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SIDES FOR  

LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME 

 AUDITIONS 

 

 Important Information for Actors Auditioning for Lord Arthur Savile: 

Because Lord Arthur is the central anchor of this farce, his chemistry with the rest of the 
eccentric household is vital to the show's success. 

If you are auditioning for the role of Arthur, we kindly ask that you clear your schedule and 
remain at the auditions for as long as possible on your chosen night. Rather than a 

standard "read and leave" audition, we will be treating this as a fluid, workshop-style 
environment. 

This will give us the opportunity to: 

● Pair you up with multiple different actors for live chemistry reads. 

 

● Work with you directly in the room to see how you take directorial notes and 
redirection. 

 

● Test the comedic pacing and rhythm of the play's major duologues. 

Please bring plenty of water, your boundless energy, and prepare to be in the room for the 
duration!  

We look forward to working with you. 
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AUDITION MATERIAL 

PLEASE COPY AND PASTE YOUR SCENES AND BRING TO THE AUDITION.  

THANK YOU AND GOOD LUCK! 

 

 

Side 1: Lord Arthur & Baines (The Master & Butler) 

(Setting: Lord Arthur’s study. Arthur is frantically pacing, tossing papers. Baines 
stands completely still, holding a silver tray with a single glass of water.) 

ARTHUR: (Stopping, pulling his hair) It is no use, Baines. The universe has conspired 
against me. I am a doomed man. A doomed, unmarried man! 

BAINES: Your water, m’lord. Chilled, as you preferred before your world collapsed. 

ARTHUR: (Takes the glass, drinks it in one gulp, hands it back) Thank you, Baines. Did 
you know that the penalty for murder is hanging? Of course you did. Everyone knows. They 
make a quite festive occasion of it in the papers. 

BAINES: I believe the public enjoys a narrative with a definitive conclusion, m’lord. 

ARTHUR: But I don’t want a definitive conclusion, Baines! I want a wedding! With cake! 
and bridesmaids! And yet, if I marry Sybil with this prophecy over my head, I am essentially 
bringing an executioner's axe into the bridal suite. It is a matter of aristocratic duty. I must 
commit the murder first, clear the cosmic ledger, and then I can lead a perfectly normal, 
law-abiding life as a married man. 

BAINES: A highly logical trajectory, m’lord. If one has a chore to do, it is best to complete it 
before the weekend. Have you selected a victim? 

ARTHUR: That is the rub, Baines! I have spent the last three hours scanning the family 
tree, and it is a shockingly resilient group of people. I thought of Uncle James, but he owes 
me fifty pounds, and killing him feels like bad financial planning. 

BAINES: Quite so, m’lord. One should never mix assassination with outstanding debts. It 
complicates the bookkeeping. 

ARTHUR: What about Aunt Clementina? She is eighty-four, entirely dependent on others, 
and spends her life complaining about her liver. 
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BAINES: Lady Clementina would be an elegant choice, m’lord. She is already so close to 
the finish line of life, it would scarcely be considered a push. Merely a... polite ushering 
through the exit. 

ARTHUR: Exactly! It’s practically an act of charity. But how do we do it, Baines? I can’t go 
around with a dagger. I have terribly weak wrists, and the blood would ruin my waistcoat. 

BAINES: A gentleman should never resort to cutlery, m’lord. It lacks sophistication. Might I 
suggest a modern alternative? I have an acquaintance in Soho—a Herr Winkelkopf—who 
specializes in... custom-made confectionery. 

ARTHUR: Confectionery? You want me to feed my aunt to death? 

BAINES: Not precisely, m’lord. He manufactures a specific variety of chocolate truffle. To 
the naked eye, it is a delightful treat. To the digestive system, it is a swift, painless, and 
completely untraceable ticket to the hereafter. 

ARTHUR: Painless? Are you certain? I shouldn't want her to suffer. She did give me a very 
nice bicycle for my twelfth birthday. 

BAINES: Entirely painless, m’lord. She will simply take a bite, comment on the quality of 
the cocoa, and then join her ancestors.  

ARTHUR: Oh, thank heavens. Baines, you are a prince among servants. Go to Soho. Buy 
the truffles. And Baines? Wrap them nicely. Aunt Clementina is terribly particular about 
packaging. 

BAINES: I shall request a silk ribbon, m’lord. 

