
Be My Baby by Ken Ludwig 

The time is 1963. The play tells the story of an irascible Scotsman and an uptight English 
woman, John and Maud, both in their late 50s, who are unexpectedly thrown together on the 
journey of a lifetime. John and Maud are brought together when his ward marries her niece. 
Then, when the young couple decides to adopt a newborn baby, the older couple has to travel 
6,000 miles to California to pick up the child and bring her safely home to Scotland. The 
problem is, John and Maud despise each other. To make matters worse, they get stranded in 
San Francisco for several weeks and are expected to jointly care for the helpless newborn. 
There they form a new partnership and learn some startling lessons about life and love. 

Roles include: 

John Campbell - Male, Scottish (must be able to do a Scottish accent), playable age range 
50’s - 60’s. 

Maud Kinch - Female, English (must be able to do a standard or upper class British accent), 
playable age range 50’s - 60’s. 

Christy McCall - Male, John’s ward, Scottish (Scottish accent preferable, but standard British 
accent is acceptable), playable age range in the 20’s. 

Gloria Nance - Female, Maud’s niece, English (must be able to do a standard British accent), 
playable age range in the 20’s. 

Two ensemble roles - will play a variety of characters - one female ensemble role and one 
male ensemble role. Looking for people with good comedic timing and instinct that can create 
distinct characters for each role they play. Ability to do multiple accents a bonus. 

Ages listed are suggested for the characters, not the age of the actor. 
All four leads will require kissing on-stage. 

Auditions will be Sunday, March 1 and Monday, March 2 at 7:30pm with possible callbacks on 
Tuesday, March 3 at 7:30pm, and will be held at DCP Theatre: 795 Ridge Road, Telford, PA 
18969. 

No appointment needed. Auditions will consist of cold readings from the script. Please arrive 15 
minutes prior to start time to complete paperwork. Audition Sides will be made available on the 
DCP website. 

If you have questions, please contact the director, Emily Addis at emilym.addis@gmail.com or 
the producer, Jane Spigel at jespigel@yahoo.com. 
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PHOTO #:   

Audition Form 
Be My Baby           Please Print Clearly 

Name  ____________________________________________________    Playable Age Range  ____________ 

What role(s) are you interested in?_____________________________________________________________ 

Would you be willing to accept another role if offered?   Yes  /  No  

Would you be interested in assisting with stage crew?    Yes  /  No  

Are you willing to dye, grow, or cut your hair, wear a wig, or shave or grow facial hair?   Yes  /  No 

Are you comfortable with on-stage kissing?  Yes  /  No 

EXPERIENCE: Please provide the show, your role, and the theatre. (Use reverse if needed.)  
(If you have a resume, please attach it to the audition form) 

 

 

 

CONTACT INFORMATION:  

Address:  __________________________________________________________________________________ 

E-mail:   _______________________________________     Phone Number:_____________________________ 

Best way to contact you: _____________________________________________________________________ 

MANDATORY DATES: If you are cast, you are required to be present on all of these dates.  

TECH WEEK: Sunday 6/7 (Plan on all day), Monday 6/8, Tuesday 6/9 

MEMBER PREVIEW: Wednesday 6/10  

SHOW DATES: Fridays 6/12, 6/19, & 6/26, Saturdays 6/13, 6/20, & 6/27*, Sundays 6/14 & 6/21 (*Strike 
and the cast party will take place after the last show) 

Rehearsals will generally be 3 days per week – 7:30pm on weekdays (subject to change due to cast 
availability). 

Please list any scheduling conflicts (Be Honest - use reverse side if needed):  

 

 

 

**Anyone over 18 involved in a show at DCP must have all their clearances. This includes cast, crew, and 
volunteers.** 
I understand that I must submit my clearances within 2 weeks of being cast _____ (please initial) 



PLAY AND CHARACTER DESCRIPTIONS: 
The play tells the story of an irascible Scotsman and an uptight English woman, John and Maud, both in their 
late 50s, who are unexpectedly thrown together on the journey of a lifetime. John and Maud are brought 
together when his ward marries her niece. Then, when the young couple decides to adopt a newborn baby, 
the older couple has to travel 6,000 miles to California to pick up the child and bring her safely home to 
Scotland. The problem is, John and Maud despise each other. To make matters worse, they get stranded in 
San Francisco for several weeks and are expected to jointly care for the helpless newborn. There they form a 
new partnership and learn some startling lessons about life and love. 

Roles include: 

John Campbell - Male, Scottish (must be able to do a Scottish accent), playable age range 50’s – 60’s. 

Maud Kinch - Female, English (must be able to do a standard or upper class British accent), playable age range 
50’s – 60’s. 

Christy McCall - Male, John’s ward, Scottish (Scottish accent preferable, but standard British accent is 
acceptable), playable age range in the 20’s. 

Gloria Nance - Female, Maud’s niece, English (must be able to do a standard British accent), playable age 
range in the 20’s. 

Two ensemble roles - will play a variety of characters - one female ensemble role and one male ensemble 
role. Looking for people with good comedic timing and instinct that can create distinct characters for each role 
they play. Ability to do multiple accents a bonus.  

