. They only came for the free food.                             
CATHERINE. I was surprised how many of his friends were still alive.   
ALFRED. I'm surprised he had friends.                                      
CATHERINE. Pot, kettle.  I’m going to use the restroom.            
(Catherine exits.)                                                                               
MAUDE.  You could try and be pleasant, Alfred.                             
ALFRED. I could.  (JAMES enters the hallway.  He tries the door but it 
is locked.)                                                                                     
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MAUDE. (Reacting to the knob turning.) Who's that?                    
ALFRED. Probably James.                                                                                                                                 
MAUDE. (James knocks on the door.)  Are you going to get it?                                                         
ALFRED. No. (Maude crosses to the door.  She peers through the 
peephole.)                                                                                                
MAUDE. It's James.                                                                         
ALFRED. That's what I said. (Maude opens the door.) 
MAUDE. There's my big boy.  Give your mother a peck.                  
JAMES. Hi, mom. (James  kisses her cheek. )                                  
MAUDE. Don’t you have a key?                                                        
JAMES. You think he’d give me a key?                                            
ALFRED. Why would I give him a key?  He doesn’t live here.          
MAUDE. Are you okay?  You look tired.                                           
JAMES. I’m fine.  What’s going on outside?  I had to park over on 
Westgate.  The police are up to something down near Delmar and 
Skinker.  Traffic’s a mess.                                                                    
MAUDE. Your father has an extra parking place in the building.               
JAMES. He won’t give me the clicker for the garage door.  No key, no 
clicker.                                                                                                
ALFRED. Because you’re irresponsible.  You’ll lose it and some thief 
will use it to break in.                                                                          
JAMES. What’s he going to do drive around the whole city zapping 
every garage door in town?                                                             
ALFRED. Don’t get smart with me.                                                   
JAMES.  If I was  “smart” I wouldn’t be here.  (Catherine enters. James 
is not pleased.)                                                                     
CATHERINE. Hello, James.                                                               
JAMES.  Why is she here?                                                         
CATHERINE. Nice to see you as well.                                                
JAMES. You said this is a family thing.                                              
MAUDE. And Catherine is your wife.                                                
JAMES. She’s not my wife.  We’re divorced.                            
CATHERINE. Actually we’re separated.  So legally I’m still your wife.  
You just don’t get any of the benefits.                                                  
JAMES.  Fine.  So what are we doing here today?                          
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MAUDE. Ask your father?                                                                   
JAMES. So what’s this all about?                                                    
ALFRED. You'll know when you know.                                             
JAMES. Why do I even bother?  I knew this was a waste of time. 
ALFRED.  Nobody’s making you stay.                                                
JAMES. Good.  (James starts to the door.) 
MAUDE. James, please.  For me.                                                       
JAMES. It’s impossible to even have a conversation with the man.  
Every word that comes out of his mouth is angry or confrontational.  
ALFRED. You get what you deserve.                                                  
JAMES. Yeah.  What did I do to deserve you?                                  
MAUDE. James, please… (To James before he can respond.) Could 
you open a window?  It's a little stuffy in here.                                             
JAMES.  I would have said ‘suffocating'. (James opens the windows. 
We hear sirens.) Something big going on out there.                                            
(James finds the bottle of vodka on the floor behind Alfred’s chair.  He 
picks it up.) Vodka?  Since when do you drink vodka?                         
(Alfred snatches the bottle from James.)                                            
ALFRED. What I drink or don’t drink in my house is none of your 
business.                                                                                               
JAMES. Yeah, you ’re right.  It’s not my business and I don’t give a 
damn.                                                                                                  
ALFRED. Language.                                                                           
JAMES. Piss off.                                                                          
CATHERINE. James, can I speak with you? (Catherine drags James 
out of earshot.) Could you try to be nice with your father for once?        
JAMES. It’s none of your business, Catherine.                         
CATHERINE. Don’t bite my head off.  It’s him you hate not me.  
MAUDE. You don't like James, do you?                                           
ALFRED. No.                                                                                     
MAUDE. That's a terrible thing to say.                                            
ALFRED. I know.                                                                             
MAUDE. Do you hate him?                                                               
ALFRED.  No.                                                                                   
MAUDE. Then what?                                                                       
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ALFRED. It's between him and me.                                         
CATHERINE. Have you thought about  what you’re going to do with 
this apartment when you folks pass away?                                            
JAMES. This place is a tomb.  I just want to get rid of it.           
