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A= Middle table

P=sltable 3 SCENE 1: THE MAIDS
An austere, erudite sitting room/lounge. Scattered across the room are armchairs, loveseats, and
cocktail tables. Several tall candlesticks cast flickering shadows that stretch across the room. The
walls are lined with bookcases, their shelves crowded with worn leather-bound volumes. -
Between the shelves, gilt-framed oil paintings hang of Julius Caesar, Delilah (from Samson and
Delilah’s story in the Bible), and Iago (from Othello). The atmosphere suggests elegance
tempered with intellect.

[

THREE MAIDS enter through stage left pushing a rolling bar cart stocked with crystal glasses,
decanters, and bottles. They fan out, polishing glassware, setting coasters, and arranging cocktail

napkins. - g«, X D
Thr‘cugh this: /\\g&‘( Qﬁ'c'
@ handles middle tble / &N MAID #1
@) handles si- table These new coupes are to die for, are they not?

1 hangles SR izble
MAID #2

Yes, I adore this stem. So delicate.

MAID #3
Truly exquisite. |
—— Reat. A Mnds pot 13 cop down

Y on respectw riples, pick op newt =~

o ;Q'i‘}}of‘ 0 MAID #2
& %\\#»;’: O%(&s'::aef <& %‘,ﬂg@;’ What is our group looking like today?

SR LN I v —
T gy . . o
MAID #1 pulls out five resume-like documents from a manila folder on the cart. /z( 2y

=
& (

4 MAID #1
The housewife, loyal to a fault...

—3 Maids 3%2 move DS 4o rnced PMud 2
MAID #3 for their lives
(peering at the documents)

The bitter college dropout of a son...

;‘\,.il’{"(‘/';, t@bécn%‘;aé covdlict s very &‘xgattuﬂf
o )
é& . f MAID #2 huddles behind MAID #1 to look at the documents as well.
\W\th‘(‘,.‘; ﬁ%
“\OC» ?e‘;’a 1 S
S MAID #2 /wN‘f@{‘b‘
| The flirtatious mistress and the pragmatic astrophysicist...
{
\ MAID #1
. And a poet! We don’t get many of those around here.
~
\ & A AN [E _5 o
Pause™ 2\t /"\\\ f_}n’{::e tdu{f\: v

Yook @ gathn AANRS



MAID #1
(with a mischievous smirk)
Now... what will they drink?

== A "hmen ¢ cedrest 4o tables -~
MAID #1 begins to mix drinks as the conversation continues. ¢ 2 ‘places a2t 5 coasters

D fills @4-@ coups w/ shaker F4
() Sills @ coupe uy shalker #2
MAID #3 once@ - (4D 18 dm’is&,@ ﬁ!iﬁ@ coups

The poet won’t want anything muddled. Something neat. Somethmg that burns.

MAID #1
A whisky, then. No ice. He’ll insist he tastes the oak.

MAID #2
The astrophysicist will ask for precision. A classic martini, measured, no nonsense.

. %\/IAID #3
Gin, not vodka. And &e’1l correct us if we get it wrong.

MAID #el
Of course % will.

MAID #2

The mistress...something expensive and conspicuous. Champagne, perhaps.
Restina have te think sboul il -~ bulding exciterent

MAID #3 )\/‘ ;-—2559 :’e fon deinks
1 : . H it A Sexa DECR0N
Or one of those pure sugar rushes with the umbrellas, crushed ice mounted high. | N

\.

to speculxie phoutl

MAID #2 ’}
She’ll want people to notice when she lifts the glass. /

MAID #1
And the wife?

—= Collective reaction. L}q‘r\ she'tt be 2 buzzic ..
o Mook, that's a fmm‘m S

MAID #3
Something tells me she’ll just want a juice.
--@ crosses to bar cart i—.:, Y T <
MAID #2 PG returns 4o IR +abig %g‘j (1 @D covpl -~

With the least calories possible.
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“Placerment of Drinks: s
SR tadle : Dr. L 4+ Theo 6

Middle table s Balthazar
SL 4able : Mrs. F+ JTuhieHe

MAID #1 lines up five glasses on the cart, each distinct. BALTHAZAR’s whiskey is set on the
far left, JULIETTE’s ombre drink glints on the right. DR. LUDWIG’s, THEODORE’s, and
MRS. FORD’s glasses are arranged between them.