 
 

 
 

Side 2: Lord Arthur & Lady Julia Merton (The Groom & The Monster-in-
Law) 

Focus: Power dynamics, intimidation, and maintaining aristocratic politeness under stress. 

(Setting: The morning room. Lady Julia sits rigidly. Arthur is trying very hard to look 
pleasant.) 

LADY JULIA: Let us not beat about the bush, Arthur. You wish to postpone the wedding. Again. 

ARTHUR: Only for a fortnight, Lady Julia! A brief, minor delay. I assure you, my devotion to Sybil is 
absolute. 
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LADY JULIA: Devotion, Arthur, does not pay the florist. The marquee has been ordered. The 
Bishop of Folkestone has cleared his diary. One does not simply tell a Bishop to reschedule his 
Tuesday. 

ARTHUR: I understand completely, but a matter of grave, unavoidable duty has arisen. 

LADY JULIA: Duty? What possible duty could a young man of your leisure hours possess? Have 
you taken up politics? Or worse, charity? 

ARTHUR: Neither! It is... a legal entanglement. A business matter of life and death. 

LADY JULIA:  If I find out there is another woman, Arthur, or a sudden outbreak of common sense 
in your family, the match is off. Sybil is a fragile blossom. She cannot survive the gossip of a 
delayed April wedding. Fix it, Arthur. Or I shall fix you. 

 
 
 

 

Side 3: Lord Arthur & Sybil Merton (The Lovers) 

(Setting: The conservatory. Sybil is dreamily watering a fern with a miniature silver 
watering can. Arthur enters, looking pale, disheveled, and completely exhausted by 
his failed murder attempts.) 

SYBIL: (Without looking up, sighing happily) Oh, Arthur! I was just thinking about our 
wedding day. Do you think three tiers of lemon sponge is too avant-garde? Lady Julia 
thinks fruitcake is the only morally sound choice for a Conservative household, but I find 
raisins so terribly depressing. 

ARTHUR:  Raisins are the least of our worries, Sybil. Life is a dark and treacherous ocean, 
and we are but two drifting corks about to be swallowed by a whale. 

SYBIL: Arthur! You look positively ghostly! And your necktie is slightly askew. Has 
something dreadful happened? Has your tailor gone bankrupt? 

ARTHUR: Worse, Sybil. Much worse. I have spent the afternoon looking at the moon, and 
it has given me a terrible clarity. I am unworthy of you. I am an outcast from the garden of 
innocence. 

SYBIL: Oh, Arthur, how deliciously thrilling! You have a secret! I knew it! I told Mama only 
yesterday that you had the brooding eyes of a man with a dark past. Are you an Italian 
spy? Or perhaps you are secretly the rightful King of Bulgaria? 

ARTHUR: I am neither, Sybil. I am simply a man under a curse. A terrible, cosmic 
obligation that I must fulfill before I can ever dare to take your hand at the altar. Until that 
deed is done, our engagement must be... suspended. 
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SYBIL: Suspended? But the invitations have been engraved! The Bishop of Folkestone 
has already purchased a new pair of gaiters for the occasion! You cannot suspend a 
Bishop's gaiters, Arthur! 

ARTHUR: You do not understand! It is for your own protection. If I were to marry you 
today, I would be dragging you into a shadow from which there is no escape. I must cross a 
gulf of fire first. I must commit a... a great social inconvenience. 

SYBIL: A duel? You are going to fight a duel for my honor! Oh, Arthur, who is it? Is it 
Captain Higgins? I knew the way he looked at my embroidery was overly familiar! 

ARTHUR: No, it is not Captain Higgins. I wish it were. A duel is so clean, so conventional. 
This is a solitary duty. A burden I must carry alone into the night. 

SYBIL: But I want to carry the burden with you! Let me be your partner in the darkness. 
What is this terrible deed? Tell me! 

ARTHUR: I cannot! If I told you, the sheer horror of it would wither your youth like a frost on 
a summer rose. You must simply trust me. I am doing this out of pure, unadulterated 
devotion to you. Every agonizing step I take is entirely for your happiness. 

SYBIL: Oh, Arthur... you are like a hero from a three-volume novel. So tragic, so noble, so 
completely uncooperative. How long must I pine in solitude? How long before the shadow 
lifts? 