Ages listed are suggested for the characters, not the age of the actor. 
All four leads will require kissing on-stage. 



CHRISTY & GLORIA 
 
GLORIA. Christy!...Christy, look! 
 
CHRISTY. Gloria, would you stay in bed! 
 
GLORIA. Look! It's a letter from Celia! 
 
CHRISTY. Celia? 
 
GLORIA. (Sighs with disgust.) My cousin from San Francisco. She was at the wedding. Don't 
you remember anything? 
 
CHRISTY. I was nervous. 
 
GLORIA. The pretty one. Blonde. She wore the teal dress with the spaghetti straps and the 
hideous blue pumps. 
 
CHRISTY. With the glasses. 
 
GLORIA. That was Annabell. 
 
CHRISTY. Oh. 
 
GLORIA. God. Men are so stupid. Now listen. Celia and Tim have been having problems. 
 
CHRISTY. Tim? 
 
GLORIA. Her husband! Dark. Tall. Long arms. 
 
CHRISTY. Swings from trees. 
 
GLORIA. You could see there was trouble brewing at the reception. He was eyeing everything 
in a skirt. It was disgusting. Well, Celia got pregnant right after that, God knows how, and she 
had the baby last week, a little girl, but now they're getting a divorce. 
 
CHRISTY. Ooh, bad timing. 
 
GLORIA. No, it's perfect timing. They're putting the baby up for adoption. 
 
CHRISTY. Why? 
 
GLORIA. Oh they both say they want their "freedom." Celia was always a pea-brain. If she didn't 
have that incredible figure she'd be totally useless. 



 
CHRISTY. Oh, Celia. 
 
GLORIA. Christy, I want the baby. I want to adopt her. Don't you see, it's perfect! She's a 
newborn. In perfect health. They're getting a divorce and they'll just hand her over to an 
agency or something. It’s perfect. 
 
CHRISTY. We'll have to think about this. 
 
GLORIA. There isn't time to think about it! We'll lose our chance! If they give her to an agency, 
she'll be gone. Christy, I want to call them right now. And I want to go to San Francisco. 
 
CHRISTY. Gloria! You're not even supposed to be out of bed! 
 
GLORIA. I'm fine. 
 
CHRISTY. No you're not fine. The doctor would have a fit. 
 
GLORIA. I don't care! Christy, it's fate. It has to be. Please. Please. 
 
CHRISTY .... I guess I could go myself. 
 
GLORIA. Nol You'd be useless by yourself. Taking care of a baby? 
 
CHRISTY. Hey, c'mon. How hard can it be? Every few hours you put a new diaper on her head. 
Right? 
 
GLORIA. Christy, please. I don't want to be alone, Please, please, please. Let me go. I'll be fine. 
 
(Beat) 
 
CHRISTY. We'll send John. 
 
GLORIA. John?! Does he know anything about babies? Has he ever seen one? 
 
CHRISTY. I don't know. But John can do anything. 
 
GLORIA. What about Maud? We could send her. 
 
CHRISTY. Oh, sure. 
 
GLORIA. Why not? 
 



CHRISTY. Maud? Dealing with all the ...lawyers and the paperwork and the immigration? 
They'd end up in Tibet. 
 
GLORIA. I'll bet she could do it. 
 
CHRISTY. Never. 
 
GLORIA. She could! Honestly! 
 
CHRISTY. No! (Pause.) ... I suppose we could send them together. 
 
GLORIA. John and Maud? To San Francisco? 
 
CHRISTY. Yeah. (Beat. Christy laughs wickedly.) Oh I'd love to see that. They'd kill each other. 
The problem is, they wouldn't do it. 
 
GLORIA. Of course they would. For us?! They have to! We need them! 
 
CHRISTY. John'll refuse. 
 
GLORIA. No he won't! 
 
CHRISTY. Gloria, I know him! 
 
GLORIA. At least talk to him. All right, please? That can't hurt. And I'll talk to Maud. But it has to 
be now, Christy, before it's too late! 
 



CHRISTY & GLORIA 
 
(GLORIA is methodically packing her clothes. CHRISTY is sitting nearby. They 're both upset 
and emotionally fragile. Silence, as GLORIA continues to pack Then:) 
 
CHRISTY. I just. .. I can't believe it. 
 
GLORIA. I'm sorry. 
 
CHRISTY. Our anniversary is next week. 
 
GLORIA. I said I'm sorry! 
 
(She almost breaks down. .. but controls herself and goes back to packing.) 
 
CHRISTY. Are you in love with Henry? 
 
GLORIA. I don't know. 
 
CHRISTY. I know that you slept with him. 
 
(GLORIA stiffens unconsciously.) 
 
GLORIA. Who told you that? 
 
CHRISTY. I can just tell .... It doesn't mean you have to leave. 
 
GLORIA. That's not why I'm leaving. 
 
CHRISTY. What about the baby? (No response.) Gloria? What about the baby? 
 
GLORIA. I don't know. 
 
CHRISTY. That's not good enough. 
 
GLORIA. I don t know! What do you want me to say?! I don’t know everything! I'm sorry! I don’t 
know what to do!! 
 