MAID #3
I think we’re in for a lot of fun tonight... imagine the squabbles between the poet and
astrophysicist!

MAID #1
The scientist driven by logic and the poet driven by belief? They’ll drive each other crazy before
we can!

MAID #2
Oh, and the wife and mistress will just tear each other apart!

MAID #3
Especially with that lingering eye from the nineteen year-old son... boys that age can barely
: compose themselves around a young woman like her.

MAID #1
Imagine the look on his mother’s face when he flirts with his father’s other woman!

A et

MAID #2
Who do we place our bets on tonight? I’1l put all my money on the astrophysicist, without a
doubt.

MAID #3
(in an imitating voice of the WAITRESS)
You can’t treat this like a game!

MAID #2 and MAID #1 burst into guffaws at this. > Al three laugh

MAID #1
Oh, you kill me.

MAID #2 — Walks to barcart (8

Back to this astrophysicist... PhD, Nobel-Prize worthy research... quite an impressive resume.

gigaal #

N .

MAID #3 dor 208 4
I wouldn’t be so sure. The poet may have the creativity necessary for a... circumstance as such.

o
g,

~-- Mads ‘oring shaers vjoice oo oack Lo boar card -~



MAID #1
(scoffs)
As if. These... circumstances—this circumstance in particular—requires an analytical,
detail-oriented approach. One a scientist must possess.

MAID #2
We can all agree it won’t be that blasphemy of a son!
A3 It sy his
f‘%i‘&‘:’ i" ? MAID #1 < Mething (.:); ew%%‘%ﬁm*’?@ prim eI
VRS Bt (reading aloud from the resume) pit thre
“Dropped out of college after his freshman year to sell solar-powered flashlights ... this guy is a

nutcase.

enter From B4,

The MAIDS laugh in unison just as the WAITRESS walks in. %{s door slim belnd
er (a¥ar tles pnds)

WAITRESS
Why are you lot still here? They’re about to arrive!

MAID #1
We were mixing their drinks!

T«é}r\g +o hide
MAID #2 and MAID #3 snicker.© shob ghsses

— Wilking te DSL e, Thitns
WAITRESS = o eeemela e "ot

YAl s
What’s so funny? My God, you’re lucky I've kept you all around this long. Go on, shoo!

¢ 5 offatang
Maos bewe liguer ghsses en bar cort, h&e\:\:ﬁz‘%}ewﬁe .p,,\aer&

The MAIDS file out of the room. — Al three exit and close doors ore rght sfee the other (Mz S®, W1 use M3 &L)

Wadress does 2 guick cheek of windowd) e rngues ¥ise caek den USL
(and tikes 3 sy -Frwn ore of the hsq}mf‘ kmﬁiﬁa}

4% 45§

niih e

SCENE 2: THE ENTRANCES Tanoks eae e on

. . Hre®
The WAITRESS stands by the door motionlessly, as if a statue. % " # M2 censses o wiy
% a\:;;f%w out to rrove. D L's
‘&{C-( ;,j"‘ drink fo fuwd phace
i 3% . s
A knoclcis heard. es o) A;;M% opER N E g‘,oa\’\‘ oeh "“\" " xRt ﬁ‘fﬁf-‘ f«; ;&ﬁu’
aees® o € v aler e WL e Sy § VI
/"“W [WEN \J%’t for e;ch @"m gmM douf’ el «;es-» (e ?’@( %?;h a‘«:} £y joee 4 Foreal

The WAITRESS swiftly opens the door and allows in MRS. FORD and THEODORE As they gtec&
walk toward the bar, MRS. FORD glances at THEODORE and frowns. t Wwalk to

DR for
Cups: buttorn cervo
B=SL table SR MRS. FORD
'Z: S:Rtib: s;, (looking at his button-down shirt)
= dble . .
A= Middle table Theodore, sweetie, you missed a button.

Pz 5L tble 5K
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Personally, I was enjoying the fight.

— re,tur%'ras to Si. table
DR. LUDWIG @B sits

Of course you were.

BALTHAZAR
The battle of two women in love, fighting over the infatuation of a dead man, as if he can dig
himself up from the Earth and declare the victor of his cursed heart.

DR. LUDWIG
For decades, Edmund Ford belittled me in my own laboratory, dismissing my contributions on
the sole basis of my gender. I could not let that stand—I had no choice but to ensure the truth
endured.

MRS. FORD
Dr. Ludwig, we do not disrespect the dead!

