POEMS OF CHILDHOOD

FADE IN

INT. BOB’S APARTMENT–DAY.

BOB, casually-dressed lecturer in computer engineering, is sitting on his couch, bemused, watching his girlfriend SALLY pack up and leave him.

BOB 

I don’t know if I’m moving in or moving out. With all these boxes, every minute.

SALLY

Silly. It’s only three more – no, there’s still the bathroom, and – I can come back for the desk, right?

BOB

Oh yes. Sure.

SALLY

Jared and Trevor are going to give me a hand over the weekend.

BOB

Good. It’s good you can get some help from somewhere.

SALLY

Have you thought about what you’re going to do? Stay on here, or – ? 
BOB

Not really. I guess I’ll have to look into it. I hate moving. But it’s a bit more than you need for one guy. I’ll have to get some boxes, move out of here, move into the next place. Find a place, first, I guess. 

SALLY

Or you could stay on here and get a room-mate.

BOB

A "room mate"?

SALLY

What? Lots of people have room-mates. It can be fun! If you get a good one.

BOB

Oh, I don’t know. I think I’ll just hang out by myself for a while. Moving probably sucks just a tiny a bit less than having a room-mate.

SALLY

Oh, Bobby! I’m – 

BOBBY

Oh, no, I don’t mean all this. Really, don’t worry about that. I’m just kinda beat. I’ll think about it tomorrow ... You’re a good room-mate.   

SALLY

Thanks. Thank you, Bobby. For being so patient. Your empathy.

BOB

I’m that.

SALLY

I mean, I am sorry. Things just happened – 
BOB

– I know –   

SALLY

– you know, it’s – 
The telephone rings. Bob gets up and goes into the hallway to answer it.

BOB

Yep. Oh, hi. Yeah.

Bob listens, apparently getting grave news in great detail; a fairly long message punctuated with Bob’s despondent “I see”, “Okay”, etc. Sally meanwhile continues inspecting and arranging CDs in a convenient carrying case. 

BOB

Yeah. Okay ... probably tomorrow morning ... I’ll ... right. Okay. Take care. And I’ll see you tomorrow. Bye.

Bob hangs up. Sally looks at Bob.

BOB

Yeah. That’s Karen, my sister Karen. My mother died, about a half hour ago. She had a heart attack earlier today, wasn’t feeling too good last night, I guess. They took her in, and she got worse. 

SALLY

Oh, Bobby. I’m so sorry. 

BOB

She hasn’t been well, really, the last while. But.

SALLY

What will you do? You’re going to go home?

BOB

Oh yeah. Tomorrow. I guess. I can stay with my sister until we figure out what’s going on.

Sally watches Bob in a comforting fashion. When it seems he has nothing more to say, she quietly resumes packing her CDs. She pauses to sponge one off before inserting it in the case.

SALLY

You’re supposed to be starting your sabbatical tomorrow.

BOB

Oh. Yeah. I have a meeting with the boss, though, first thing. 

SALLY

Let’s see, now ... I’ve got ..

Sally folds up the CD carrier and continues to bustle; we see her in the kitchen going through drawers and considering wisely what she may need. She chatters to herself throughout. In the background we see the back of Bob’s head as he sits on his couch.

Sally re-enters the sitting room carrying a garbage bag full of clothes.

SALLY

Well, you can – you have a lot of time off! What will you do?

BOB

Huh? Oh ... I have some work to do. Stuff that I’ve been working on. You know. 

SALLY

Oh, I forgot: that kitten? Remember? Jared’s got three kittens, I told you. You said you might take one.

BOB

I meant – if no one else will look after it. I don’t actually want a kitten right now.

SALLY

Are you sure?

BOB

Yeah. Pretty sure.

SALLY

It might cheer you up! Don’t tell me you couldn’t use some cheering up, Mister.

BOB

Well, maybe on my sabbatical I’ll think about designing a robot kitten. They have those robot dogs. It would just sit there and not make trouble. You know that “Hello Kitty”? The guy that invented that was very lonely when he was a boy. He was an orphan. And he grew up and made all this money out of novelties and trinkets. And he thought, but what people really need is a kitty. So he made one.

Sally is moved, and approaches.

SALLY

Oh, Bobby. Oh, Bobby.

BOB

I’ll have to do something.

Sally resumes packing.

INT. BOB’S APARTMENT–NIGHT.

Bob, in a room, empty but for a few packed articles in the corner, prepares to go to bed. He has a sleeping-bag, neatly arranged, a laptop, some books, a single lamp on the floor next to the sleeping-bag.  He gets into the sleeping-bag, reads for a bit, yawns, puts the book down, turns the light off. Then he turns the light on and makes a note.  

BOB

“Random”, “chaotic” and “irrelevant” are totally unrelated concepts.

INT. ENGINEERING FACULTY, LOUNGE–MORNING.

Early for his meeting with the head, Bob is sitting in the faculty lounge. Just beyond is the receptionist’s desk. Some VISITOR is reading something in a low voice, almost inaudible, to the receptionist, who keeps dissolving in loud, inane laughter.

VISITOR

... four pints of cleaning fluid. Some mops. Big ones.

RECEPTIONIST

Hee hee hee!

VISITOR

... safety goggles. One contents note, laminated ...

RECEPTIONIST

Hee hee hee!

VISITOR

... a flashlight? We’ll have to update the first aid kit ... 

RECEPTIONIST

Hee hee hee!

Bob checks the clock.

INT. ENGINEERING FACULTY, DR ERMERODS’S OFFICE–MORNING.   

DR. ERMEROD, an administrative rather than academic figure, is sitting casually at his desk, a copy of Bob’s paper in front of him. Bob is lounging in a comfortable old visitor’s chair placed roughly parallel to the front of the desk (rather than across from it). There are two computers, adorned with many toys and stickers, shelves lined with uniform loose-leaf binders, journals, off-prints.

Bob and Ermerod have been discussing Bob’s projected work during his sabbatical.

ERMEROD

So – to be clear here, you’re definitely not talking about fuzzy sets.

BOB

No. Right.

ERMEROD

It’s definitely beyond fuzzy.

BOB

I mean – the data is always telling you something. Even if it’s not what you want.

ERMEROD

Oh, agreed, agreed. 

BOB

We’ve been putting, into our data architecture, these hierarchical boundaries, which are like very severe limits. And so I wonder what we’re missing. Because every time you describe what you want – you’re rejecting things you don’t know about.

ERMEROD

And we can’t know if that’s important or not – the stuff we’re missing.