(She breaks into sobs. CHRISTY holds her, and she sobs on his shoulder) 
 
CHRISTY. Hey. Hey hey hey. Come on, now. I love you. And you love me. That's all that 
matters. Right? 
 
GLORIA. (Crying) I don't know! 



 
CHRISTY. Look ... (CHRISTY makes a decision.) we can live in London. Would you like that? 
 
GLORIA. Oh Christy, I'm so sorry, I'm so very ... it's just. .. I never knew what things would be 
like here, I mean, I thought I did but after I was sick. .. I'm so ashamed. I'm so sorry! 
 
CHRISTY. Hey. What's your favorite thing to do in the whole world? Just name it. Your favorite 
favorite. (Beat. Then GLORIA giggles through her tears.) Besides that. In addition to that. 
 
GLORIA. That. 
 
CHRISTY. Now? 
 
GLORIA. That. 
 
CHRISTY. I'll close the door. 
 
GLORIA. No. Leave it open. 
 
CHRISTY. The maid is down the hall. 
 
GLORIA. Too bad. 
 
CHRISTY. Gloria! 
 



CHRISTY, GLORIA, & JOHN 
 
(On the telephone) 
 
CHRISTY. Hello? 
 
JOHN. Christy? 
 
CHRISTY. John! What's the matter?! 
 
JOHN. There's nothin' the matter. We're all doin' fine. 
 
CHRISTY. How's the baby? 
 
JOHN. She's gettin' cuter by the minute. They'll have to put her on Ed Sullivan next. 
 
CHRISTY. On what? 
 
JOHN. "Ed Sullivan." On the telly. He has singers and things. 
 
CHRISTY. Why would you put her on the telly? 
 
JOHN. No, ya clod! 
 
CHRISTY. She's only three weeks old. 
 
JOHN. It was a jokel I mean she's special! She's unusual. Like ... Elvis Presley or somethin' . 
 
CHRISTY. ... She looks like Elvis Presley? 
 
JOHN. Just forget it! Forget I said anything! Christ!... Now listen, lad, they've had to postpone 
the hearing for a second time. The judge is still recoverin' from an operation or somethin'. 
 
CHRISTY. Oh, no. 
 
JOHN. It can't be helped. They've got it scheduled now for a week Monday. 
 
CHRISTY. Can't they get another judge? 
 
JOHN. I tried that. They won't do it. Now look, have you picked a name yet? 
 
CHRISTY. No. 
 
JOHN. Christ! 



 
CHRISTY. We're trying! We just ... can't agree. On anything lately. 
 
JOHN. Well try harder! They want a name when we get to court. 
 
CHRISTY. Look, if you don't hear from us in time, just … pick something. We can change it 
when she gets here. 
 
JOHN. You don't want to confuse the poor little thing. 
 
(GLORIA ENTERS, carrying her coat.) 
 
GLORIA. Who is it? 
 
CHRISTY. It's John. They're fine. The court date is postponed again. 
 
GLORIA. Oh ... balls! Can't they do anything?! 
 
CHRISTY. No. 
 
GLORIA. It's not fair. 
 
CHRISTY. And they need a name for the baby. 
 
GLORIA. I told you her name. 
 
CHRISTY. I am not naming my daughter "Herpatia." Where did you get that?! 
 
GLORIA. It was my grandmother's name. She died when she was thirty. 
 
CHRISTY. Probably from embarrassment. 
 
GLORIA. Oh, grow up. 
 
(She starts to EXIT.) 
 
CHRISTY. Wait! Where are you going? 
 
GLORIA. I told you this morning! I'm going shopping in Aberdeen. The great metropolis. You 
know, the one that hasn't any fashion, or cafes, or theatres. 
 
CHRISTY. Oh. Right (She exits. Calling:) Have fun! 
 
JOHN. Are you still there?! 



CHRISTY. Yeah. So how's everything else? How's Maud? 
 
JOHN. She’s a pain in the arse, but she'd say exactly the same about me so there you go. 
Look, we're wastin' money here. Call us when you have the name. 
 
CHRISTY. John? What do you think of. .. "Herpatia"? 
 
JOHN. Her what? 
 
CHRISTY. Herpatia. As a name for the baby. 
 
JOHN. I think you need your head examined, 
 
CHRISTY. (Glum) Yeah, I know. 
 
JOHN. Whant's her nickname goin' to be? "Herpes?" 
 
CHRISTY. I know. 
 
JOHN. I suppose her middle name could be "Syndrome." 
 
CHRISTY. It's not my idea. 
 
 



FEMALE ENSEMBLE, JOHN, & CHRISTY 
 
(CHRISTY and the nurse are talking on the phone.) 
 
NURSE. But this is the nurse’s station. 
 
CHRISTY. Yes, I understand that, but could you please put him on the phone. Just this once. 
 
NURSE. It's entirely against the rules. I told you that. 
 
CHRISTY. I understand! But there's no phone in Mr. Campbell's room, and I'm calling from the 
United Kingdom! All right? 
 
NURSE. Fine! I'll see if I can locate him. (She puts down the phone.) The over-sexed old goat .. 
 