DR. LUDWIG
I am not disrespecting him, I-am merely restating the words from his very own mouth.

JULIETTE
Are you positive, Dr. Ludwig? My Eddy raved to me about this research; this research seduced
him more than I ever could.

THEODORE D crosses to st on S~ st Ot B
No research could seduce me more than you, Juliette.

MRS. FORD
Lord, give me strength!

JULIETTE
This paper is his legacy, [ know it.

THEODORE .~ (D stends and sieps tousnrd D
It may be his legacy, but Dr. Ludwig is a fifty-something year old woman with no husband nor
successors. This paper is her child—a child she would kill for.

DR. LUDWIG
That’s it! As soon as I return home, I am calling my lawyer.



20

. PEO- T
T k1d
JULIETTE =%, &5 et

If there ever will be a return. That door won’t budge.

— Everyone looks to @, then to door ——
Everyone pauses, staring at JULIETTE. She has uttered what everyone feared.

1

& DT ko regein
MRS. FORD ,{'@ muz:;?ﬁ-%ﬁwsf? Hroup, turns -}?, face. vpstage

Rather than turning on one another like savages, we should await the spmefiader of the evidence.

2 tosit
Shall we not? ree D it e
ENet 2 question, but an order
f’w\e{;‘:\;& Li ghtS off. J‘“@?ﬁ:@ﬁ‘jﬁ :;Funrd SR table, 2 gucsm fregze -~
2 The MAIDS emerge off to the side. The dinner guests, frozen in time, sit still in a tableau.
M3 enter from Lights on. The MAIDS pluck the empty glasses from the guests’ hands to whip up new drinks,
SR w3 Chatting as they do. ——@D crosses to SL-mist offomen, sits, kistens wno-

M2+ M3 entes

dience . - Ly ' y o
&‘;:z‘r‘:-&;“ \-\L.V\“‘*é} adito other Am@sAughiaing

s
MAID #3 © “theo 20dierc?
Landing Postions:  Did you see the look on the mother’s face as she watched her son flirt with her husband’s

G mistress? Priceless!
o@ O 7
> &f MAID #1 = @ 9
] Oh, I swear—if we didn’t laugh, we’d cry!
Ly i best
MAID #2 &« "¢ waliing —

And that poor astrophysicist—the poet is driving her mad!

MAID #3
I just know she was reeling in her seat when he spoke of Camus. No scientist would ever believe
that the human quest for purpose is fdie!

ctens op onko SL-mosgk ol
WAITRESS @ steps op anto i

You can’t wait to gossip until you’re off the clock?

—=Mads clomp closer into 3 posse DS of MB),n aline -~
MAID #1

We’re not gossiping. We’re... documenting human behavior.‘b For science. — At Maids laugh

attec £his
Lom\s PR e

MAID #2 > steps down From otonran
Exactly. You know, job requirement: observe, survive, and report.

2 Sarcesticatly madkog Bad “Teaiming
MATDS @ saus “ohsecve™ sags "eurvive,”
BF s says repord”

Self-preservation!
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WAITRESS

Just make sure your... self-preservation doesn’t spill into the drinks.
LMbc—k-'ﬂﬁ afitode added

MAID #2 - caccastic, pretending to be scared
(producing a tray like a shield)
The comedy is strictly off-menu, I promise.

D closes door
isehind them

1~ aad ot 3l 3 move to exit USC door,
Gafter shooiag thern oD

MAID #
(whispering to MAID #3)
Best part of the job: surviving the guests without losing our minds.

as %QES,XESX“-

PET

ge. No set change.
STATR ‘Té- t:NG«

—-(Btzkes big swig from glass, cro@i‘& : IMAGE
SCENE 4: MRS. FORD’S EVIDENCE ~ 8¢k b0 B5€ i disget, st teek @Q2 m >
&

BALTHAZAR stalks around the book cases, observing the titles. He stops on a manila folder \@P

peeking out between two books. = ® picks ep napkin to wipe mouth, N
vitrisound fale out

BALTHAZAR
(in a sing-song voice)
Ta-dah!
= Al look at B -~
BALTHAZAR shows the manila folder to everyone, then props it open.

BALTHAZAR
Oh dear, if this isn’t charming.

THEODORE
What is it?

BALTHAZAR turns the paper to the group.

