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WE ARRIVED THERE AT THE REST-AU-RANT

A LITTLE AFTER EIGHT.

THE WAITER ASKED “WHAT DO YOU WANT?”
CHAMPAGNE, PLEASE, BY THE CRATE.

OUR GLANCES LOCKED

AND WE BOTH TALKED

FROM THAT MOMENT UNTIL TEN

WE TREASURED ALL

WE COULD RECALL

FROM OUR FIRST DATE WAY BACK WHEN.

AND IN-BETWEEN THE MEMORIES AND THE KISSES
HOW FUNNY THAT SHE'LL NEVER GUESS THAT THIS IS..

THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.
YES, I FEAR THIS IS IT.
NOT THE PENULTIMATE

BUT LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.

IT ALL WAS IN GOOD FUN
BUT NOW IT’S TIME TO RUN.
OUR LAST SUPPER’S TONIGHT.

TOMORROW MORNING YOU WILL WAKE N’ SEE

IN MY APPOINTMENT BOOK THERE IS A VAC'NCY.
TOMORROW MORNING I WILL START ANEW

TO FIND A BRAND NEW HEART TO TEAR APART ANEW.

FOR IT’S THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.

WE’RE IN THE FINAL STRETCH.

BUT WILL DA VINCI SKETCH

THIS LAST SUPPER TONIGHT?

IF SO, LEO, MY BEST SIDE IS MY RIGHT.



THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.
IT HAD TO END SOMEWAY.
WHY NOT WITH AN ENTREE?

THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.
THOUGH IN THE BACK I'LL STAB
AT LEAST I’'LL PAY THE TAB.
OUR LAST SUPPER’S TONIGHT.

TOMORROW MORNING I WILL BE AT LAST
A PRI-SON-ER SO VERY FREE, FREE, FREE AT LAST.

TOMORROW MORNING I WILL SMILE MORE
CAUSE IN MY LAUNDRY THERE’'LL BE ONE LESS PILE MORE.

FOR IT’S THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.

I'LL LEAVE HER ALL IRATE

SO SHE CAN CURSE THE PLATE

WITH WORDS I CAN’T REPEAT.

ME? I’LL JUST SMILE AND SAY “BON APPETIT.”

TOO BAD...

SO SAD..

WE HAD

QUITE A TIME, THOUGH.

BUT DEAR

I FEAR

THAT WE'RE

LEMON AND LIME, THOUGH.

THUS, THUS, I MUST REITERATE
THAT THIS IS (AND THERE'’S NO DEBATE)

THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.

IT STARTED WITH GESTALT.

IT ENDS WITH “PASS THE SALT.”



THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.
QUICK! GET THE NAPKIN OUT
TO CATCH HER EVERY POUT.
OUR LAST SUPPER’S TONIGHT.

TOMORROW MORNING I WILL LAY IN BED

DEBATING THE NEXT GIRL WITH WHOM I’'LL PLAY IN BED.
TOMORROW MORNING NO “POOR ME, SHE’S GONE”

BUT, IN ITS PLACE, A LOUD AND CAREFREE “WEE, SHE’S GONE!"”

FOR IT'’S THE LAST SUPPER.

ALAS, THE LAST SUPPER.

I FEAR IT’S TIME TO FLY.

SHE’S PASSED HER DATE DO-BY.
NEED SOMEONE WITH A BETTER BMI.

THE LAST SUPPER

THE VERY LAST SUPPER
THE VERY LAST SUPPER
TONIGHT.