CHRISTY. Oversexed what ... ? 
 
(The NURSE throws the covers off JOHN.) 
 
NURSE. You've got a call at the nurses' station. Come with me. 
 
JOHN. You woke me up! 
 
NURSE. Well, l didn't place the call, now did I? … 
 
JOHN. I thought I was dead … 
 
NURSE. Come on! Don't dawdle! Calls cost money, you know. 
 
JOHN. Yes sir, Captain Bligh. 
 
NURSE. Why you would get a call from Disneyland I have no idea. 
 
JOHN. Disneyland? That's very strange. 
 
NURSE. And you're not, I suppose. 
 
JOHN. (Into the phone.) Hello? 
 
CHRISTY. John? 
 
JOHN. Christy. What the hell are you doin' in California?! 
 
CHRISTY. I'm not. I'm here at home. 



 
JOHN. The nurse said you were in Disneyland. 
 
CHRISTY. Disneyland? 
 
JOHN. (To the NURSE.) He says he's callin' from Scotland. 
 
NURSE. He said the Magic Kingdom. 
 
CHRISTY. I said the United Kingdom. She must be deaf. 
 
JOHN. She's beyond deaf. She's supernatural. 
 
CHRISTY. Well how the hell are you? 
 
JOHN. I'm getting there I suppose. 
 
CHRISTY. You sound depressed. 
 
JOHN. So would you be if you had this nurse. 
 
CHRISTY. How's the baby? 
 
JOHN. She knows how to wave. At her age. Honest to God. 
 
CHRISTY. Wow. 
 
JOHN. Are you all.right? 
 
CHRISTY. I'm fine. I was just ... worried about you. 
 
JOHN. How's Gloria? 
 
CHRISTY. She's great. She's ... back to her old self. I'd put her on, but she's out right now. 
 
JOHN. Right. (Beat; he looks at his watch.) It's midnight there. 
 
CHRISTY. She'll be back soon. She's out with a friend. 
 
JOHN. Who? 
 
CHRISTY. You don't know him. It's her cousin Henry. One of her hundred and fifty cousins. 
 
(The NURSE walks 'by and clicks her tongue.) 



JOHN. Uh oh. I've got to go. I'm gettin' the evil eye over here from the Queen of Mordor. 
 
CHRISTY. John. Do you need anything? 
 
JOHN. No. We're fine. Thanks. 
 
CHRISTY. Okay. I just. .. wanted to say hi. 
 
JOHN. Take care of yourself, lad. 
 
CHRISTY. You too. 
 



FEMALE ENSEMBLE, JOHN, & MAUD 
 
MAUD. Yes, it smells divine. 
 
MRS. ADAMS. (Pleased) Thank you, mum. It's the apple dumplings. 
 
MAUD. Dumplings! You're joking! My mother and I used to make apple dumplings together at 
our home in London, on the Edgeware Road. It was such a remarkable place to grow up. 
 
MRS. ADAMS. I've never been to London, mum. 
 
MAUD. (Incredulous) Never? 
 
MRS. ADAMS. I always intended to. 
 
MAUD. Then you must come and visit me. On your next holiday. I insist, that's final. 
 
MRS. ADAMS. Oh, mum - 
 
MAUD. I don't want to hear any arguments, it is completely settled. (Beat) If I go back at all. I'm 
not sure that I can bear to leave Gloria. 
 
MRS. ADAMS. I know just how you feel, mum. I have two girls meself. But there comes a time 
when you have to let 'em fly on their own. Even if they take off arse backwards. 
 
(John ENTERS in his shirtsleeves. He sees MAUD and stops short - then enters the room 
anyway.) 
 
JOHN. 'Evening. 
 
MAUD. (Acidly) Good evening. Now as I was saying, Mrs. Adams, in my opinion, if one is tired 
of London, one is tired of life. 
 
JOHN. I believe that Samuel Johnson had the same opinion about two hundred years ago. 
 
MAUD. Really? What an amazing coincidence. (Looking into one of the pots.) Ah! Now what is 
this? The smell is heaven! 
 
MRS. ADAMS. That'll be the haggis, mum. We'll be huvin' that at the weddin'. 
 
MAUD. Do you know, I've heard about haggis since I was a child. I love that word. "Haggis." 
Now what is that white thing bobbing around there in the water? It looks fascinating. 
 
MRS. ADAMS. That'd be the guts, mum. [She pronounces it "goots," to rhyme with "foot's."] 



MAUD. I beg your pardon? 

MRS. ADAMS. The guts. The stomach. O' the sheep. You can do it with calf guts, but most of 
us think that sheep is better. 

JOHN. I'tis better. It's got more juice. 

MAUD. (Horrified) You're serving a ... a ... sheep's stomach at my niece's wedding? 

JOHN. (With a laugh at her ignorance.) Nay, o' course not. 'Tis only boiled in the stomach. The 
sweetness is in the chopped heart and lungs. 

MAUD. Oh! 

MRS. ADAMS. It's very popular. 

MAUD. No. I'm sorry, but I'm afraid not. I won't have it. 

JOHN .... You "won't have it"? 

MAUD. No. Sorry. 