3
nahic revest s
- Deay & pedy

BALTHAZAR " — -
K-\
A ! Ve
n ultrasouné_@ tuens, rushes to take ultrasound fromm ) ==
"  then 43kes €S
JULIETTE — Dripping w/ sarcasm looking te @18 n takes

I soppose ﬁy Eddy was pregnant?

DR. LUDWIG e not Ur“\d&f&{:ﬂdif\,& @3 SaeC28M
What a shame. Such a pretty face, but not a thought behind those eyes.
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THEODORE
_ - Mother... is it yours?

d MRS. FORD
/ their hands on

I- I don’t understand how anyone got ==and-oT it.
%

// DR. LUDWIG
‘ A Mrs. Ford, you are with child?
; MRS. FORD —Crosses to C8/CSR
: (solemnly)
Cev\\’\a_‘:edx I discovered it three weeks ago.
i
Wk o
ng;;;z,s . THEODORE
' ~ I’m going to have a sibling?
Laect™ DR. LUDWIG

Congratulations, Mrs. Ford. It is bittersweet news under these particular circumstances, butitsa
blessing to carry a reminder of your husband with you.

MRS. FORD -
I can’t imagine raising my child without him."

BALTHAZAR
You’re afraid that your child will inherit your pain, no?

MRS. FORD
How could I not be? It will grow up without a father.

- BALTHAZAR dramatically walks-toward MRS. FORD: ' AR

Wou tred to corse woor < BALTHAZAR —® slowly circes ,, 2
OskBrnd wf 2 chile, by . 1*3\ \r;%
wshed wow eursed goursetf very presarﬂa'hcm»,
e ¢ (as he walks) 2 30 sther guests

It will grow up in a house that sings Edmund’s name with every creak of a step or groan of a
door, yet it will never have had the pleasure of making his acquaintance. Its entire childhood will

be memories of a father it never had.
- ® hinds DIYR--

MRS. FORD - Moved by &'S wocds -- 1lmost defensive
-~ tewsned att others

[s that not devastating? (oes robody &15€
feel bad Foe me
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You attempted murder, you carried on a blackmail for six months. Who knows what else you’re

capable of? er
ITAl ' . 55 A

v ";%Ef’;gfm %ﬁ,‘i;,ﬁ«ha |
JULIETTE ™ Movm% closer to Q?’:)

I am only capable of love.

BAILTHAZAR - Stinds 4o be between ®+@, talking to group

The woman with the war-torn heart. What a poignant poem you would be.
- B sits Dack dJownte~
JULIETTE - Wikhg upstaae to (Ma}, while Moves e KT 4ible
Mrs. Ford, you may have loved Edmund, but you secretly resented him for his infidelity. [ am the
only woman in his life whose love for him was pure and virtuous.

THEODORE - Cressing 0 @ at centerstace
(scoffing)
Virtuous? You blackmailed the man!

JULIETTE ~ Coonter-erossing 1o DIR

I never hurt him.
Croshing o (D 2 DER

. hvovayr (Vs idealistic, comanticized
MRS. FORD > €008 0 Smond's tfe

He lived his final days in fear that you would release his affair to the world. You hurt him,
Juliette. You broke him.

JULIETTE
I never intended to.

. ' . ¢
Lights off. @ sits o0 SL-::W‘S}*;‘ cm;“‘?:’g
The dinner guests freeze into a tableau and the MAIDS emerge off to the side.

guest: g
Lights on D entecs USC door - SL table Ls Maids bring boties/ - @D brings yellow
' @D enters BSL corridor - SL table Shakers of Nigwor on @@ brings bluetgreen

@ @ . . » ] N .
e enters DSRicorridor > aR table brngs pmkﬁ'ﬁd + orange.
f‘i O‘M_A%\ . MAID #3 = Enier on line @ " ﬁ S
& ‘
® &ég P

" b It just gets better and better, doesn’t it?

® P ®/@ MAID #1 -» Ender on tine
Juliette survived by the skin of her teeth on that one.

MAID #2 -2 Entec on jine
And the best part hasn’t even arrived yet.
Maids toke swigs frem botles
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WAITRESS
Why aren’t you lot refilling their drinks?

MAID #1 — "Ooh! Good deg, Ulakressl ™
Right! The drunker they are, the more fun we have!