BOB

Right.

ERMOROD

And you’re not talking about data mining?

BOB

Of course not!

They both laugh.

ERMEROD

There’s been a lot of interesting work on variable rejection methods, and I think you should go to this conference and give this paper, just tighten it up a bit. It would be good for you to do that. You know?

BOB

Oh, yes, I’ll go over it again.

ERMEROD 
(Looking through the paper.)

Go over it. Because there are some things – I think the conclusion needs to be a bit more focused. So do that. The conference is in June, you’ve submitted the paperwork for that, done that, done that – okay. So I think we’ve covered all the important things.
BOB

I think so.

ERMEROD 

(Handing Bob the paper.)
So this could be very useful, you could make irrelevant things useful.

BOB

And therefore relevant.

ERMEROD

Yes. Okay. Well – keep me posted. I’ll be interested to see if you can make any headway – oh. Sorry to hear about your loss, Bob.

BOB

Oh. Thanks.

ERMEROD

How are you doing?

BOB

I’m good.

ERMEROD

So – it was fairly sudden?

BOB

Yes ... She’d been getting, you know, frail, the past few years. After my father passed on.

ERMEROD

You can put in for bereavement leave, that’s, I think, two days – 

BOB

Well, that’s not necessary. I’m on sabbatical as of today. I’m heading out to my sister’s place later today, that’s where the family is.

ERMEROD

No, I mean: it’s two days. If you don’t take them now, you’ll lose them. 

BOB

But I won’t be here to take them.

ERMEROD

... Oh, oh, I see. No, you’re right. I couldn’t quite see how you worked that out. That means .. I’ll have to explain all this in Administration. No, no, you – you’re good to go. I’ll handle it.

INT. ENGINEERING FACULTY, RECEPTION AREA–DAY.

Bob has just left. Ermerod and the receptionist are discussing procedure.

ERMEROD

Oh – and can you e-mail Jamie, have him put up a notice on University News about Bob’s mother passing away?

RECEPTIONIST

Right. Anything special?

ERMEROD

No, just a standard.

RECEPTIONIST

Okay ... was it “after a long illness”?

ERMEROD

Uh ... what did he say? Yeah. Put that.

RECEPTIONIST

And is he putting in for bereavement?

ERMEROD

No. 

They exchange looks of bewilderment, disbelief.

INT AIRPLANE–DAY.

Bob is seated on an airplane. We see his face as he thinks about the day’s events, and hear the passengers behind him.

BOY

Dad! The wing is moving! Dad! The wing is moving! 

DAD

[Inaudible mumbling]

BOY

How come – what will they do when they land? Dad?

DAD

[Inaudible]... and put the wheels down.

BOY

How will they land if they put the wheels down?

DAD

[Inaudible] .. put down the landing gear.

BOY

Well – where do they get the wheels from? 

DAD

[Inaudible; querulous]

BOY

Dad! What’s the stalling speed on an Airbus?

DAD

[Inaudible] ... or something like that. I don’t know the specs.

BOY

Dad, I think it delivers about 35,000 pounds of thrust at the shaft. Is that a lot, in your opinion?

[Scenes of funeral; post–funeral]

INT KAREN’S HOUSE, VESTIBULE–LATE AFTERNOON.

Bob, STANLEY, and KAREN (Bob’s older brother and younger sister) enter wearing dark clothing, having just returned from the funeral and reception. STANLEY is wearing an extraordinary quilted hat, which he hangs up.

STANLEY

Gosh!

KAREN

I’m just going to change, back in a minute.

STANLEY

Yawn. How about a beer?

BOB

Sure.

Stanley goes into the adjoining kitchen. Bob loosens his tie and goes into the sitting room.

INT KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM–LATE AFTERNOON

Bob sits down on the couch. Stanley enters with three beers. He hands one to Bob and puts one on the coffee table for Karen.

STANLEY

The place I want to go to is the Caribbean. You could be completely at home there. If you don’t like what’s happening on your island, hop off and go to another island. Then you have your illegal bank accounts right there, any drug money you have can be laundered around the corner. You could have a boat. You could live on a boat.

BOB

That would be nice.

STANLEY

Then you could check out that Sargasso Sea thing.

Karen enters the room.

KAREN

What Sargasso Sea thing?

BOB

You know – where all the stray boats and flotsam and stuff end up.

STANLEY

It’s mostly noted for its brown, rather dismal, seaweed. 

KAREN

I would like to go somewhere, maybe later. 

STANLEY

You were just in Europe, what, six years ago? 

KAREN

I want to go to Vienna. Then Italy. I was working most of the time I was there.

BOB

But you really enjoyed it. I’ve still got all those postcards. It was like I was there, at all those places.

STANLEY

I’m still thinking about the Caribbean! You could have a website, your own server. Incorporate yourself. Then you could make sail for the Sargasso Sea. Have a webcam showing people all the interesting stuff there. Forgotten vessels, all kinds of lost cargo that you could salvage.  

BOB

(To KAREN)

There’s that big Mozart thing in Salzburg coming up.

KAREN

We could all go!

STANLEY

No, just you go, and take a webcam. Then report about it on your blog.

KAREN

I don’t have a blog. All that stuff is so boring. People keep telling me to look at websites. They’re always boring. And the internet is stupid. 

STANLEY

That’s funny, Charles doesn’t play with computers the way all these kids are supposed to. He looks up stuff sometimes. But that’s about it.

BOB

I think it’s kind of a thing – computer gaming and everything reached its peak about ten or fifteen years ago. And Charles is just ten, right? Kids that age aren’t so involved in it. Lots of university students, even – they use everything, all the software, download music, but they’re not curious about how it works, or anything.

STANLEY

He liked that book you sent at Christmas, about archaeology. Now I think we can agree, everyone wants to be an archaeologist. No sane person can fail to be fascinated by archaeology. 

BOB

You’d have to be some kind of monster to dislike archaeology.

KAREN (To Bob.)

So you’re all ready for your trip to Brussels?

STANLEY

How ready would he have to be? 

BOB (To Karen)

It’s just a conference. You don’t get to – 

STANLEY

Bob! What if you turn up in Brussels and you’re not ready?!

BOB

You don’t get to see much, except the hotel and the place they’re having the conference in. Then they make you go and look at stuff – outings to various sights. But I have to read this paper, and it’s still in rough shape. I should have been working on it, but … 

KAREN

Anybody hungry? 

BOB

Yeah, I was thinking we could get a pizza, maybe.

STANLEY

You guys do that. I should probably head home, though.