CATHERINE. No, you want to get rid of your parents.                     
JAMES. Not her.  Him.                                                                      
MAUDE. Still... I'm happy we're including the children.                  
ALFRED.  Child.                                                                                  
MAUDE. There are two.                                                                    
ALFRED. Were.                                                                                  
MAUDE. Still…                                                                            
ALFRED. It can't be both 'are' and 'were'.                                          
MAUDE. You should explain to James what we ’re doing.               
ALFRED. We'll tell him once Death gets here                                   
MAUDE. (Reacting to a sound.)There’s somebody in the hall.             
ALFRED. So?                                                                                     
MAUDE. Maybe it's him.                                                                   
ALFRED. Too early.                                                                          
MAUDE. You said he didn't give you a time.                                     
ALFRED. Too early.                                                                           
MAUDE. You should have made an appointment.                           
ALFRED. It was made for us.                                                             
MAUDE. By Dr. Bauer?                                                                     
ALFRED. No. A man who I was told could arrange these things.    
MAUDE. What man?                                                                        
ALFRED. The man who sold me the pills.                                        
MAUDE. Was he a pharmacist?                                                        
ALFRED. No.  Just a man who sells pills.(James and Catherine rejoin 
them.)                                                     
JAMES. I’d like to know why we’re here.                                          
MAUDE. Should we tell them?                                                           
ALFRED. Not yet.                                                                               
JAMES. Jesus…                                                                         
CATHERINE. Is there anything I can do for you, Maude, while we're 
waiting?                                                                                             
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MAUDE. You know what would be helpful, Catherine.  You can go 
through all the drawers in the desk and toss out any papers we don't 
need?                                                                                             
CATHERINE. What’s the hurry?                                                        
MAUDE. Alfred…?                                                                            
ALFRED. No.                                                                                      
JAMES. I’ll do it. (James grabs a trash can and begins tossing stuff.) 
Crap. Crap.  Crap.                                                                          
CATHERINE. You can't just toss stuff.  There might be something 
important in there.                                                                               
JAMES. Fine.  You sort. (Catherine starts sorting through the 
drawers.)                         
CATHERINE. What would you like me to save, Maude?                  
MAUDE. Important papers, pictures that you might want after we're 
gone. (Alfred clears his throat as a warning to her.)                                                                                                                                          
JAMES. I don't need any pictures.                                                       
MAUDE.  I’ll help.  (Maude joins Catherine)                                                                                                                                            
CATHERINE.  Maude, are you and Alfred okay?                             
ALFRED.  We're fine.  Just getting rid of the crap.                             
JAMES. See…                                                                                    
MAUDE. Oh, look at this.  I thought we’d lost this photo.  Alfred must 
have stuck it in a drawer and forgot about it.                                 
CATHERINE. When was this taken?                                                  
MAUDE.  It was on Mother’s Day.  I remember that because we always 
went to Buckingham’s restaurant on Mother’s Day and that’s 
Buckingham’s.  James looks like he’s about five.  Yes, five.  He was in 
kindergarten. Oh my goodness... that’s his school uniform he’s wearing.  
(Catherine starts towards James with it.)                                    
CATHERINE. It's you and your brother, William.                               
JAMES. I don't want to see it, Catherine. (Maude crosses to Alfred .)                                                                
MAUDE. Look what I found.                                                             
ALFRED. Put it back.                                                                        
MAUDE. All right…  (Maude places the photo on the 
desk.)                                                                                                               
CATHERINE. Why are you getting rid of everything?                    
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MAUDE. We're not getting any younger.  No sense waiting till the last 
minute. (Teasing Alfred.) Although that's kind of what we're doing. 
(Alfred clears his throat in warning.)                                          
CATHERINE. But you’re not sick?                                                  
MAUDE. Let’s just say that Death could arrive at any minute.  
Everything’s fine, Catherine.  (Maude returns to her chair.)         
CATHERINE. There’s something they’re not telling us.                     
JAMES. Just let it go.                                                                    
CATHERINE. Have you spoken to either of their doctors lately?        
JAMES. No.                                                                                  
CATHERINE. Maybe you should call.                                               
JAMES. What would that change?                                               
CATHERINE. You know if your father dies first, you’re going to have 
to move in here to help Maude.                                                                
JAMES. Not going to happen, so just stay out of it.                   