ARTHUR: Not long, I hope. My first two... attempts at resolving the matter were 
unfortunately delayed by the postal service and a rather resilient liver. But I have a new 
plan. A foolproof plan involving a highly specialized piece of German engineering. It should 
all be over by Friday afternoon. 

SYBIL: Friday? But Friday is the day of Lady Windermere’s garden party! You promised 
you would help me choose a parasol! 

ARTHUR:  By Friday afternoon, Sybil, I shall either be the happiest man alive, or I shall be 
fleeing to South America under an assumed name. If it is the latter, look for a man named 
Señor Arturo who looks remarkably like me but wears a fake mustache. 

SYBIL: I shall wait for you, Arthur! Even if you are a Spaniard! I shall learn to play the 
castanets for your sake! 

ARTHUR: Thank you, dearest. Your loyalty is a comfort. Now, I must go. I have to find a 
very large piece of brown paper and a strong piece of twine 
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Side 4: Lord Arthur & Herr Winkelkopf (The Gentleman & The Anarchist) 

(Setting: Lord Arthur’s study. Arthur is sitting at his desk, head in his hands. Herr 
Winkelkopf enters with a bouncy, joyful step. He is wearing a heavy overcoat and 
carrying a large, intricately wrapped package wrapped in brown paper, bound with 
thick twine.) 

WINKELKOPF: Aha! Lord Savile! Good afternoon, my noble friend! I bring you tidings of 
great joy and magnificent velocity! 

ARTHUR: Herr Winkelkopf! Good heavens, man, you must learn to knock. My nerves are 
currently held together by nothing but a thin thread of aristocratic willpower. 

WINKELKOPF:  Ah, nerves! Nerves are just energy waiting to be liberated! And speaking 
of liberation... (He places the heavy parcel onto Arthur’s mahogany desk with a loud, 
ominous CLUNK) ...it is finished! The masterpiece! Designed exactly to your most delicate 
specifications! 

ARTHUR: Is that... it? The... mechanical device for my uncle? 

WINKELKOPF: (Proudly slapping the box) Ja! It is a marvel of modern, radical 
engineering! To look at it, what do you see? A beautiful, innocent clockwork ornament. A 
lovely timepiece for a country clergyman. But inside? Inside, it is a symphony of dynamite 
and detonators! 

ARTHUR: Please, Herr Winkelkopf! Not so loud. The walls have ears, and Baines has an 
uncomfortably sharp sense of hearing. Is it... safe? I cannot stress this enough: I am a 
gentleman, not a ruffian. I require a clean, dignified exit for my uncle. 

WINKELKOPF: Safe? My dear Lord Savile, it is German engineering! It is completely safe 
until exactly three o'clock on Friday afternoon. Listen... listen to the craftsmanship! (He 
grabs the package and holds it directly to Arthur’s ear) 

ARTHUR: I don’t hear anything. 

WINKELKOPF: Wait for it... wait... 

ARTHUR: (A beat) Ah. Tick-tick-tick-tick. 

WINKELKOPF: Ja! Beautiful, is it not? Like the heartbeat of a tiny, steel bird! At three 
o'clock on Friday, your uncle, the Dean of Paddington, will sit at his desk. He will see this 
lovely clock. He will say, "Ach, what a beautiful gift from my dear nephew Arthur!" He will 
take the key. He will insert it into the winding mechanism. He will turn it once—tick. He will 
turn it twice—tack. And then—BOOM! 

ARTHUR: And it will be quick? 
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WINKELKOPF: Quick? My friend, it will be instantaneous! One moment he is a Dean, the 
next moment he is a cloud of smoke and a light dust scattering over the parish garden. No 
mess left behind, because there will be no room left behind! It is the ultimate customer 
satisfaction guarantee! 

ARTHUR: Splendid. Perfect. Thank you. Now, please, take your hand off it. You are 
shaking it, and it makes my stomach do terrible, un-aristocratic flips. 

WINKELKOPF: (Laughing) Oh, you English! So full of caution. Do not worry! It requires the 
key to complete the electrical circuit. Unless you drop it down a flight of stairs, or expose it 
to intense heat, or shake it with violent enthusiasm, it is as harmless as a newborn kitten. 

ARTHUR: Good. Excellent. I shall mail it immediately. I have already written out the 
address tag. 

WINKELKOPF: Ah, the post! A magnificent distribution network for the revolution! But wait, 
I must show you the secondary feature. Just in case your uncle is late for his study...  