BOB

Oh, okay.

STANLEY

Charles’s mother feels we need to spend some extra time together, tomorrow, because of all this. 

KAREN

Well, that’s always good.

STANLEY

Oh, sure! I mean he’s sad, but he’s not all broken up. He’s not some kind of crybaby. And he has his own schedule and likes sticking to it. He likes to marshal his time, do things. But we’ll do something. So I’ll just go home and wait for her to call. Are you expecting Sally to call you?

BOB

Oh, no. I’m pretty sure she has the number, but I really don’t see her calling anytime soon. We talked a bit about everything last night.

STANLEY

A full and frank disclosure? I suppose there’ll be an update in a month or so ...

 (He looks at Karen) 

Oh ...

KAREN

(To Bob)

Yeah ... we have to tell you something. 

STANLEY

Yeah.

BOB

What? Tell me what?

KAREN

A couple of weeks before Ma died, she told me a lot of things. She was quite lucid, not raving, or something. She told me you’re not her son. 

BOB

Not ... ?

KAREN

Your technical, biological mother is some other woman that Dad knew.

STANLEY

Bob, nobody else knew any of this, except them. I only found out when Karen told me yesterday.

KAREN

Dad met this woman on one of his trips, in Europe, somewhere. They had some sort of romance. About a year later, his ship was in the same port. He went to see her, and she had this baby. His baby. That was you. She couldn’t look after you, so Dad brought you home.

STANLEY

I’ve never heard of anything like it, but it seems to be true. 

KAREN

I wrote everything down that she said. There’s not much.

STANLEY

Of course, this doesn’t alter anything. You’re as much her kid as we are, obviously. We’ve talked about it, and it seems to us that she wanted you to know, but couldn’t find any satisfactory way of telling you herself. I mean, it’s just about impossible. After all this time. I mean, for her, you were her son. This is just a detail.

BOB

Detail ...

KAREN

She didn’t tell me that I should tell you this. 

STANLEY

And she wouldn’t have told me anything. But she always talked to Karen, especially in the last few years.

KAREN

But she wouldn’t have told me something like this, unless she thought you had the right to know. 

BOB

So ... when did this detail come to light?

KAREN

The week before she died, she started hemming and hawing about it. She’d been worried about things, the way people do, you know – what’s going to happen to this and that, insurance, things like that, for a couple of months. I kept saying, “Oh, don’t worry about that”. Then she was running through a lot of stuff about Stanley’s divorce, how hard on him –  
STANLEY

Yeah, yeah.

KAREN

– and then, the Tuesday before she died, she started telling me about how Dad had some kind of affair before I was born. And she kind of, beat around the bush there – I was ... not shocked, but taken aback by this affair thing, with Dad – and then she explained about this. Kind of in a, “I don’t know if you knew this, but” sort of way. I didn’t know what to say, so I just ... listened. Then the next day I asked a bit more. I’ve written everything down, but it’s not much.

STANLEY

It’s nothing, really. Just some odd notes. But – it has to be true. And I thought – we both concluded that we had to tell you. 

BOB

Well – 

They sit in silence. 

BOB

I mean – how the hell can something like this happen?

 (To Stanley)

 I mean – you were there. What did – what happened? What the hell did you think was going on? How did they explain it to you? What did they – 

STANLEY

They told me they found you. Behind the shed.

BOB

What are you talking about!?

STANLEY

That’s where they told me all babies came from. People found them behind sheds, or wherever.

BOB

Didn’t that strike you as a bit odd?!

STANLEY

Bob, I was five, everything in the whole world struck me as so goddam odd, they could have said they won you in a raffle, and I would have had to believe them.

BOB

I mean, lots of people are adopted. But this is just nuts.

STANLEY

Yes, it is nuts. But it doesn’t change anything essential.

KAREN

But it feels strange.

BOB

It sort of changes a lot of things. Who’s this – who’s my mother supposed to be?

KAREN

Her name was Eva. Dad met her in Europe somewhere. She worked in a cafe, but that’s a bit hazy. She was also a student. And she was considerably younger than Ma.

BOB

Like how much younger?

KAREN

Ten years, something like that.

BOB

So she could be alive today, I suppose.

STANLEY

Oh, easily. Did you want to find her?

BOB

I don’t know. If I was a lot younger, I’d probably want to. I don’t know.
STANLEY

If you want, I could make some inquiries. I can’t guarantee it would lead anywhere.

BOB

It’s – I’m not that curious about her, this “biological” mother ... it’s like some tiny difference that affects just everything, even the most basic things.

KAREN

But you are who you are. Nothing can change that. People can’t “be” different, even if they want to.

BOB

But – so even my birth certificate is bogus! That means all the stuff, passport, tax stuff, every document to do with my identity, it’s all wrong. It’s all fake. 

STANLEY

Well, it’s real enough. It’s just a tad misleading as to terminology. That’s nothing to do with you, and as far as all that’s concerned, it’s as good as anything. De minimis non curat lex – as you’re aware.

BOB

Usually, when people’s parents die, they leave them something. Even some small thing. But I feel like I’ve had something taken away. Something of value.

STANLEY

I should probably get home, I guess. Bestir myself.

Stanley gets up to leave. Karen and Bob also get up to accompany him to the door. Stanley resumes his quilted hat.

KAREN

Well – 

BOB

– I suppose –  

STANLEY

I’ll be around tomorrow. I’ll probably have Charles.

BOB

Oh, yeah! That would be good.

STANLEY

Yes, I have to take a few days off. I have a special project to putter around with, you know. Maybe we can go out to the cabin for a day or so. See how things go. Anyway. See you. 

KAREN

See ya.

BOB
Bye!

Stanley leaves. Karen and Bob return to the sitting room.

KAREN

Well. How about that pizza?

BOB

Yeah, that would be nice.

KAREN

So, you’re going to stay here for a bit?

BOB

I guess. I don’t know what to do. I’ve got all this stuff to do, you know – work I’m supposed to get done. I won’t tax you with the details.

KAREN

Beer?

BOB

Sure.

Karen picks up the three empties and goes into the kitchen. Bob stares into space. Karen returns with two beers, puts one on the coffee table in front of Bob.

BOB

Thanks. Why’s Stanley wearing that dumb hat?

KAREN

He made it himself! It’s a quilted sleeping hat.

BOB

Oh, obviously. Sorry.

KAREN

It’s his idea: it’s to stop your head getting cold when you’re asleep. It’s like a small quilt. It doesn’t make your head hot. And it’s nice and quiet, because you ears are covered. And it’s not like being covered up with a blanket, over your face, because you can still breathe. 

