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INT. FUNERAL PARLOR - AFTERNOON 

A casket sits on a bier at the front of the parlor. Several 
rows of chairs sit facing the casket. The room is tastefully 
lit. There are no living people in the parlor. 

CLAY M. BALLMER, a funeral director, enters the room through 
the entrance opposite the bier and walks solemnly across the 
parlor and stands in front of his. His face reflects the 
sadness of the situation. 

Clay glances at his watch. It shows 2:55pm. He sighs, then 
clears his throat. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
Oops. 
 
That won't do. Will it? 

Clay forces a somber look back onto his face. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
I was saddened to learn of your 
loss. 

Clay's face shows a touch of frustration. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
What a cliche! I'll have to do 
better than that. 

Clay takes a deep breath, squares his shoulders, and adopts 
a look of caring on his face. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
The time comes for all of us to go. 
Be not sad at the end but think 
fondly of the happy times. 

Clay puts his hand on his chin and looks down at the casket. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
Oh my God! That's even worse! How 
morbid. 

(pause) 
Knock on wood. 

Clay raps his knuckles on the lid of the casket. He recoils 
at the hollow sound. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
Um, er, sorry. 
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Clay takes a step back from the casket. Then after a few 
more seconds, he takes two more steps back from the casket. 

After another glance at the casket, Clay turns to face the 
rest of the room. He composes his face in calm repose. He 
endeavors to give his voice a polite tone when he speaks. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
Welcome. I hope we will be able to 
bring you some solace in this time 
of grief. 

(pause) 
I think I'm making progress. 

Clay smiles. 

The sound of footsteps echoes into the parlor from the 
hallway outside the entrance. Clay looks at his watch. It is 
2:59 pm. 

CLAY M. BALLMER 
Show time! 

Clay walks briskly over to the entrance to take his place to 
greet the mourners. 

 

 


