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(o so”

ROBERT. Yes.

CATHERINE. You're sitting here. You're giving me advice. Yau
brought me champagne.

ROBERT. Yes. rBeat,)

CATHERINE. Which means ...

ROBERT. For you?

CATHERINE. Yes.

ROBERT. For you, Catherine, my daughter, who | love very

~ much ... It could be a bad sign - (They st sogether for a moment.
Noise off Hal eners, awenty-eight, jemi-hip clothes, He carries 2

backpack and a jacke:, folded. He lets the door go and 1! tangs shut.
Catherine sits up with a jolt.)

CATHERINE., What?

HAL. Oh, God, sorry — Did | wake you?

CATHERINE. Whar?

HAL. Were you asleep? (Beat. Robert is gone,)

CATHERINE. You scared me, for Chrissake. What are you
doing?

HAL. T'm sorry. 1 didn’t realize it had gotten s late. I'm dorc for
the night.

CATHERINE. Gouos.

HAL. Drinking alone? (She reaiizes she s holiding the champagne
bortle. She puts ix down guickly)

CATHERINE. Ye:.

HAL. Champagne, huh?

CATHERINE. Yes.

HAL. Celebraring?

CATHERINE. Ne. T jusc like champagne.

HAL. It's fesuve,

CATHERINE. Whar?

HAL. Festive. (He makes an awkward ‘parsy” gesture, )
CATHERINE. Do you want seme?

HAL. Sure.

CATHERINE. (Gives him the borrle.) Vet dane. You can tuke the
rest with you.

HAL. Oh. No thanks.
CATHERINE. Take ir, I'm done.

HAL. No, I shouldn't I'm driving. (Bec:)
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Well. I can let myseif out.
CATHERINE, Cood.
HAL. When should [ come back?
CATHERINE. Come back?
HAL. Yeak. I'm nowhere near finished. Maybe tomorrow?
CATHERINE. We have a funeral tomorrew.
HAL. God, you're right, I'm sorry. | was going to attend, if that’s
all right.
CATHERINE. Yes.
HAL. Whar about Sunday? Will you be around?

THERINE. You've had three days.
HAL. Id love to get in some more tune up there.
CATHERINE. How much longer do you need?
HAL. Another week. At least.
CATHERINE. Are you joking?
HAL. No. Do you know how much stuff there is?
CATHERINE. A week?
HAL T know you don't need anybody in your hair right now.
Look, I spent the las: couple days getting everything sorted cut.
Its mostly notebucks. He dated them all; now thac I've got thens
in order | don't have to work here. ] could tahe some stuff home,
read it, bring it back.
CATHERINE. No.
HAL. Pl be careful
CATHERINE. My father wouldn't want anything moved and [
don'r want anything to leave this house.
HAL. Then I should work here. T'll stay our of the way.
CATHERINE. You're wasting your ume.
HAL. Somuone neads 1o go through your dad’s pepers.
CATHERINE. There’s nothing up there. it's garbage.
HAL. There are a hundred and thres notebooks.
CATHERINE. I've locked at those, [ gibberish.
HAL. Somecee should read them.
CATHERINE. He was crazy.
HAL. Yes, but he wrote them.
CATHERINE. He was a graphomaniac, Harold. Do you know
what that is?
HAL. I know. He wrotz compulsively. Call me Hal.
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CATHERINE. Theres no connection berween e ideas There's
ne ideas. Its ikke a monkey aca typewriter, One hundred and theee
notabooks full of bullsh:t.

HAL. Let's make sure they're bulishir.

CATHERINE. I'm sure.

HAL ['a: prepared 1o look at every page. Are you!
CATHERINE. No. I'M not crawy. (Bear )

THAL. Well, I'm gonna be late . Sume friends of prine are in dhis
band. They've piaying ac 2 bar up on Diversey. Way ;‘nwn the bill,
they're probably vonlb on aruu:*:i rwo, rwo-thirty. { sard I'd be there
‘ATJEA{I\L Cirea
HAL They're all in t[“ ntach aepar'mum They re realiy geod.

They have this great song, youd like ir. called “F — lowercase |
Ti.:y just stand !hC'L and don't play an;.t“n ng for thres minutes
CATHERINE “Tmaginary Numbes.

HAL. lt%s & math joke.

You see why they're way dc‘w v the bill.
CATHERINE. ng drive 10 ses some nerds :a a tand
HAL Cod | hate whea peopie say that. {t 15 not that Jong a drive.
CATHERINE. So they are nerds.
HAL. Ok they're raging geeks. Buc chey're gezics who, you know:
can dress themselves ... hoid down a job ac a major viriversity ...
Some of them have swirched from glasses 1o contzcts. They play
sports, they play in a band, they gec laid surpsisingly often, so |
that sense they sort of mzke you question the whole ser of terms
— geek, nerd, woal, dweeb, Ditbert, paste-ears
CATHERINE. You'rs in this band, aren’ vou?
HAL. Olay, yes. | play drums. You wanc to come? [ never sing. |
swear to God.
CATH 'R_mE No thanks.
HAL. Al right. Look, Cacherine, Moaday: Whar do you say?
CATHJ:RJ NE. Den't you have a job?
HAL. Yeah. | have a full teaching load this quarter plus my owa

WwOorlk,

CATHERINE. Plus band practice.

HAL. I don’t nave time to do this but I'm going .10, I you'il le
(Bear ) | loved your dad
Tdor't believe a mind like his can juse shut down. He had tucid