BOB

And you can keep an eye out for predators.

KAREN

It’s not a bad idea. I’ve tried it. It works. It certainly helps you sleep.

BOB

You have trouble sleeping?

KAREN

Sometimes. I used to get all worked up before auditions and things. 

BOB

How’s that going? Your music.

KAREN

Okay. About the same. 

BOB

Sometimes it’s good when things don’t change a lot. Not always. But, imagine if you woke up one morning and found that you couldn’t play the cello at all, just make this awful squawking noise. And then you’d think, “Well, was I ever any good at this? Really? Or was I just wasting time?” You’d probably start to dislike cello music, or any music, then you’d be searching around for some new love.

KAREN

You know, you could look at all this as a positive thing. There you are, all settled, and now here’s something new. New perspectives. It could be kind of interesting.

BOB

I kind of didn’t want to say anything earlier, because it sounds stupid. But what if I have all kinds of half-brothers and half-sisters out there? 

KAREN

Yeah. You could have a whole extra family – uncles, cousins. Wouldn’t that be great? You could go and visit them.

BOB

Or they might be a lot of deadbeats and criminals.

KAREN

Come on.

BOB

Relatives, I’m telling you – it’s a double edged sword. But what I was thinking was – what if I meet some really nice woman, just perfect for me. And then it turns out I’m her half-brother?

KAREN

I think you’d both know, somehow. You’d just instinctively become good friends. Or else you wouldn’t like each other at all.

BOB

You’d just irritate each other right off the bat.

KAREN

You wouldn’t fulfill each other, the way people who are in love do, supposedly.

BOB

That’s something I didn’t feel like discussing with Stanley around.

KAREN

He’s been bugging me to buy – i.e., let him buy me – car.

BOB

Can’t argue with that.

KAREN

I could buy a car if I needed one. Like for a job. What I would like is if you could rent one for half an hour every couple weeks.

BOB

That would be ideal for everything. Job. Family. Just put in an hour here and there. People might feel less pressure that way. They feel they have to make trouble for everybody.   

KAREN
So Sally’s moved out for good?

BOB

Seems so. I saw it coming. She started doing laundry and being very thoughtful and considerate and all that. And I detected that she couldn’t make any plans, not just with me, but in general. 
KAREN

Right, that’s not good.

BOB

I don’t listen to people’s phone calls or anything – but she would be talking to her buddies and there would be no plans. There’d be no “okay, how about next Thursday” kind of thing, which there used to be a lot of, you know. In other words, it was what she wasn’t saying that got my attention.

KAREN
And Sally seems like the kind of person that has a lot going on. When I was up last – I mean it was nice of her, trying to keep me entertained and everything – but I like to practice a few hours a day, no matter what.

BOB

I know. Even on vacation.

KAREN

But she was like, “You’re not going to stay in all evening? When there’s a busy schedule of events on tap?” It was fun, but not everybody has to do that all the time.

BOB

Yeah. She’s not quite so manic normally. But I can’t blame her for being a bit bored.

KAREN

“Bored”? Yeah, what’s all this “I’m bored” stuff?

BOB

Yeah –    
KAREN

– where do people get off claiming to be bored? People say that, like they’ve achieved something. “It’s boring” – people say that of just about anything you can think of. In fact, if something is complex and worth spending a lifetime studying, it’s guaranteed to be boooooring for a lot of people. 

BOB

Well, a thing can be boring if you don’t understand it.

KAREN

But that’s just wrong. If something’s worth studying, it’s going to be hard to understand. In fact, when you don’t understand something, that’s what makes it interesting. 

BOB

But Sally’s no dummy.

KAREN

Oh, I know. She’s quite smart. That’s the odd thing.

BOB

Makes it almost interesting. Maybe her leaving me is worth studying … Nah. And then, a lot of things are interesting when I wish they wouldn’t be. 

KAREN

No, not everything has to be interesting.

BOB

Well ... I hope that’s it for interesting things for one day.

KAREN

All except one. Stanley lied just now, when he said he and I both agreed to tell you about all this stuff with Ma.

BOB

Really?

KAREN

Yeah. He thought we shouldn’t say anything. When I told him – he started crying.

BOB

Crying?! I’ve never seen him cry about anything. Not anything.

KAREN

No. But he did. He didn’t want you to know, not for anything. But we talked about it for a while, and ...

BOB

Crying! He didn’t cry at Ma’s burial. 

KAREN

Denial, you have to prepare for it. Another thing: that’s the only time I’ve ever seen him tell a lie. 

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM – LATE EVENING.

Bob, lying on the couch buried under a newspaper, drifts off to sleep. Karen can be heard playing the cello in another room. Bob begins to dream.

EXT. SUNNY RESORT BEACH – LATE AFTERNOON.

Bob is at a table, looking at a newspaper that makes no sense. The headlines are in English but garbled. Bob looks up to see a portly man in a tropical suit at the table next to him. He resembles Bob in a startling way. Bob then goes up to the bar to buy a drink. A young woman is tending the bar, busy with something under the counter. At Bob’s approach, she turns to him with a smile. She, too, resembles Bob. The music of Karen’s cello stops. Bob tries unsuccessfully to remove the nonsensical newspaper, which has somehow attached itself to his hands and arms.

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM – LATE EVENING.

Bob wakes up, covered with the newspaper. Karen has entered the room.

KAREN

There’s sheets and blankets in your old room. 

BOB

Oh. Great. Maybe I should get some sleep.

INT. BOB’S RENTED CAR ON THE HIGHWAY – DAY.

Bob is driving Stanley and his son Charles, a studious ten-year old boy, out to Stanley’s cabin. Stanley is in the front passenger seat, Charles in the back, admiring the view.

STANLEY

... it’s not worth anything, but after I moved out, I was in this tiny bachelor apartment, and I thought why not just branch out into a cabin in the woods? Instead of having extra room in your big apartment that you can’t enjoy during the week. 

BOB

It’s good to get out of town.

STANLEY

You just come home from work, have a coffee, scream at the TV, sit there reading, go to bed. For any genuine life, one needs to seek the privacy of one’s cabin.

BOB
Yeah.

STANLEY

Then you have your work, your hobbies, your – more hobbies. Then you need time to think things through, I mean fundamentally, no horsing around! Thinking, you know? Analyzing whatever it is you’re presented with in a day of extraordinary wrestling with various conundra.