CATHERINE. You know there are times I miss you.  This isn’t one of 
them. Give me one good reason why you won’t move in here?            
JAMES. Ghosts.                                                                          
CATHERINE. It would be good for you, James, to live with your 
ghosts for a while.                                                                                              
JAMES. You know how I feel about this place, about my father. I don’t 
want anything to do with either of them.                                    
CATHERINE. Your family experienced one of the worst tragedies a 
family can have. That leaves a serious emotional wound.                  
JAMES. We are not going to discuss that.                                 
CATHERINE. I know you don’t want to hear this, James,  but for all 
the years I’ve known you, you’ve kept, whatever this secret is, locked 
inside you.  It sucked the life out of our marriage and it’s sucking the life 
out of you.  Don’t you think it might help to talk about it?                           
JAMES. We’ve been down this road, Catherine.  There is nothing to talk 
about.  He hates me and has hated me ever since William died.  
CATHERINE. But why?                                                                      
JAMES. You really want to know ask him because I sure as hell don’t 
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know. Now drop it.                                                                   
CATHERINE. You’re miserable.  Is that how you want to spend the 
rest of you life?                                                                                    
JAMES. Just back off, Catherine. I’ll dump this crap.  (James exits with 
the trash.)                                                                
MAUDE. You were a very handsome young man.                             
ALFRED. What?                                                                                                                                 
MAUDE. (She shows Alfred a photo from the wall.)  Our wedding 
picture.  You were very handsome.                                                   
ALFRED. If you say so…                                                                 
MAUDE. Did you love me?                                                      
ALFRED.  When?                                                                          
MAUDE. When we were alive.                                                        
ALFRED. We are alive.                                                                    
MAUDE. Do you love me?                                                              
ALFRED. Yes. (A long pause…Sirens draw closer.)                                                                                                                                           
MAUDE. Is there more?                                                                    
ALFRED. More than what?                                                               
MAUDE. More than “yes”.                                                               
ALFRED. No.  Isn't “yes” enough?                                                   
MAUDE. Yes.   Still…                                                                     
ALFRED.“Still”?                                                                              
MAUDE. More would have been nice.                                             
ALFRED. Hmmm… Where’d you put the pills?                             
MAUDE. I didn’t put them anywhere. You put them in the drawer.          
(He takes the pills from the drawer and wrestles with the childproof 
cap.)  You should have done that earlier.                                          
ALFRED. I didn’t.                                                                             
MAUDE. Maybe he opens it after he arrives.                                  
ALFRED. Maybe.  (Alfred gives up his battle with the cap.  He pauses... 
then…) Life with you has been all a man could wish for...  Maude.                                                                                               
MAUDE. What?                                                                               
ALFRED. That' s the “more.                                                              
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MAUDE. Oh… (James returns to the hallway.  Before he can enter the 
apartment,  TATTOOED MAN holding a revolver races into the 
hallway.)      
TATTOOED MAN. Get inside.  Now... just do it.  (James is forced into 
the apartment .)                                        
CATHERINE. Oh, my god…                                                      
TATTOOED MAN. Just calm down.                                                 
MAUDE. I was getting worried that you wouldn’t show up.    
TATTOOED MAN. What?                                                                      
JAMES. You know this guy?                                                             
MAUDE. We never actually met, but your father arranged for him.   
ALFRED. Told you he’d be here.  You’re always so impatient.       
MAUDE. Not always.                                                                      
ALFRED. Most of the time.                                                               
MAUDE. “Most of the time” is not always.                                   
TATTOOED MAN. Okay, okay... (Waving the gun.)  Let’s can the chit 
chat, okay?                                                                                          
MAUDE. You won't need that gun.  We have pills.                    
TATTOOED MAN. Pills?  What are you talking about?  What kind of 
pills?                                                                                                   
MAUDE. I don’t know.  You’d have to ask…                                        
JAMES. Mom, what the hell is going on?                                         
MAUDE. Can we tell them now, Alfred?                                          
ALFRED. Now, you can tell them.                                                    
MAUDE.  As you know, your father and I are getting up in years.  So 
we talked it over and after careful consideration, we have decided that 
we've been on this earth too long and although we’ve had many 
wonderful times, well... let’s just say the things haven’t gotten better, 
will not get better.  So, we both agree that it's time for us to move along.  
