int. smoke shop-night

The omnipresent hum of cheap florescent lights, melding with the mass refrigeration buzz, forms an almost unbearable tone.  Punctuated by random bursts from the Slurpee machine and occasional sneaker squeals.

Barney and Harv are already in a conversation with the ATTENDANT.

attendant

I dunno…I feel like I should still be in school or something.  Every day, I wake up…around noon.  I still get that dull pang of guilt…like I’m late for something.  Once that passes, there’s that…I dunno…expectant sensation that just hangs there until I go to sleep.

barney

Don’t you…do anything else?

attendant

Sure.  I got all my classic gaming consoles, steady diet of late-night TV and archived VHS tapes.  My friends and I hang out…go out occasional, even.  It’s just…

barney

Nothing’s stimulating.

attendant

Right.  Not a spark.  It’s over and I’m home thinking about how much of a pain in the ass it’ll be to brush my teeth and take a piss when I could just aim towards the bed and let forward momentum and gravity take over.

barney

A-ha…gravity.  That’s tangible.  Gravity wouldn’t affect ghosts.

harv

No…but the concept of gravity would.  The memory of it.

Barney gives Harv a contemptuous look.

attendant

That’s true, that’s too true, man.  Science of the Earth doesn’t hold a candle to the capricious doctrine of the mind.

Barney turns towards the Attendant, now…befuddled.

harv

How long have you felt like this?

attendant

Ever since…I dunno…just ever since.

harv

Can’t you remember when you felt different?

attendant

I think I used to be able to, but I can’t really put my finger on a date or a period in my past.  Sometimes…things kinda set me off, you know?  Like a smell, or a song on someone’s radio outside.  It’ll throw me into a state of…nostalgic longing.  But, the things I’m nostalgic for aren’t people or places.  In fact, I know I didn’t even care much at the time until I was looking back at it.  Somebody told me…I’m grabbing at shadows…good-looking shadows, but just as cold and dark…the emotional geography of a distant country I visited long ago…

harv

Wow.

barney

Who told you that?  

attendant

I don’t remember.  