BOB

Well, I like having a room to work in that’s not forty minutes’ drive away.

STANLEY

Yeah. That could be. Oh, I was thinking last night. When Dad came back, with you, he brought me back a present. Whenever he came back from a trip, he’d bring us something.

BOB

Yeah.

STANLEY

And that time he brought me a book of poetry. I remember it quite clearly. He was away for such a long time, it seemed. I didn’t really read the poems, but it had beautiful illustrations in it by Maxfield Parrish. You know the ones I mean? Everyone had them a few years ago, realistic lithographs, turn of the century, kids with frizzy hair. Bit creepy. 

BOB

Oh yeah, yeah, that book. Where is it? 

STANLEY

Probably in the house, unless someone’s thrown it away. I haven’t seen it in ages. A delightful poem in there about a kid who has nightmares because his parents have – rightly – convinced him he’s wicked.

BOB

So, do you think he got that book in the – in my native land?

STANLEY

I thought about that. He could have bought it in any of the ports they were in. But it seems like if you were spending a lot of time somewhere, that’s where you’d buy some presents. 

BOB

I guess. Or the last place you were, before you got home.

STANLEY

But it’s an odd sort of souvenir from a foreign country. A book in English. You could get it anywhere.
BOB

I should probably help Karen clear out some stuff. It might turn up.  Do you think I could give Karen some rent? If I’m staying for a while? 

STANLEY

You could try.

BOB

Yeah, right.

STANLEY

She really needs a car. I offered to help out, you know. But no dice. Just like Dad that way.

EXT. STANLEY’S CABIN–DAY.

Bob, Stanley and Charles get out of the car in front of a modest, overgrown cabin, bringing a few shopping bags of supplies. Bob pauses to admire the view. Stanley inspects the pathway and removes a weed.

STANLEY

Oh dear me. 

EXT. STANLEY’S CABIN–DAY.

Charles is working on a small archaeological site in the yard, supervised by Stanley and Bob from their lawn chairs. The site is covered with a grid and has revealed mason jars and cans, which Charles whisks at carefully. Bob is crouching near the site as Stanley brings some drinks from the cabin to a makeshift table between the chairs.

BOB 
(To Charles)

Nice clean excavation

CHARLES

We haven’t really recovered anything unusual. I’d say the mason jars aren’t more than twenty years old. 

BOB

Do you know anything about the geology?

CHARLES

Here? I haven’t had time to study it yet, but we’re still assembling an apparatus. You know, the usual stuff.

BOB

I don’t know much about that. But I’ll look into it.

Bob joins Stanley and sits in a chair.

STANLEY

Then I’ll have to do something about insulation.

BOB

You’ve done a lot of work here. Tremendous amount of work.

STANLEY

With a few more improvements, you could live here all the time. You’ve got your computer, TV, all your information. Put in some more shelves for our books. Need a better fax machine. Charles’s mother seems to think he ought to socialize more. She’s keen on that. She’s good at it, she’s really, really good at it. No, to this day, I will say that about her. I have to give her that.  

BOB

I don’t know. It’s nice to get out and talk to people sometimes.

STANLEY

Oh, sure, it’s something you have to do, like eating or washing your face. But man doesn’t live in order to eat and wash his face and socialize. Or does he? 
BOB

I used to think it was just about the most important thing. When I was a student, I was out every night, practically. Any evening spent alone, I thought, “What am I doing here? I might be missing something.” 

STANLEY

Sounds like an addiction. 

BOB

Well, you know – I met interesting people. I surrounded myself people that were amusing, or doing important work.
STANLEY

And then.
BOB

And then, I was busy with work, this and that, and somehow …

STANLEY

Oh, don’t explain. The more you became engaged with your life, the less other people meant to you. I see it all the time. 

BOB

I don’t know how that happened.

STANLEY

Yes, every man is an island, and becomes more so with time. And now I have to check on our salmon.

Stanley gets up and goes toward the cabin. Bob sips his drink and relaxes in the afternoon breeze.

INT. STANLEY’S CABIN–EVENING.

Bob and Stanley are sitting at the dining table with some wine after dinner. Charles is wandering around in the background.

STANLEY

(To Charles, over his shoulder)

That show you watch is on in twenty minutes. 

CHARLES

What show?

STANLEY

That show. The one about the people in the thing. Where they’re in space.

CHARLES

It’s not on any more. Anyway, I really should get down to my homework.

BOB

What kind?

STANLEY

It wouldn’t mean anything to you, it’s some new subject that no one’s never heard of. "Psychopathic Antics".

CHARLES

(From the other room.)

"Social-Ecological Semantics"... 

STANLEY

They found they couldn’t teach whatever it was, so they have to invent a brand-new subject. Then, when they find they can’t teach that, they have to invent another one. And so on. So, where was I? I really need my hat.
BOB

It helps you think?

STANLEY
It helps stop other people from stopping me from thinking. Yeah. So this man, this Tommy Basilik, he bought this place, didn’t look after it. Lived like some kind of hermit. None of the neighbours knew him, didn’t talk to them. He’d come and go, hang out in the woods, I guess. Then he disappeared. 
BOB

How do you mean, “disappeared”?

STANLEY

Nobody knows where he is, or when he left – if he indeed left. The thing is, anybody can go missing.  It happens all the time.

BOB
I guess you’re right, judging by the statistics you see. It’s just odd, because I’ve never actually known any person that went missing. 

STANLEY

How can you be sure? Can you, right now, account for all the people you know? Are you certain that they are where you left them? 

BOB

Sally, for example. I’ve no idea where she might be right now. I know the building she’s moved into, but I don’t know that she has, in fact, moved there. 

STANLEY

There you are. For you, she’s slipped into the twilight zone.

BOB
Still, a missing parent is a bit different. I used to think it was just nuts to read too much into what your parents or your family are like – genealogical stuff, ethnic stuff. It really doesn’t matter, because you have to work with what you have. But I have to admit, this sort of bothered me in an odd way. Because it is one actual person that you thought you knew.

STANLEY
Sure, it’s a fundamental issue. In some cultures, it could be a matter of life and death. Some usurpers might come and try to smother you, if they found out you were the rightful heir to the throne!

BOB
I mean it’s a bit disappointing, in some way. I mean – I don’t know how I feel about all this. When you’re a teenager, you rebel against all that, then you get over it and start to appreciate what your parents went through – you parents become a bit more real, familiar, even – and then – “oops, that’s not really your mother, it was some other person”.   
 STANLEY

Bob, if any one had suggested that one of us had been adopted, I would have put my money on Karen, with her musical talent. No one else can play anything.

