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CHARACTERS:

DOT:! A woman in her 60ʻs. Mother of LIZ. 

LIZ:! A woman in her 40ʻs. Daughter of DOT

SETTING:

Though the scenes take place in varying location in and around DOTʼs home, time is 

malleable.

Please Note: 

PAUSE denotes a change of scene.

All stage directions are written in bold. 

All other text is to be considered spoken/performed.

Italics denotes when a character breaks out of a realtime interaction.

/ denotes a line being cut over or that the /line/ is spoken in unison.

........ denotes a malleable pause.
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LIZ: I can’t afford anything else.

DOT:  A while back I  had a stroke.  Half of me has had it’s strings cut. My balance is all off 

and I walk like a herniated duck. I can’t talk clearly.

LIZ: It’s like she’s bitten off one side of her tongue.  Most of the time I don’t understand 

half of what she’s saying.

DOT: Most of the time what I’m trying to say gets stuck.

LIZ: I know she’s still in there..... somewhere.

DOT: There’s no use for me now.

LIZ: I look after her.

DOT: We’ve just come out of an appointment with my Doctor/

LIZ: Specialist.

DOT: He’s special alright.

DOT/LIZ: Well, that was embarrassing.

LIZ: I unlock the car. You won’t give an inch.

DOT: Not when I’m right.

LIZ: Get in the car.  Bloody hell Mum. I  move around the car and open her door. You do 

still have one hand that works.

DOT: I’m not getting in until you apologise.

LIZ: Mum, get in the car.

DOT: Who made you boss?

LIZ: It’s no skin off my nose if we get home late.

DOT: Not until you apologise.

LIZ: Do you need a hand? 

DOT:  I shake my head.
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DOT and LIZ stand on a bare stage, facing the audience. 

DOT: I’m Dot.  This is my daughter Liz.  This is her crappy car. 
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LIZ: Then hurry up, hoof it.

DOT: Don’t talk to me like that.

LIZ: Mum, I can’t deal with this now. Not after the show you just put on in there. The 

longer you take here the later dinner will be.

..................

DOT: Fine. It takes a bit, but I get in the car. 

LIZ : I close the door. 

DOT: You better take Fitzgibbon road.

PAUSE

DOT: We’re sitting at the dinner table.  Theres a bowl of mush in front of me and a spoon 

with a thick green handle.  An oversized babies spoon.

LIZ: I need to hear it. 

DOT: Ill (trying to say “Kill”)

LIZ: I need to hear you say it. 

DOT: mm (trying to say “me”)

LIZ: Say it.

DOT: Ill mme (trying to say “Kill me”)

LIZ: (in an argument with herself) I don’t even know if its possible?

DOT: Have you ever used a needle?

LIZ: She can’t be serious? 

DOT: Bubble of air.  The right spot.

LIZ: I can’t help her do this.

Why not?

Do I want this?
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Its not about me.  

How do I know its what she wants?

I know.

...........

Did she.... really?

I think so.

To do what exactly? Make it stop?

Everyone lives with pain of some sort or other.  Why’s she so different?

 .............

Because she’s my Mum.

 .............

God Liz!  This is insane. I need to talk to someone.

DOT: No.

LIZ: (chuckling at the absurdity) How do you start that conversation?

DOT: They’ll talk you out of it.

LIZ: Hi.  How you been? Quick question, you wouldn’t happen to know how I could kill 

my mother painlessly, would you? 

DOT: Google it!

LIZ: Can’t be suspicious in anyway or leave any trace.  I know, isn’t it just.  Such a fine 

line.  Murder? Mercy?  Oh and if say the police come around asking any 

questions.... it’d be so great if you could forget we had this little chat.

..................

LIZ: I pin her square in the eyes. I need to hear it. 

DOT: Ill (“Kill”)

LIZ: I need to hear you say it. 

DOT: mm (“me”)
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LIZ: Say it.

DOT: Ill mme (“Kill me”) 

LIZ: Say it!!

DOT: KillmeKillmeKillmeKillmeKillmeKillmeKillmeKillme (fades to sobs)

LIZ: I rub her back. Its ok Mum.  Its ok.

PAUSE

DOT: We’re on my back porch. The magpies chortle and the orange pink  of late afternoon 

is playing out in front of us.

LIZ: I’m brushing her hair.  Can you remember doing this for me?

DOT: Yo hhaded iit  (“You hated it”)

LIZ: Did I?  I don’t remember that.

DOT: Ey llvd dooon iit (“I loved doing it”) but you squirmed like a worm on a hook.

...............

LIZ: I know things haven’t exactly worked out like you wanted.  For both of us. 

DOT: /I need you to be strong./

LIZ: /I need you to be sure./

.............

LIZ: This isn’t you Mum.  Why aren’t you fighting?

DOT: What for? I’m stuck.

LIZ: Its not like you to just give up.

DOT: What exactly am I fighting for?

LIZ: There are other therapies we can try.

DOT: I’m tired.

LIZ: I’ve been looking up stroke recovery on/
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.................

LIZ: It may not even work.  I turn her face to look at me.  Do you hear me?  It may not 

work.  It may make you worse.  Are you prepared for that?  I’m not.  I’m not 

prepared at all.  

.............

LIZ: I’m not everything you wanted......

DOT: I never wanted this for you.

LIZ: ....but this here with you, being here for you, I’m really proud of this.

DOT: You haven’t done anything yet.

.................

LIZ: I was looking at the bougainvillea the other day.

DOT: If its scraping on the weatherboard again/

LIZ: Its come back so well.  It needed a jolt to come back stronger.

DOT: It needs poisoning then.