So we bought some pills and…                                                  
CATHERINE. Maude, you can’t…                                                   
ALFRED.  Let her talk.  She's been waiting all day for this. (To James.) 
We’re going to die.  That should make you happy.                                
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JAMES. Mom…?                                                                              
MAUDE. That’s uncalled for, Alfred.  It’s all right, children.  This is a 
very happy day.  We’ve thought about this for a long time.  I know 
you’re upset and you’ll be sad, but you have to understand... at our age 
death is not as frightening as it is for you.  We look forward to finishing 
the cycle.  We’ll be okay.  You’ll be okay.                                 
CATHERINE. Are you sick, Maude?                                                
MAUDE. No, dear. I’m as well as this old body can be.  And isn’t that a 
good thing to go now in the comfort of my own home surrounded by my 
family rather than waiting to die in some horrible hospital.             
ALFRED. Let’s move this along.                                                                                          
MAUDE. (Maude crosses towards the Tattooed Man.) James, Catherine 
… Meet Death. He's here to help us end our lives. So, please, make him 
feel welcome.  Maude politely applauds. Alfred tries again to open the 
pills.)                                                                                            
TATTOOED MAN. What in god’s name…?                                    
MAUDE. You can put that gun away.  Like I said it won’t be necessary.    
TATTOOED MAN. I think I’ll just hold on to it for the moment.  
MAUDE. If it makes you feel better.  But we prefer the pills... not as 
messy.  Are you okay with that?                                                        
ALFRED. Let the man do his job.                                                    
MAUDE. You’re the one who was in a hurry.  Show him the pills.   
ALFRED. (Alfred shows him the vial of pills.) I couldn’t get it open.  
You want to try?                                                                                 
MAUDE.  Are they the good pills? I’d like to just drift off to sleep and 
never wake up.  Will they do that?                                                   
ALFRED. I told you they’re the good pills.                                     
MAUDE. But he’s the expert so I’m asking him.                           
ALFRED. And I’m your husband and I’m telling you these are the good 
pills.                                                                                                   
MAUDE. You don’t even know what they are.                               
ALFRED. They’re pills... good, deadly pills.                                
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TATTOOED MAN. Hey, just calm down, okay?                           
ALFRED. I’m calm.  So let’s get started.  How long is this going to 
take?                                                                                               
TATTOOED MAN. I don’t know.  I just got here.                                
MAUDE. And we have vodka.  Is that okay?  I thought champagne 
would be more appropriate…                                                             
ALFRED. Vodka is stronger.                                                              
MAUDE. We had champagne on our wedding day.                        
ALFRED. No, we had sparkling cider because my father was a boozer 
and we didn’t want him to get smashed.                                           
MAUDE. I had them switch it to champagne.  I was not getting married 
on cider.                                                                                            
ALFRED. Well, today we have vodka and there’s nothing you can do 
about it.                                                                                         
TATTOOED MAN. Stop it.  Stop it.  No more talking.                    
MAUDE. Now you’ve upset Death.  I’m sorry.                          
TATTOOED MAN. I said no more talking. You two go back to your 
chairs.  No, wait… (to Alfred) You lock the door.                                
(Alfred locks the front door then returns to his chair.)                       
ALFRED. Okay, I’m ready.  You ready, Maude?                               
MAUDE. Yes.  No, wait… (Maude picks up the birthday gift, and holds 
the gift to her chest.) Okay, now I’m ready.  How do we start?        
ALFRED. We should start by opening the pills.  Here it says “Push and 
turn”, but I couldn’t get it to work.                                                   
MAUDE. He has arthritis in his hands.                                          
TATTOOED MAN. Whoa, whoa, whoa... Get back in the chair.  Put 
the pills on the table.  
(Alfred does as he’s told.)                                                                                                                                                     

JAMES. Look, I don't know who you really are and I don't care.  I think 
it should be obvious that you're dealing with a couple of crazy old 
people, so if you are here to rob us just take what you want and go. We 
won't give you any trouble.                                                               
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MAUDE. James, be polite.  Death is our guest.                                  
JAMES. Mom, he's not Death.  He's just some punk from the street.  
Probably the person the police were looking for.                             
ALFRED. You always think you have all the answers.                     
JAMES. Look if you want to die.  Go right ahead, but leave mom out of 
it.                                                                                                   
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