JOHN. (Restraining himself) I'm obliged to tell you, madam, it is not a question of your havin' or 
not havin'. 

MAUD. But we have guests coming from London! 

JOHN. Let 'em come from Timbuktu - ! 

MAUD. They'll be disgusted! 

JOHN. (Roaring) Then let 'em go home with my compliments! 

MAUD .... I will speak to Christy about it. 

JOHN. You can speak to Jesus Christ Almighty and his Apostles and it'll make no difference! 
And I'll thank you not to be stickin' your nose into everything else appertainin' to this 
Household! 

MAUD. (Quivering with indignation.) In my opinion, you are a very rude man, and I pity you. I 
have half a mind to leave here today and never come back. 

JOHN. What would it take to convince the other half?! 



MALE ENSEMBLE 

(The wedding is about to begin, and we hear the noise of the congregation. PARSON McNALR 
is waiting impatiently at the pulpit: He looks at his watch) 

PARSON MCNAIR. Come on, come on, I ain't got all day. You'd think it was the marriage o' 
David and Bathsheba. Or Liz Taylor. (Calling off.) I got a baptism at two o'clock, and the little 
tyke ain't gonna be happy! (Back to the congregation.) I hope they ain't back there havin' 
premarital sex or somethin'. While we're waitin', let me remind you that we've now sold 32 
tickets to the Annual Loch Mull Dinner Dance and Fly Fishin' Competition. I've done me math, 
and that represents 75 percent o' the population so keep up the good work. Also, the Sunday 
School picnic has been postponed for lack of interest. ... Ah. Here we go. It's about time. 



MALE ENSEMBLE & MAUD 
 
(DIMITRI, a waiter; ENTERS, a friendly fellow carrying a tray. He has an Eastern European 
accent.) 
 
DIMITRI. You order breakfast? 
 
MAUD. Yes, come in. Could you put it here? 
 
DIMITRI. Sure. Why not. You should open curtain. Is beautiful day out. Okay? 
 
MAUD. All right. (The WAITER opens the curtains and sunlight floods into the room, adding to 
MAUD'S headache.) I’m afraid I overslept. In fact, I seem to have lost an entire day somewhere. 
 
DIMITRI. Is no big deal. I lose days all the time. After my brother’s wedding, I lose whole week. 
(He lifts the tray cover.) Eggs ham bacon oatmeal you don't say what so I bring everything. 
Coffee toast danish is very fresh. You need more, you holler. Ask for Ivan. 
 
MAUD. Is your name Ivan? 
 
DIMITRI. No, I'm Dimitri. 
 
MAUD. Thank you, Oh. Wait (She goes lo her purse and gives him a tip.) This is for you. 
 
DIMITRI. (Looks at the tip sadly.) Okay .... Oh. I almost forgot. Your husband say to tell you he 
will be back soon. Is doing errands. 
 
MAUD. My "husband?" 
 
DIMITRI. Yah. 
 
MAUD. What do you mean my "husband"? 
 
DIMITRI. Husband. Tickle tickle in bed. 
 
MAUD. I know what a husband is! 
 
DIMITRI. Mr. Camp Bell. 
 
MAUD. "Campbell." And he is not my husband! 
 
DIMITRI. Oh. You are kept woman. 
 
MAUD. No. I am not a "kept woman." Did Mr. Campbell say he was my husband? 



 
DIMITRI. Uh, no. But same room … 
 
MAUD. There are two bedrooms in this suite, young man. Which is why we chose this particular 
hotel. 
 
DIMITRI. Is nice hotel. Romantic. Good for tickle tickle … 
 
MAUD. We are here on business! Please tell the staff, And the management. And anyone else 
you can think of! 
 
DIMITRI. Okay. Sorry. I go. 
 



MAUD & JOHN 
 
MAUD. (Emptying the packages.) I have to tell you, Miranda is a real party girl. She loves going 
out. She googled the entire way. Now guess what. I brought a surprise for dinner. I can't even 
look at room service anymore, so I bought us two "submarines." I thought we'd have a picnic 
here in the room. 
 
JOHN. What the hell is a "submarine?" 
 
MAUD. (taking them out of the bag and unwrapping one of them.) It's a sort of Italian laxative. 
That's what the man said. I think he was kidding me. I'm simply dying to try one. They cut a roll 
in half and put in salad and meat and onions and peppers and oil and anything else they can 
think of. (Displaying it.) There. 
 
JOHN. I don't like onions. 
 
MAUD. You can scrape them off. We picked them up at this darling little hole in the wall called 
"Tony and Joe's." Tony made them himself. It was like watching Salvador Dali paint The Last 
Supper with salami. Except Tony has more hair on his chest. I insisted, incidentally, that he 
wash his hands first. He thought that was a scream. In fact, he took quite a shine to me, so he 
put in extra cappacola. That's one of the meats. I also bought us something called a "pizza pie." 
(She pronounces it "peeza" pie.) According to Tony, it's the best peeza in San Francisco. Joe 
agrees with him. They're married, by the way. If you know what I mean. Anyway, Tony says the 
peeza goes well with the submarine. 
 
JOHN. It's round. 
 