BOB

Karen’s a bit like one of those people that are unknowable. I’ve never really known what’s going on with either of them. Karen or Ma. 

STANLEY

After Dad died, I started going over to the house a lot. Just to talk to Ma. It was mostly just me talking about whatever was in the news, ranting, mostly. 

BOB

Well, she liked listening to you. Always eager to hear the latest.

STANLEY

Yeah. So she didn’t really get a chance to tell me anything. So I couldn’t really say that I knew that much about her. Or maybe I just don’t know anything! 

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE–DAY. 
Bob is on a stepladder, trying to get into the attic through a trapdoor in the ceiling of the hall. He struggles briefly. Then the trapdoor pops open, precipitating some dust. 
BOB

(To Karen, unseen.)

There. I think I’ve got something.

Bob climbs up.

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, ATTIC–DAY.

Bob inspects the attic. He examines some shelves of books, not finding the book of poems. He looks at some stacks of comics. He disassembles a small hill of furniture and other articles, to no avail. He attempts to move some heavy boxes, but decides against it when the whole mountain creaks ominously. He opens a biscuit tin of old photographs and checks through them. He takes time off to read an old Time magazine. Back to work, he opens and inspects a trunk, carefully flips through a massive heap of file folders on the floor, and breaks open yet another cardboard box of books. There he eventually finds “Poems of Childhood”. He opens it and looks through it.

 INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM–DAY.

Stanley is reading a newspaper. Coffee cups and a box of doughnuts are on the coffee table. The Music of Karen’s cello is heard. Stanley reads the paper as if it were a puzzling, alien document about strange lands. Bob enters with the book.
BOB

Hi. I found that book. Up in the attic.

STANLEY

Oh. “Poems of Childhood”?

Bob hands Stanley the book.

BOB

Yeah. I remember reading it, or parts of it. That poem you mentioned is the only one I like. But the illustrations are good.

STANLEY

Yes, that’s what always stuck with me.     

The cello music has stopped. Karen enters.
KAREN

Oh, Stan. I thought I heard you.

STANLEY 

(Reading the book.)
Sorry, I didn’t mean to disturb you – 

KAREN

No, no. You brought some doughnuts.

BOB
(To Karen.)

I found that book, “Poems of Childhood”.

STANLEY
Do you mind? I’m trying to read here. .. “Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night / Sailed off in a wooden shoe”. Great. These poems always make me think of tiny Victorian children going to sleep and not waking up. 
BOB
I read through the whole thing up there, more or less. I remember having it around.  

STANLEY 

(Reaching for a doughnut.)
Did you know that in some cultures, the eating of doughnuts is a symbol of contemplation?

BOB
It made me think of being about six or whatever. But other than that, I looked all through it, and there’s nothing really particular about it. It could be from anywhere. 
STANLEY
(Handing the book to Karen.)
It’s from a used book store in Brussels. There’s a little sticker inside the front cover.
BOB

That’s the funny part. Maybe I should try to find it when I’m there.

KAREN 

(Inspecting the book.)
Maybe it’s a good omen for your trip. Does that mean that Dad bought it there? He might have picked it up anywhere.

BOB

Yes. But it’s an American publisher, and he seems to have brought it back from Europe, so it’s a strong possibility that it came form that bookshop. Or not.
KAREN

I wonder why he chose it? They’re very old-fashioned poems, like 1890 or something.
STANLEY

He wasn’t really that interested in poetry. I think he liked the pictures.

KAREN

I think they’re a tad gruesome. I think the whole book is gruesome.   

BOB 

(Taking the book and reading from it.)

Now here’s an odd one:

Whose son am I? An idler’s tot

The son of one who was forgot

Who shaped me, gave me life and fate?

A childless mother and her mate.
Karen and Stanley are silent.

STANLEY

Well, I think – 

KAREN

Well, they didn’t pull any punches back then. What sort of wicked people write poems like that and then serve it up as entertainment for their kids? A bunch of heartless shits.

STANLEY

You have to bear in mind, people at that time were more open than we are about many things. They didn’t like it, but they had to face – 

KAREN

Didn’t like it my ass. They wallowed in it. 

BOB

Gee, I didn’t mean –  

KAREN

It took the mass slaughter of World War I to shake them out of this sick, “oh boo-hoo, the death of Nell” mentality. The war held up a mirror, and they didn’t like what they saw.

STANLEY

Two points. First, you’re being unfair to Charles Dickens, who, as you are aware, was instrumental in introducing significant social reforms. Second, I submit that the path to mass  – 

BOB

Gosh, I –  

KAREN

What, have you been retained by …         

Both Karen and Stanley relent.
BOB

… Anyway, I didn’t remember this poem. But it struck me as odd.

STANLEY

I really doubt that Dad read the whole thing, and saw that poem. I think he just liked the pictures, the old-fashioned style. He may have had such a book when he was a kid, or his parents did. 

BOB

That’s what I thought. But then, he intended the book for you. He wasn’t some kind of morbid guy. He probably read the book and thought it was amusing. Don’t you think? 

---

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM-DAY.

Bob is at the desk in the corner, trying unsuccessfully to plot something on his laptop.

BOB

Okay, let’s try … oh, okay. Okay, how about – ? No? Okay.

His laptop makes angry clicking noises.
BOB

Oh, all right then. Be that way.

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, HALLWAY – DAY.

Bob is on the phone trying to confirm his tickets.

BOB

Yeah. I’m still here. No! Can you not do that? Because – 

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM – AFTERNOON.

Bob is sitting on the couch on the phone, poking at his laptop.

BOB

No, I want to confirm my ticket to Brussels, it’s – no, I already talked to them, they put me on hold, then I got passed to you, and I just need – Noooo! No, please don’t – 

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM – LATE AFTERNOON.

Bob is sitting on the couch, looking at a website on his laptop and holding the phone to his ear.

BOB
Yes. I’m looking at your website. No, the information I’m looking for is not there. No. No. No, I won’t hold, if you don’t talk to me right now I’m going to hack your website and put pornographic pictures on it. Yes. That’s right, really bad ones. Bestiality and female domination. Oh, thank you. Yes, that would be nice. Well, that’s very kind! Okay!

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – DAY.
Bob, Stanley and Charles are having lunch, seated in a booth.

STANLEY

It’s a difficult question. I know a lot of people disagree, but I like to keep Charles at least moderately informed, especially where it concerns his status. Without being a bore about it. I don’t bore you, do I, Charles?