LIZ: It got me thinking.

DOT: Theres bound to be someone you can get in to do the job.

LIZ: It’s beautiful Mum. 

DOT: You certainly won’t get you’re hands dirty.

LIZ: This is beautiful.

.........

DOT: You’re not talking about that sodding bush are you...?

LIZ: I can’t do it.  I won’t.

DOT: No! You promised.

LIZ: I’m not like you in that way.  I can’t hack something down because its not doing 

 what I want it to do.
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DOT: Nnn  (“No”).

7



DOT: Bully for you.  

LIZ: Maybe this is the universe giving us a chance.

DOT: Don’t you dare start on with that positive mindset toss.

LIZ: We barely know each other, as women.  When we’re both really old we can look 

back on this, like before with the hair brush.

DOT: And what, laugh about all the good times? Gee, wasn’t it a gas Mum when I found 

you with a fork in the toaster.  What a riot! 

LIZ: Its what you want/

DOT: Yes!

LIZ: /now, but we don’t know what/

DOT: I do

LIZ: /could be in front of you.

DOT: If its not a ten tonne truck barreling into me, I’m not interested. 

LIZ: You could start getting more movement back.

DOT: Its been 836 days!! 

LIZ: It was always going to take time.

DOT: I can’t move at night.  I lay in bed, hemmed in by a bloody sheet. 

LIZ: Theres never been anything you haven’t been able to do.

DOT: I scream like a cut cat.

LIZ: When you put your mind to it, you’re unstoppable.

DOT: When you eventually come, you ask me whats wrong, as though you’ve forgotten. 

LIZ: This can’t stop you.

DOT: Its not fair.

.............

LIZ/DOT: I wish we’d talked about this. 

LIZ: I love you.
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...............

LIZ: You’re the only constant I’ve had.  I don’t know who I am without you. 

DOT:  You can’t do this.  If you loved me you’d do this for me.  You said you would.

LIZ: Come and look at the Bougainvillea.

DOT: I try to spit.  She doesn’t see. It dribbles over my bottom lip. 

LIZ: I use my thumb to clean her chin.  I wipe the spit off on her sleeve. 

PAUSE

DOT: I’m standing just inside my front door. 

LIZ: I’ve just brought her back from the hospital.

DOT: I’m looking at my home like its not mine.  There was never a step down into the 

lounge  room was there?  I always thought the tiles ran flat into the carpet. 

LIZ: When did her shoulders get so small? Hold onto this Mum.  Stay put until I come 

back.  Stay.

DOT: I’m not a bloody dog.

LIZ: Stay.  

DOT: For pity sake. 

LIZ: I’m going to put your stuff in the front room, ok.  Mum?  Is that ok?

(DOT growls like an angered dog). 

LIZ: Mum, is it ok if I put your stuff in the front....  Oh.... right.....    I’ll just leave them 

where they are for now.  Let me give you a hand. 

DOT: I stiffen.

LIZ: Don’t you want my help?

DOT: How are you helping?
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DOT: You’ve got to be kidding me.
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LIZ: You’re going to fall. 

DOT:  I won’t be told.  I take a step and shuffle my cane.

LIZ: Its hard for me to watch.  We’ll be here for hours/

DOT: Mmm

LIZ: What?

DOT: Meh

LIZ: I don’t/

DOT: /eye

LIZ: You? 

DOT:  I nod.

LIZ: You what?    Mum? I get in front of her.  Mum stop.  For a second Mum.  Stop and 

tell me whats going on.

DOT: Myself!  I will do this myself.

LIZ: Please Mum, talk to me. 

DOT: My carpet was never this grippy? 

LIZ: Fine... Your way as always.  I move aside, feeling useless.

DOT: I begin to shuffle my way across the room.  The carpet slows me down. I’m not 

used to the cane and my feet are like stones. I need to sit.

LIZ: I don’t know what to do. Theres lots  of options  Mum.  We can get someone in to 

help you shower, do a bit of housework even.  It won’t be that bad.  It won’t be for 

that long either, from what the Hospital was saying. And its  not like they know you. 

You’re an ox Mum.  This isn’t forever. You’ll have time now to plan that trip.  I’ll bring 

some brochures home tomorrow.  I’m sure theres a travel agent.... what am I talking 

about, I’ll get the ipad I got you the other day.  It’ll be much easier.

DOT: I don’t need more crap to make my life easier.  I want my life.  I sit. 

(They both take very different breaths.)
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LIZ: Cup of tea.

DOT: Vodka.

LIZ: Stronger.  Reckon we could do with something stronger.

DOT: I tap my cane twice.

LIZ: Stronger?

DOT: I tap again

LIZ: Does that mean yes?

DOT: I nod.

LIZ: (bewildered) Why are you tapping out messages if you can nod your head?

DOT: I smirk.

LIZ: How long’ve you been playing Pavlov’s Dog on people?

DOT: I shrug. 

LIZ: (smiling) Cagey old witch. 

DOT: If they’re stupid enough to fall for it.

LIZ: I don’t know if you can have anything stronger.  I should’ve asked.  So many things I 

should’ve asked.  I’ll give the agency a call in the morning and set up/

DOT: I shake my head.

LIZ: I have to do it tomorrow.  I really don’t want you trying to do this stuff on your own. 

DOT: I shake my head again.

LIZ: Mum, be serious.  You need help.  There are people.

DOT: I don’t want strangers in my home.

LIZ: I’ll call them tomorrow, at least to find out who’s available. 

DOT: I stamp my cane. I point directly to her.

LIZ: What?
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DOT: I can’t do that every day.   

DOT/LIZ: What now?
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