ARTHUR: No! No, do not unwrap it! I trust you, Herr Winkelkopf! I trust your engineering, 
your country, and your political zeal! Please, leave it wrapped! 

WINKELKOPF: As you wish! The customer is always right, even when he is a member of 
the bourgeoisie. That will be forty pounds for materials, and five pounds for the artistic 
inspiration. 

ARTHUR: Take it. Take fifty! Keep the change! Just please, step away from the ticking 
mahogany and exit through the side door. 

WINKELKOPF: You are a true gentleman of the resistance, Lord Savile! If you ever need 
to liquidate any more of your relatives, you know where to find me. Viva la mechanical 
progress! (He marches out) 

ARTHUR: (Staring at the ticking box, whispering to himself) Friday. It must work by Friday. 
Otherwise, I shall have to start looking at a third relative, and my checking account simply 
cannot sustain this level of assassination. 

 

Side 5 Lady Julia Merton & Lady Windermere (The Battle of Wills) 

 

(Setting: The morning room. Lady Julia sits rigidly on a straight-backed chair. Lady 
Windermere is draped dramatically across a chaise longue, fluttering a silk fan.) 

WINDERMERE: My dear Julia, you are looking remarkably... sturdy today. That gray silk 
does wonders for masking your fatigue. 
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JULIA: I am not fatigued, Windermere. I am focused. A luxury you have clearly abandoned 
in favor of whatever absurd new fad you are currently indulging. 

WINDERMERE: If you are referring to my spiritual alignment, it is not a fad. It is 
chiromancy. The ancient art of palmistry! Mr. Podgers tells me that the human hand is a 
roadmap of the soul. 

JULIA: The human hand, Windermere, is meant for holding a teacup or signing a check. It 
is not an entertainment layout for a middle-aged charlatan with greasy hair. 

WINDERMERE: (Gasping, fanning faster) Mr. Podgers is a visionary! He read the Duchess 
of Paisley’s hand last week and told her she had a hidden reservoir of passion. 

JULIA: The Duchess of Paisley is seventy-two and has three knees. Her only reservoir is 
hot water for her sciatica. The fact that you allowed that man into Arthur’s house to filling 
the boy's head with nonsense is a social outrage. 

WINDERMERE: Arthur loved it! He was completely spellbound. Though, I must admit, Mr. 
Podgers looked terribly grave when he examined Arthur's left palm. He whispered 
something about a "dark destiny." It was deliciously theatrical. 

JULIA: The only dark destiny Arthur faces is my wrath if he does not finalize the catering 
arrangements by Friday. Do you know he suggested a cold buffet? For an April wedding? 
The scandal would outlive us all. 

WINDERMERE: Oh, Julia, you have no romance in your veins. You see a wedding as a 
military campaign. 

JULIA: A wedding is a military campaign, Windermere. The bride is the infantry, the groom 
is the captured territory, and the mother-of-the-bride is the supreme commander. If I allow 
Arthur to wander off into your world of ghosts and palm lines, the territory will escape 
before the treaty is signed. 

WINDERMERE: Well, you may scoff, but I know what I saw. When Mr. Podgers dropped 
Arthur's hand, Arthur looked as though he had seen a ghost. Or worse. 

JULIA: If Arthur has seen something worse than me when I am annoyed, I should like to 
meet it. Now, stand up, Windermere. You are wrinkling that velvet, and it makes you look 
like a disgruntled sofa. 
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Side 6: Baines & Nellie (The Housemaid’s Interrogation) 

 

(Setting: The butler's pantry. Baines is polishing a silver candlestick with precise, 
rhythmic strokes. Nellie is leaning against the table, swinging her feather duster like 
a pendulum.) 

NELLIE: Mr. Baines? Can I ask you a question about the upper classes? 

BAINES: You may ask, Nellie, though I highly doubt your capacity to understand the 
answer. 

NELLIE: Why do they spend so much time worrying about things that haven't happened 
yet? Take His Lordship. He’s spent the last two days locked in his study, staring at a box of 
chocolates like it was a live snake. 

BAINES: His Lordship is a man of deep intellect, Nellie. He is pondering the complexities 
of... international trade. 

NELLIE: He’s pondering something, alright. I went in to dust the mantelpiece, and he 
jumped three feet in the air and tried to hide the chocolate box under his blotting paper. He 
looked guilty, Mr. Baines. Like my brother Jimmy when he’s been in the neighbor's orchard. 