MAUD. It's supposed to be round. 
 
JOHN. It looks like a raccoon was run over with heavy machinery. 
 
MAUD. Try it, it smells luscious. 
 
JOHN. I need a fork. 
 
MAUD. You pick it up with your hands. Like this. Mmm! 
 
JOHN. You're puttin' me on. 
 
MAUD. No, it's a finger food. 
 
JOHN. I like cutlery. 
 
MAUD. Try it this way. 



 
JOHN. I don't want to. 
 
MAUD. Oh, try it anyway. 
 
JOHN. I don't want to! 
 
MAUD. Well fine. I'll give you a fork! 
 
JOHN. Don't bother! I'm not eatin' it in any case! I don't like it! 
 
MAUD. How do you know without trying it?! 
 
JOHN. I can tell by lookin' at it! 
 
MAUD. (Through gritted teeth.) ... Would you please ... just... try it. 
 
JOHN. Fine! (He tastes a tiny corner.) I don't like it. 
 
MAUD. You barely tasted it! 
 
JOHN. I hate it! 
 
MAUD. Then eat the submarine! 
 
JOHN. I don't like that either! 
 
MAUD. You didn't try the submarine! 
 
JOHN. Well I was right about the peeza wasn't I?!! Christ! I know what I like - I'm a grown man - 
and I don't like this awful shite for food!! ... You treat me like a child! A baby! And I'm supposed 
to be carin 'for a baby! The "lean. and slippered pantaloon" - feedin' her bottles! So what the hell 
am I doin ' here?!! 
 
(Pause.) 
 
MAUD .... You’re not in a bad mood by any chance ... 
 
JOHN. No! 
 
MAUD. Oh. I see. 
 
(She fusses with the baby to keep from looking at him.) 
 



JOHN .... I am just so sick of bein' cooped up. And feelin' tired all the time. And useless. It 
makes me feel old. And I'm not old. 
 
MAUD. John. It's called the "recovery period." Of course you feel depressed right now. I've been 
reading about it. Everyone feels depressed after a major illness. It's common. Even for the 
Scots. 
 
JOHN. Well I don't like it. 
 
MAUD. Nobody likes it. Do you think people wake up in the morning after a heart attack and say 
"Oh, goody, goody, I feel like I've been hit by a truck." You should be saying "Thank God it was 
a mild attack. I'm still alive. Aren't I lucky." It could have been so much worse. You could still be 
in the hospital. It could be - 
 
JOHN. All right, all right! Stop preachin'. Just forget about it. (He takes a deep breath.) Let's 
start this dinner over. Look, I'm changin' moods. I feel great. Ha, ha. Ho, ho. Just like Karl Marx. 
 
MAUD. Groucho Marx. 
 
JOHN. Right. Now what am I supposed to start with? The ugly red mess with the cheese? Or 
the laxative - which looks like the biggest suppository in the history of mankind. 
 
MAUD. I believe it's optional. 
 
JOHN. Right. I'll take the mess, you take the "submarine." Whoever's still alive at the end o' the 
meal can call the funeral undertaker. 
 



MAUD & JOHN 
 
JOHN. (Calling off, to MAUD'S room.) Would you hurry up! We're goin' to be late! 
 
MAUD. (Off) I'm coming as fast as I can, there's no use shouting about it! 
 
JOHN. (To the baby.) Miranda, don't you ever do this to a man. Do you hear me? Men don't like 
to wait. 
 
(MAUD ENTERS, fixing her scarf) 
 
MAUD. I'm ready. 
 
JOHN. It's about time. 
 
MAUD. You are easily the most impatient man that has ever lived. Did you call for a taxi? 
 
JOHN. Yes! I told you that! The car is waiting! 
 
MAUD. Well I'm ready! (Beat) Wait. I forgot my gloves. 
 
(She hurries back into her bedroom.) 
 
JOHN. Gloves?! You don't need gloves! We're goin' to court, it's not the vicarage tea party! 
 
MAUD. (Off) Do you have all the papers? 
 
JOHN. Of course I've got the papers! You've asked me that ten times! … I better check. (He 
pulls some documents from an envelope he’s been carrying.) Immigration ... state court petition 
... health certificate ... birth certificate ... interstate compact approval...(To the baby:) If you ever 
get lost, the whole country is goin' to light up like a neon sign. 
 
(MAUD ENTERS, carrying her gloves.) 
 
MAUD. I'm ready now. 
 
JOHN. I don't believe you. 
 
MAUD. We have over an hour. Stop being grumpy. 
 
JOHN. (Putting the papers away.) I read a book once by that American chap, with the 
moustache. (Groping for the name.) The funny one. He had a partner. With an accent. 
 
MAUD. Leopold and Loeb. 



 
JOHN. Groucho Marx. He said in the preface that he wrote the entire book while waitin' for his 
wife to get dressed 
 
MAUD. I'm not your wife. 
 
JOHN. Thank the Lord for that. 
 
MAUD. (At the door impatiently.) Are you ready? I'm waiting. 
 
(JOHN shakes his head - and they leave the room, pulling the front door closed behind them. As 
soon as the door shuts, they both stop cold) 
 
MAUD. We forgot the baby. 
 
