ext. cemetary hill-night

Barney and Harv are here with 3 nocturnal STUDENTS sitting around a small fire on a hill overlooking the cemetery.  They all drink cheap beer and gaze into the fire.

student #1

I’ve always been drawn to cemetaries at night.  It’s kind of like an outpost on the edge of the big nothing, you know?

student #2

We’ll come here…drink a few…sometimes talk about stuff…sometimes we don’t say anything at all.

student #1

But always maintain respect and reverence for the area.

student #2

Of course.

barney

What do you think the attraction is?

(beat)

student #3

I always wonder that.  I think we’ve settled on knowledge.

harvey

Knowledge?

student #3

Yeah…throughout history, mankind has had a love/hate relationship with knowledge.  Every person wants to know as much as they can…

student #2

…and if, for whatever reason, they can’t know something, be it limited comprehension, missing facts, hidden truths, vague metaphors…they will ultimately despise that thing.

student #1

Well, they resent it.

student #2

Ok…they resent it…or the person that has it.

student #3

So much so that, when someone dies, most believe that that person has gained the final answer.

student #1

Perhaps the most crucial of all knowledge. 

student #2

So, we keep these dead enlightened folks close…buried, but close.  And all together.  In a cemetery.

harv

Why?

student #1

Because…maybe…eventually the dead will let the big secret of the bag and fill in the blanks for the rest of us.