BAINES: (Stops polishing, looks at her coldly) Your brother Jimmy is currently serving six 
months for poaching. I suggest you do not compare the peerage to your family tree. 

NELLIE: I’m just saying! And then there's that parcel that came in the post this morning. 
The one for the Dean of Paddington. I held it, Mr. Baines. It was heavy. And it was going 
click-click-click. 

BAINES: It is a clock, Nellie. Clocks are notorious for making a clicking sound. It is their 
primary function. 

NELLIE: Aye, but usually you put a clock in a box, you don't wrap it up in three layers of 
brown paper and wool and address it to a clergyman with "Fragile: Do Not Shake" written 
all over it in red ink. 

BAINES: His Lordship is sending his uncle a timepiece. The Dean is notoriously 
unpunctual. It is a gentle, familial reminder to be on time for Sunday service. 

NELLIE: (Leaning closer, narrowing her eyes) You're a terrible liar, Mr. Baines. Your left 
eyebrow gives a little twitch whenever you're covering for him. 

BAINES: (Puts down the candlestick deliberately) My eyebrow, Nellie, is a stoic and 
immovable feature of my face. [1] 
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NELLIE: It twitched just then! Look, I won't say nothing to Lady Julia. But if His Lordship is 
planning on blowing up the clergy or poisoning his auntie, I think the staff deserves a 
hazard bonus. 

BAINES: (Picks up a biscuit from his private tin, holds it out to her) Nellie. Take this 
shortbread. Go to the morning room. And ensure your mouth is so entirely occupied by 
biscuits that no further theories can escape it. 

NELLIE: (Snatches the biscuit, beams) Thank you, Mr. Baines. You’re a real gentleman. 
Even if you are a bit of a criminal. (She exits, chewing happily) 

 
 

Side 7: Septimus Podgers & The Dean of Paddington (The Mystic and 
The Moralist) 

 

(Setting: The library. The Dean is looking through a magnifying glass at a book. 
Podgers enters stealthily, sniffing a glass of sherry.) 

PODGERS: Ah, the venerable Dean. Immersed in the ancient texts, I see. Seeking the 
truth that lies beyond the mortal veil? 

DEAN: (Looking up, blinking) Eh? Oh! No, no. Looking for my reading glasses, actually. I 
thought they might be in this copy of Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, but instead I found a 
squashed moth from 1892. Fascinating specimen. 

PODGERS: (Sitting opposite him, leaning in dramatically) The moth is a symbol, Dean. A 
creature drawn helplessly to the flame of destiny. Just as we all are. I saw your hand at 
dinner. The lines... they are deeply troubled. 

DEAN: My hands? Oh, yes, terrible dry skin this time of year. The draft in the vestry is quite 
unforgiving. I use a lard-based ointment, but it does make the hymnals dreadfully greasy. 

PODGERS: I am not speaking of the epidermis, sir! I am speaking of the future. I am 
Septimus Podgers. The stars speak to me in whispers. 

DEAN: Podgers? Podgers... Ah! Are you the man who fixes the drains? Thank goodness 
you've arrived. The downstairs water closet has developed a most unholy gurgle. 

PODGERS: (Slamming his hand on the table) I do not fix drains, Dean! I read the human 
soul! I look into the palm and see the dark currents of fate. For instance, I can see that you 
are a man surrounded by unseen perils. A great shock awaits you. A sudden, fiery 
transition. 
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DEAN: A fiery transition? (Nodding wisely) Ah, you’ve heard about the new gas lamps in 
the parish hall. Yes, we had a slight explosion during the mothers' union meeting. Mrs. 
Higgins lost her eyebrows, but the tea stayed remarkably hot. 

PODGERS: (Frustrated, losing his mystical tone) No! Not gas lamps! A targeted event! I 
see a device... a mechanical engine of doom, ticking away the seconds of your life! It is 
coming for you, Dean! 

DEAN: A mechanical engine? Oh, you must mean Arthur’s gift! He told me he was sending 
me a new clockwork gadget for my study. Such a thoughtful boy. He said it would make an 
absolute "impact" on my daily routine. 

PODGERS: (Staring at him, horrified) A clockwork gadget? From Arthur? 