JOHN. Right. (MAUD tries the handle, but it's locked.) Use the key! 
 
MAUD. I don't have the key. You have the key. 
 
JOHN. I thought you had it. 
 
MAUD. Why would I have the key?! You always have the key! 
 
JOHN. You had it yesterday! 
 
MAUD. I went out alone yesterday! 
 
JOHN. Christ Almighty. 
 
MAUD. It might be in my other purse ... You had to rush me, didn't you. 
 
JOHN. You're not blamin' me for this?! 
 
MAUD. Well it's hardly my fault. 
 
JOHN. Of course it’s your fault, you took four hours to get yourself dressed! 
 



MAUD, JOHN, & FEMALE ENSEMBLE 
 
(On and airplane) 
 
MAUD. What if someone died during the flight. What would they do with him? 
 
JOHN. I suppose they'd pop him out one of the windows. 
 
(The plane lurches as it begins to move.) 
 
MAUD. AAAAAHH! 
 
JOHN. Shh! 
 
MAUD. What happened?! 
 
JOHN. The plane is moving. It's supposed to move. 
 
MAUD. Oh. I see ... It moved .... It's supposed to … 
 
(MAUD takes a deep breath and tries to calm herself. We now realize that MAUD is that 
hysterically nervous flyer who is buried deeply in all of us. The sounds and movements of the 
plane set off a phobic, hysterical reaction.) 
 
MAUD .... I think I should tell you something. I AHHH! ...I've never flown before. In a plane. (She 
laughs nervously.) In a plane. I suppose that's the only way to fly, isn't it… 
 
JOHN. (Giving her a look) Not necessarily. 
 
(The plane lurches again.) 
 
MAUD. AAAAAHHH! AHH! AHH! AHH! 
 
(She grabs JOHN'S arm in real desperation.) 
 
JOHN. What are you doing?! 
 
MAUD. I'm sorry, I'm sorry. It's just. It's just. It's not supposed to do that, is it?! That-that-that 
lurch. I mean a second time ... 
 
JOHN. Of course it is. It's just startin' and stoppin' like a bloody car. 
 
(The plane lurches forward again.) 
 



MAUD.AHHHHHH!!! 
 
(JOHN rolls his eyes, and the STEWARDESS APPEARS.) 
 
STEWARDESS. Madam, are you all right? 
 
MAUD. I'm fine, I'm fine, I'm fine ... 
 
STEWARDESS. Can I get you something? A pillow? 
 
MAUD. (To the STEWARDESS.) The plane is moving. It's supposed to move. 
 
JOHN. Bring her a Rob Roy. 
 
(The STEWARDESS EXITS.) 
 
MAUD. (Agitated) I never should have agreed to this. I said we should take a ship. A ship is 
civilized It may take a few more days, but it's safe. (Lurch) AHH! 
 
JOHN. There is nothin' to be frightened of. 
 
MAUD. (Babbling) I took a ship once, to the Greek islands. It was delightful. They-they had 
entertainment. And-and-and deck chairs. Beautiful deck chairs. With canvas on them. 
 
STEWARDESS. (Reappearing with a glass and handing it to MAUD.) Here we are. I'll come 
back when we're aloft. 
 
(She EXITS.) 
 
MAUD. (Closing her eyes.) Corfu. I'll think about Corfu. 
 
JOHN. Have a drink while you're at it. 
 
(The noise of the plane’s engines suddenly increases, and the plane starts to shake as it takes 
off. MAUD opens her eyes) 
 
MAUD. ... What's rattling? Why is everything rattling?! All at once?! The plane is coming apart! 
IT’S COMING APART! 
 
JOHN. Take a drink before it spills! 
 
(MAUD takes a drink... and immediately starts coughing and sputtering and gasping for air.) 
 
MAUD. Oh God! Oh my God! What is it?! Ohhl Ohh! AHHH! AHHH! 



 
(She keeps coughing and screaming. She can’t get her breath. JOHN slaps her on her back. 
After a great deal of commotion, she settles down, though she’s still panting and holding her 
throat. As she pants, she realizes that the noise and rattling have stopped and have been 
replaced by a comforting hum. She looks around, then sighs deeply.) 
 
MAUD. Oh, thank God. Listen. There's a gentle hum. Do you hear it? Let's get off before they 
try that again. 
 
JOHN. We can't. We're in the air. 
 
MAUD. Sorry? 
 
JOHN. We're.flying. We're in the air. 
 



MAUD, JOHN, AND MALE & FEMALE ENSEMBLE 
 
WAITRESS. Do we really have room for another table? 
 
MAITRE D'. My dear, it's called the restaurant business. It involves the exchange of currency. 
 
WAITRESS. But it's so near the kitchen. 
 
MAITRE D'. And just think how hot the food will be. 
 
(JOHN and MAUD ENTER the restaurant, pushing the baby carriage.) 
 
MAITRE D'. May I help you? 
 
JOHN. We have a reservation in the name of Mr. Campbell. 
 
MAITRE D'. Right this way, please .... Will this be all right? 
 
MAUD. That's lovely, thank you. 
 