CHARLES

No.

STANLEY

Anyway, that’s all I know. The ball is in her court. There’s not really much she can do. Successfully, I mean.

BOB

Well, she has some moves, but they wouldn’t work?

STANLEY

That’s right. 

BOB

Hm. 

STANLEY
And what about Sally? Any news?

BOB

No. She phoned yesterday, as soon as I got finished with the tickets.

STANLEY

Contrite?

BOB

No. Compassionate. Empathetic. Yet adamant.

STANLEY
Adamant withal. I see. So this trip of yours is still on?

BOB

Yes. It’s just a conference. Not really a holiday or something.

STANLEY
While in Brussels, don’t forget to visit the Maison du Roi – almost entirely rebuilt in 1695. Other notable buildings include the Hotel de ville, which some compare to – 

BOB

Thanks, I’ll buy a guidebook. I’ll need one.  I always feel disoriented in strange places. Have you been studying up on it or something? 

STANLEY

Not really. Just one or two things. We have a client over there. And I was just telling Charles about it  

BOB (To Charles.)

Oh! I’ll send you some postcards. Try and find something interesting. 

CHARLES

Oh. Thanks… if you think that’s really necessary. 

BOB

What do you mean? What are you talking about?
STANLEY

He means, he would be grateful for any postcard from you. Under any circumstances. 

Bob looks from one to the other in bafflement.  

INT. STANLEY’S APARTMENT–DAY. 
Bob and Stanley are in Stanley’s study, drinking coffee.
STANLEY

Well, I did a bit of work on your case, here. I took a few days off to make some inquiries. 

BOB

That’s what your special project was?

STANLEY

Yeah!

BOB

Gosh, I didn’t think – that’s a lot of stuff.

STANLEY

Don’t get excited. It’s mostly false leads. It’s all the stuff that’s not helpful. All I’ve really done is discount a lot of possibilities.

BOB

Stan, that’s a tremendous amount of work.

STANLEY

It’s difficult. Normally, when you’re looking for somebody, you start off with an established person. You have some kind of starting point. So-and-so, he was born here, he was this guy’s brother – what’s become of him? Or, you have an established person, and you want to find out what his real history is, where he really comes from, if he was doing something else before. But this is a lot harder: the person is hypothetical.

BOB

Yeah.

STANLEY

Somebody knew Dad. And gave birth to you. That’s all. It could be anybody. And, of course, it’s a good while ago. It’s like – well, I’m not good with exquisitely apt metaphors, but if I could come up with one, then that’s what this would be exactly like. Just exactly.

BOB

Right.

STANLEY

So, I’ll give you the short version. I won’t bore you with minutiae, impedimenta, etc. Although, again, it’s not much.

BOB

Stan, I’m oddly moved that you’ve gone to so much trouble.

STANLEY

I started out by assuming that your birthday, the fifteenth, is your real birthday, because it’s quite likely Dad knew it, and had no reason to hide it. You would only do that to hide someone’s identity, which I don’t believe is the case. So, assuming that’s your real birthday, then we’re looking for someone born on that day, but otherwise unaccounted for. Next, by the same token, why not assume that your name is, in fact, the name you were given at birth? It’s likely your mother would have named you, no matter what. And why change that?

BOB

So in a sense you’ve treated me as a missing person.

STANLEY

Right. As far as anyone else is concerned, you are. All missing people are like that. They know where they are. It’s their annoying friends that don’t.

BOB

I never thought of it that way.

STANLEY

Yes, well. Unless they’ve been drugged and brainwashed or killed. But we know where you are. You’re right here. Then I assume you were born in Antwerp, since that’s where the book was from. Your mother might have been from somewhere else, and she might have gone home to give birth, but it’s just as likely she would have stayed there, in the relatively anonymous, bustling port. So here’s a list I obtained, don’t ask how, of children born on that date in Antwerp. 
BOB 
(Looking at the list.)
Wow. There’s only about forty here.

STANLEY

Yeah. Forty-three kids born that day. And Robert is a fairly common name. But not that common. So there are three.
BOB
Incredible. Stanley, this is amazing.

STANLEY

It doesn’t really tell us much. Now this one, Robert Deschenes, he’s a real guy, was enrolled in school and everything. So he’s accounted for. The other two, as far as I can tell, are not. 

BOB

Robert de Jong and Robert Duvivier. 

STANLEY

But all that means is if these two are not accounted for, and my assumptions are correct, then one of them might be you. 

BOB
That’s difficult to assess. I mean, what we know here. I can’t ask “how likely is it that I am one of these Roberts?” 

STANLEY

No. Either we know or we don’t. Now, all this stuff there, in those folders, that’s additional things I traced. Those are basically records of people who are also not you. Of course, it’s not comprehensive, but it gives you some idea of the scope. 

BOB

Wow, the people who are not me – I had no idea there could be so many.

BOB

––
INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM–DAY.

Bob is sitting on the couch, half poking at his laptop, half watching the muted TV and yawning. The music of Karen’s cello is heard. The music stops. Karen comes into the room.

BOB

Taking a break?

KAREN

Yeah. I’m making some coffee. You want some?

BOB

Sure. I’m supposed to be doing some work, but I can’t seem to get anything done.

KAREN

Oh. Is the music bothering you?

BOB

No, no. It’s a bunch of other things. Irrelevance.

KAREN

What irrelevant things?

BOB

No, irrelevant data. Hard to concentrate on  irrelevance when all this drama is being unfolded. Irrelevant drama. 

BOB

Well – I guess we got along okay.

KAREN

You and Ma, yeah. She was always worried about Stanley. How he was doing. The Antichrist who divorced him. Charles. She never worried about you because she always thought you were okay.

BOB

Well, I am. Or was.

KAREN

People think that, if you tend not to be a big baby! I think towards the end she was thinking, I mean, I think this business didn’t bother her until now. 

INT.KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM-EVENING.

Bob is sitting at a desk in the corner, poking at his laptop. Karen can be heard playing the cello in another room. Bob is apparently flipping from one set of notes to another, and back to his text. 

BOB

My head is empty. I can’t think of anything. 
Bob stands up, walks around. 

BOB
I could really use his dumb hat.

––––––––––
EXT. TOWN–DAY.

Bob is walking around the town, along familiar streets. He passes his old schoolyard, where children completely unknown to him are playing. He watches an old building being demolished. Eventually, just outside a coffee shop, he sees Wally, a friend of his own age, coming to meet him.

WALLY

You can still find your way around?