DEAN: Yes! He was very specific. Told me I must open it the moment it arrives, right at my 
desk. He said the surprise would completely blow me away. Don't you just love modern 
youth? So full of explosive enthusiasm. 

PODGERS: (Slowly backing away) If I were you, Dean... I should look for those reading 
glasses... from a very, very safe distance. 

 

SIDE 8 Lady Clementina and  Lord Arthur (Eccentricities & Guilt) 

(Setting: Lady Clementina’s drawing room. She is wrapped in three different shawls, 
surrounded by pill bottles, smelling salts, and a half-eaten box of luxury chocolates. 
Arthur is sitting rigidly on the edge of his chair, watching her intently.) 

CLEMENTINA: (Sighing dramatically, dabbing her nose with a lace handkerchief) Oh, 
Arthur, my dear boy. It is so kind of you to visit an old woman on the brink of the great 
beyond. I am not long for this world, Arthur. I can feel it in my elbows. There is a distinct 
dampness in my joints that spells the end. 

ARTHUR: (Nervously swallowing, staring at the chocolate box) You look... remarkably 
robust, Aunt Clementina. Your complexion has quite a festive flush to it. 

CLEMENTINA: Nonsense! It is the flush of a raging fever. My doctor says I have the 
constitution of an ox, but I know better. My spleen has been rebellious since Michaelmas. 
(She reaches into the chocolate box, picks up a large, dark truffle, and turns it over) Oh, 
look at these lovely dark treats you brought me. So rich. So thoughtful. 

ARTHUR: (Leaning forward, breathing heavily) Yes! The... the special American tonics. 
Imported at great expense. You... you haven’t tried the large round one in the center yet, 
have you? 
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CLEMENTINA: Not yet, dearest. I was saving it. I always save the best for last. Arthur, did 
I ever tell you about your Great-Uncle Swithin? He died of a sudden attack of the vapors 
right in the middle of a croquet match. One minute he was aiming for the hoop, the next—
gone! I always hoped my end would be just as elegant. 

ARTHUR: (Sweating) I am sure your exit will be completely peaceful, Aunt. Painless. Swift. 
Almost unnoticeable. Perhaps... perhaps you should try that center truffle now? With your 
tea? It is said to have... immediate therapeutic properties. 

CLEMENTINA: Do you think so? (She puts the truffle to her mouth. Arthur freezes, 
gripping the arms of his chair. She takes a huge bite, chews thoughtfully, and swallows. 
Arthur closes his eyes, waiting for the end.) 

ARTHUR: (Whispering, horrified) Forgive me, Aunt... 

CLEMENTINA: (Smacking her lips) My goodness! 

ARTHUR: (Jumping up) Is it happening?! Do you feel a sudden, cold numbness in your 
extremities? A longing to see the angels? 

CLEMENTINA: (Beaming cheerfully) I feel absolutely marvelous! Arthur, that chocolate is 
an absolute miracle! What a fascinating flavor. It has a distinct, delightful tang. Rather like 
peppermint mixed with... oh, what is it? A hint of almond and just a soupçon of wall-paper 
paste. It has cleared my sinuses completely! 

ARTHUR: (Staring at her in total disbelief) It... it cleared your sinuses? You don't feel a 
fatal paralysis creeping toward your heart? 

CLEMENTINA: Paralysis? Heaven forbid! My legs haven't felt this sprightly since the 
Jubilee! (She pops the other half of the poison truffle into her mouth and chews happily) In 
fact, it has given me quite an appetite. I think I shall tell the cook to prepare a heavy mutton 
chop for my dinner. And perhaps some suet pudding! 

ARTHUR: (Sinking back into his chair, entirely defeated) Suet pudding. Of course. 

CLEMENTINA: You really are the best nephew a woman could ask for, Arthur. So 
concerned with my health. Most young men just wait around for their elderly relatives to 
drop dead so they can inherit the silver. But not you. You bring me confectionery. 

ARTHUR: (Weakly) Yes. Confectionery. That was precisely my intention. 

CLEMENTINA: (Reaching for her stationery box) It has inspired me, Arthur. I am going to 
alter my will this very afternoon. I shall leave you my collection of Victorian taxidermy and 
my late husband's favorite blunderbuss. You'd like a blunderbuss, wouldn't you, dear? 

ARTHUR: (Staring blankly ahead) Thank you, Aunt Clementina. I think a blunderbuss is 
exactly what I deserve. 