@ holds clezning 20, goes to GL- wast chaie to sit wf feet on oHoman, towelover shovider

Trpng o THE MAIDS take the drmks from the guests’ hands and begin to make new ones. - M2 meve & 8T fisle
enco%u‘?.%r" ™ M2 move do S kaole

Fing ™ Throadiont Meiver e b W3 meve to center e
o Srimre “qoests - MAID #3
@ cehills ® (middle +sble) I saw a job listing for a mortuary assistant.
@D cefills D@D (o1 hvie)
@D refils D+ (s7 trvle) MAID #2
"7 Once done cefilling, Maids Oh, I hear the benefits are fo die for. —punch the P veczlhy

stend o reapechve fables --
oo @ idde "7 Group Jaugh -

raore Sef ﬁg’ma‘ﬁc\ MAID #1
At least with corpses, they stay quiet.

MAID #3
A ’ At least the emotional baggage is tangible there.

MAID #2

Emotional baggage that comes in a myriad of smells,,more like it.
Leorpses smelt horeific

MAID #3
You don’t support me?

MAID #2
Honestly, can you even call it a “career” if the main clients can’t scream at you?

MAID #1
I mean, I’d take mortuary assistant over... well... literally anything else that involves spirits you

cant drink.
o™
Coss e o
MAID #3 7 oee ™" © .
. = A bimbo having 2
(leaning in, consplratorlal) sudden deep thgu@m

Sometimes I wonder if we’re training for a very specific kind of apocalypse here.

MAID #1
That’s why we laugh about it.
7 Growp hugh -
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THEODORE ~> &*7c 8325
~— So we all murdered my father? 3‘;; oo

JULIETTE — Steps tocsed centeratage, poirting 2 D)
A-ha! You admit it, Theodore!
(dismissing THEODORE and JULIETTE)
No, no... your father’s not dead.

MRS. FORD
Right, he’s a missing person. But it is presumed that he is dead.

DR. LUDWIG stands up from her seat, ghostly pale in shock.

i 2, moves £O et
Nery presenttiony O anatt me

DR. LUDWIG s s g~ [E¥

No, no, he is very much alive. I’'m afraid we are the dead.

T Torns upstage FIneL TosITIoNS

Silence. Shock. > (® drops knife so it clitters on Floor (picks 1t vp doring the S
Xy, k stramble @ o
. . . CYY
Lights off to signal “scene” change. The door is removed by the MAIDS. & ©
— Lights on. :
SCENE 9: THE REVEAL
The WAITRESS emerges, clapping her hands. > @) welks to centerstage DEATH  PosITIons
I
WAITRESS R, o O
! ¢ * /
Well done! \\?z @
MRS. FORD ® @
Excuse me? \

WAITRESS
My apologies! I forgot to formally introduce myself, how rude of me! I am Death.

Xk |
. - re s shig otie, shocked
The WAITRESS bows. Everyone stares at the WAITRESS in shock. ~ mevercent scomed ot e or e

-- Guests all laugh-- guest move do death posiion spots)--
WAITRESS
What, did you think that Death was a man? These aren’t the Middle Ages, women can be
anything! You lot didn’t watch Barbie.

Carc_\mg arcwnd cen{er.stage,
pointiiny accosatoriliy ai 3l guests
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THEODORE
Can we circle back to the “dead” part?

WAITRESS
Right, right, that tends to confuse some people. Good news: none of you are going to prison
because you’re all dead!

THEODORE
Is this some kind of sick joke?

MRS. FORD —Turns 1o lesk w/for daor
Perhaps if we push on the door hard enough...

MRS. FORD glances to where the door used to be. = 1B turns to fice @

MRS. FORD (cont.)
Where is the door?

JULIETTE
Can I be excused? I have a rendezvous at 9 o’clock that I must attend to.

WAITRESS
You see, the purpose of this dinner party wasn’t to uncover a murder. It was to come to terms
with your own! I would never wish for any of you to become ghosts with unfinished business,

would I? I may be Death, but,I’'m no monster.

T osaid gerwinely, not sarczstic
o~ 2% g3 écka

MRS. FORD
This entire time... we were solving our own murders?

WAITRESS
Exactly! There were times when I thought you would rip each other to shreds. Not like it would
do much—you’re already dead!

WAITRESS laughs. Everyone stares.
Coe for Maids to et to positions behind scrien

WAITRESS
(disappointed)
I had a better audience yesterday.
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DR. LUDWIG
Did Edmund kill us?

A\ gpests 5P WAITRESS
Bingo! It’s a really funny story, actually, because every reason you concocted for why you each
killed Edmund is actually the reason he killed you! Irony, gotta love it.

