MWAX + RoBERT ((rueru)
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MAX. Now calm down, Colleymoore.
ROBERT. You always were a snake in the grass, Cecil.
Robert throws Max D.S.
MAX. It’s not what you think! We’re in love!
Rebenimpolisivivmmpeip i et O T bnelemp
nbiomeiomivesh slorsioilymst cpeeivissiongil
intostlessidenafethioaclasly Robert draws a sword fromi'the

fireplace.

ROBERT. My sister does not love you. How dare youlay a finger
on her? Your own brother’s fiancée; it’s disgusting.

Robert slickly thrusts his sword upwardsy removing and
catching the scabbard.

No wonder your father hated you.
MAX. Don't speak about my father, Colleymoore!

Max copies Robert’s move, but the scabbard does not fly off
the sword, it comes off a bit and slides back down. Max
pulls off the scabbard.instead and draws his sword.

ROBERT. The time has‘¢ome for you to answer to me for your
indiscretions. Draw your swo...

Robert turns to see Max’s sword is already drawn.
En garde!
Theyfight a few slick choreographed moves.

Nice try, Cecil, but no match for my skill. You know sometimes I
forget you're Charley’s brother, you're so pathetic.

They fight again. e=iormpyefietuisotcltfubionsimiv:
lesguse
MAX. 1always was too—

Max narrowly misses the pillar again.
—aquick for you, but still not bad, Colleymoore.

Max stamps on the floor, causing a floorboard to flip up
and hit him in the face. Max looks fine for a moment but
then collapses out of sight behind the chaise longue. Max
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starts to get back to his feet. We hear a metallic snapping
sound. Max slowly pulls his sword up from behind the chaise,
revealing that it’s broken (now just a handle and a short
stump of blade). Max makes sword clanging sound effects as
they continue fighting.

Ching! Ching! Ching!

ROBERT. Rattle! Clang!

MAX. Ching!

ROBERT. Swipe!

MAX. Slice!

ROBERT. A, tis nothing.

MAX. Have at you, Colleymoore! Ching! Ching! Ching!
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Yes! Swipe Swipe! You've got a good parry;, Colleymoore.
ROBERT. Good parry? I'll show youa good parry!
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T'll show you a good parry!
MAX and ROBERT. Ching! Ching!
ROBERT, Slash!
MAZX. Disarm!

Max throws his broken piece of sword into the fireplace.
ROBERT. Slash!

Max pulls a red strip of fabric blood out of a hole in his jumper.
MAX. Blood! Aaaah!

Max vamps with the audience, miming and doing the sounds

of the blood squirting and then pouring from his wound. EM
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