(They sit, the baby carriage closest to MAUD.) 
 
MAITRE D'. We're completely full-up, of course, but I have managed to find you one of our best 
tables. And this is a little complementary sorbet to cleanse the palate. I hope you enjoy it. 
 
(He holds his hand out/or a tip - and JOHN shakes it) 
 
JOHN. (Proudly, to the MAITRE D ', nodding across the table.) Thanks. It's her first time in a 
restaurant. 
 
MAITRE D'. (Thinking he means MAUD.) ... Really? 
 
JOHN. I hope she behaves herself. 
 
MAITRE D'. (Glancing at MAUD.) So do I. (To MAUD, as though addressing an idiot.) This-is-
the-menu. I-hope-you-enjoy-it. 
 
(He hands menus to MAUD and.JOHN, then EXITS. JOHN and MAUD look at each other - and 
they burst into laughter.) 
 
MAUD. Thank you very much. Now he thinks I'm an imbecile .... Is it warm in here? I think she's 
too warm. 
 
JOHN. I think she could do without the blanket. 



 
MAUD. I think you're right. 
 
(MAUD removes the blanket.) 
 
JOHN. Look at that smile. 
 
MAUD. She likes going out. She likes people. 
 
JOHN. That's a very flatterin' dress she's wearin'. Good choice. 
 
MAUD. You picked it. 
 
JOHN. Yes, I know. There's a picture o' me somewhere, about six months old, wearin' very 
much the same outfit. I look adorable. 
 
MAUD. I'll believe that when I see it. 
 
(They open their menus. Beat. Then JOHN reacts.) 
 
JOHN. Christ! Would you look at these prices! If they charged any more money, they'd be 
arrested for larceny. 
 
MAUD. It's not so bad. 
 
JOHN. "Not so bad"?! Have you lost your eyesight?! 
 
MAUD. I'll tell you what. We can order one dinner. And you can watch me eat it. 
 
JOHN. Ha, ha. That's a real knee-slapper. 
 
MAUD, Oh, don't be such a ... 
 
JOHN. What? 
 
MAUD. Nothing. 
 
JOHN. What? You were goin' to say "cheapskate," weren't you. 
 
MAUD. I wouldn't dream of it...You did say it was my birthday dinner. 
 
JOHN. It is, it is, Forget I said a word. Put it out o' your mind. 
 
MAUD. Thank you. 



(They go back to their menus. Pause.) 
 
JOHN. I can always take out a loan. 
 
MAUD. Look, why don't we go Dutch Treat. I'll pay for my half. We'll enjoy it more. 
 
JOHN. No, no ... 
 
MAUD. I insist. 
 
JOHN. It's out of the question!. .. If you want to think about that sort of thing, we should go 
Scotch Treat. 
 
MAUD. Oh? What's that? 
 
JOHN. You pay for the whole dinner. 
 
MAUD. (Standing up.) That's it, I'm leaving. 
 
JOHN. It was a joke! Christ! Would you sit down! 
 
(As MAUD sits, the MAITRE D' and the WAITRESS come to the table.) 
 
MAITRE D'. This is Lorraine. She'll be your server. (He takes the sorbets back and leaves.) 
 
WAITRESS. Good evening. Can I get you a drink? 
 
MAUD. Yes. I'll have a ... oh, what's it called? ... a Rob Roy. 
 
JOHN. You're jokin'. 
 
MAUD. No. 
 
JOHN. The last time you had one, you slept for fourteen hours. 
 
MAUD. A Rob Roy, please. 
 
JOHN. I'll have the same. (Referring to the baby:) She'll stick to her milk. 
 
MAUD. (To the WAITRESS.) She's three weeks old today. 
 
WAITRESS. (She couldn't be less interested) Really? 
 
JOHN. She looks older, but that's because she has such strong features. 



 
MAUD. And such long hair. 
 
JOHN. Her hair's a picture, don't you think? 
 
WAITRESS. Hm? Very nice. I'll be back with your drinks. 
 
(The WAITRESS EXITS. JOHN and MAUD are outraged) 
 
JOHN .... "Very nice?" That's all she has to say?! 
 
MAUD. The girl is a complete idiot. 
 
JOHN. Or blind as a bat! 
 
MAUD. Some people. 
 
JOHN. It's unbelievable! You'd have to be a moron not to see she's one in a million. This is not 
your average child! 
 
MAUD. The girl obviously knows nothing about children. Less than nothing. Minus nothing. 
 
JOHN. She can forget about a tip, I'll tell you that. 
 
(Beat. Then they look into the carriage and smile.) 
 
JOHN. Look at her. 
 
MAUD. She looks especially beautiful tonight. I think it's the bath. 
 
JOHN. Aye. 
 
MAUD. She starts to glow after the bath, as if there's a light inside her. 
 
(The WAITRESS arrives with the drinks, smiling, oblivious to her gaffe. JOHN and MAUD both 
scowl at her.) 
 
WAITRESS. Here we are. For you, madam. And you, sir. 
 
JOHN. You're a right mess, aren't you? 
 
WAITRESS. I'm sorry? 
 
MAUD. Don't look at me. I agree with him. 
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