JULIETTE
I’m not loving anything.

Lights shift dramatically. A spotlight hits DR. LUDWIG, JULIETTE, MRS. FORD, -~ Al Mads enter w/

fPepLorm =~
THEODORE, and BALTHAZAR. Each actor holds a “prop” representing their murder: juice, @ 's*: @ 5L windows
lipstick, apple, gun, knives. The MAIDS enter with popcorn, commenting on the

_ D strds @ SR wirddow
spectacle—MAID #3, however, shows strain on her face. MAID #1 offers her the popcorn, but @ stands @ SRuwindows

. . stinds Wy
she denies. |

WAITRESS
At eighteen hundred hours, before leaving his office at Princeton, Edmund kills Dr. Ludwig by
poisoning her evening juice.

@

DR. LUDWIG raises her prop glass, drinks theatrically, convulses, and collapses in exaggerated "’”®l€ dff;‘«- 4‘:{*‘5‘
s 8, st prninie

slow motion. MAIDS gasp and whisper to each other. - 391\\;0\53, fate,

one finzl Jer.k VP,
si2vn o Floor

WAITRESS
If he lost the court case, he would ruin his entire career, so this was his last resort.

WAITRESS (cont.)
Edmund takes the Amtrak train to the Upper East Side. He enters his home and kills Mrs. Ford

next using an apple slicer, as she was attempting to trap him into a pregnancy. _
@ crosses to SR eF

MRS. FORD theatrically lunges. THEODORE swings the slicer; exaggerated motions. She »®B holds apple slicer
to her Yeft daowider wf

flails, finally “falls” on a chair. to her Ik devider

ack wnto SL-mest dnair,

BALTHAZAR bursts into guffaws. Fls, droge apple slicer
MRS. FORD

Excuse me? Is my assassination funny to you?

JULIETTE
Don’t fret—it’s not an assassination because you were never relevant to begin with!

BALTHAZAR



£ eclion s
Noting, + smused by the ‘.ren%/ ﬂ%mb@‘ < Conv

Eve cursed humanity by eating the forbidden apple, and centuries later, Edmund kills his “
trickster wife with an apple slicer. After all, you cursed him with a child, didn’t you?

WAITRESS
That must join my list of most creative murders.

MRS. FORD —> %" Sy
Do not disrespect the dead!

JULIETTE
We’re all dead! Can’t we all disrespect each other now?

DR. LUDWIG
(ignoring the argument)
What happened next?

WAITRESS
Siy Juliette, if I am correct, you had been blackmailing Edmund for months. To set himself free, at
@ crosie to® 1945 hours, he murders Juliette in a cabaret bathroom in Midtown using the knife in the lipstick.

gﬁfﬂgﬂ\‘fﬂ « JULIETTE “dies” in dramatic slow motion, holding a lipstick. She twirls like it’s choreography, L

knffzsfifjcf collapsing into an overdone faint.
agr d

ﬂ\(‘ﬁ?{t torr 2l =
o, e e JULIETTE
(stunned)
I died at the hands of a lipstick?
@ crosses WAITRESS

b;%kdt::a:fd éwNext, Edmund’s plan was to go to the East Village and pay Theodore a... friendly visit at his
usual club. He was well aware that Theodore was orchestrating a homicide, and he had to strike
first. However, he turns around in the metro station of 14 street/Union Square to see Theodore ., yade w2
behind him. Theodore shoots with his gun, but misses. Edmund throws two knives, but the first

one misses and hits a bystanding artist returning home after another failed poetry reading.
Wrow kaife =2,

THEODORE pantomimes firing a gun. EDMUND (mimed by WAITRESS) throws knives;
BALTHAZAR staggers, clutching himself in absurd agony, falling to the floor. MAIDS whisper ot sl AT

. . . 5 prcessved L e pust
commentary and throw popcorn as if watching a movie. ——————>(@ tries %o fire 2 [Feid gun & mes o1
towsard (EAMWd

@ theows 2 imagwnary knives,
BALTHAZAR oo ot 3 time, e dD then B e
That’s how I died? B+ pretend 4o stab themselves £ QL SLEOE
with the Waives, then drop Temt - e S0

(ctawver sound) and fall the itves
s theyhit

hit
L’@ wilks indo the theie c‘bt!*m N
hne of *fire®