BOB

Just about. Everything looks so different.

WALLY

Lot of changes, especially since about four years ago. Lot of the smaller businesses – gone. Because of the malls.

BOB

I saw that. Donny’s is gone.

WALLY

Oh, yeah. That was a while back. But there’s new businesses. Like this one. (He motions to the tavern nearby.) Do you want to get a drink?

BOB

Sure. 

INT. TAVERN–DAY.

Bob and Wally are sitting at the bar, having a drink.

WALLY

So. what have you been doing? What’s the good word? I haven’t seen you in a dog’s age. 

BOB

I haven’t been home in a while. I was back for a few days about four years ago. I’m still piecing together all the events that have led me here. 

WALLY

You came home after your dad passed on. Sorry to hear about that.

BOB

Oh. Thanks. 

WALLY

You’re still at the University?

BOB

Yeah. I’m supposed to be doing some work right now, actually. 

WALLY

So you might stay for a while, up at the house?

BOB

That’s the idea. It’s great being back, you know. But there’s something about a place you’ve been away from for a long time. It feels different.

WALLY

Well, things change. People come and go.

BOB

Yeah, it’s something more than that. In a funny way, it’s like this place isn’t really the same place I knew. I don’t mean anything’s changed. 

WALLY

You mean, the town we grew up in and this place just aren’t the same place.

BOB

Yes.

WALLY

Just think of – when we were in high school, it was a whole different world, then. Everyone had a different future ahead of them. Now – it’s like they already played that round.

BOB

Yeah. I guess.

WALLY

Some people have no future left – I mean, they settled for the job and the marriage, the kids. Now they don’t have any moves left. 

BOB

I don’t know – 

Wally signals to the bartender affirmatively.

WALLY

If you’ve bought a house, that sort of firms it up. You’ve bought a house?

BOB

No. 

WALLY

You’re not married, either. Your brother Stan, though – he was divorced, he had to give up the house, so he bought himself the Basilik place. 

BOB

“Basilik place”? That’s what it’s called? 

WALLY

I promised myself I wouldn’t talk real estate with Bobby – but yeah.

BOB

Oh, sorry.

WALLY

No, I mean – I didn’t want to bore you. But, yeah. It belonged to this guy, Tommy Basilik. He made all this money off of dental equipment or something, after the war. People said it was black market dealings, in Europe, and it went on for a long time. Then he got into some trouble, so he cashed out, came here, and secluded himself. He bought this old farm, or a part of it – it used to be orchards, but they sliced it up into little properties, and he bought one. 

BOB

Stan told me about that. How he didn’t talk to anyone, kept to himself. 

WALLY

Yeah. I don’t really know if any of this is true, but the story is that he was hiding out – all the people he dealt with were looking for him, various agencies were looking for him. I don’t think that’s true, but he didn’t want to have to do with people, I know that.  

BOB

Stanley said he disappeared or something.

WALLY

Disappeared? Somebody caught up with him, more likely. 

BOB

You think so?

WALLY

I don’t know. That’s what people said. Every time they find human remains somewhere in the woods, everyone jokes about how it must be Tommy Basilik. Usually they’re identified, eventually, but not always. Two or three years ago somebody discovered some human bones in a woodlot – I don’t think they ever figured out who it was.
BOB

You mean he might have been found and nobody would know?

WALLY

Why not? How would anyone know if it was him or not? Since no one knew anything about him, barely knew what he looked like.

BOB

They would know it was a man, of a certain age, I guess, and that would be it. Funny, one guy disappears, nobody knows who he was, then some bones turn up, and no one knows who that is.
WALLY
Or it could be a completely different unknown guy. That’s possible.

BOB

Two completely different unknown guys, unknown to each other, crossing by unknown paths. 

WALLY

Is that a poem? 
BOB

No. 

INT. TAVERN–DAY.
Bob returns from the washroom.
WALLY

So what’s next? Any travel plans?

BOB

I’m going to a conference in Brussels. About math stuff, it’s, as my boss says, “crucial” that I go. And I’m supposed to read a paper about the stuff I’ve been working on. But I don’t actually have the paper written, though. I’m stuck.

WALLY

Oh? What’s the problem?

BOB

I used to believe that random things could occur. But it’s impossible to say how that’s possible. Because, if you could say how it’s possible, then you’re predicting them, and then they couldn’t be random. But that’s not a problem.

WALLY

It could happen, I guess. But why is that important?

BOB

Well, yeah, exactly!

WALLY
I was thinking, when you were in the head – that Basilik guy? You used to see him around town, sort of scowling at people. Like some kind of homeless guy. But actually he had all this money stashed away.

BOB
People always think that about panhandlers, but in his case …

WALLY

You must have seen him. Old guy, filthy blue overcoat, toque in all weathers. Around here. 

BOB

I must have. 

WALLY

A tall guy. Always staring at people.

BOB

Oh, him. Yeah. Didn’t he practically chase us out of the doughnut shop once?

WALLY

Yeah. 

BOB

Man, that guy gave me the creeps. I’d forgotten all about it. 
WALLY

That’s what happens when you go away – you forget this really important shit. 

––––––––––
INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM–LATE EVENING.

Karen shows Bob some photographs. 

BOB

I’ve seen that lots of times. That’s some of Dad’s friends.

KAREN

This one here, Ma she said she was your mother, Eva. 

BOB

Can’t really tell much from that.

KAREN

I know. She just looks like anyone. Well, I guess everyone does. Too bad you can’t see her shoes.

BOB

Shoes?

KAREN

Yeah. You can tell a lot about someone from their shoes.

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, SITTING ROOM-DAY. 

STANLEY

You’re still going on this junket to Europe, are you?

BOB

It’s just a conference, the International Random Conference. I have to read a paper. Which I dread.
STANLEY

I thought you might like to take Charles with you.

BOB

To Brussels? Me? Sure. I mean, you can – you’ve taken care of everything?

STANLEY

It’s all taken care of. Ticket, money, letters of marque, etc.

BOB

Sure, that would be fun. Okay. (To Charles.) You want to go? You’re all okay with it?

CHARLES

Yes, it’ll be interesting, Bob.

BOB

Okay then.

Bob gets up.

BOB

Hey, I got some chips and stuff. I’ll just …

KAREN

Really? 

Bob and Karen both head into the kitchen.

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, KITCHEN-DAY.

BOB

Do you think, uh –

KAREN

I thought I’d make some coffee. What’s he doing?

BOB

I don’t know. I suppose it must be okay. He hasn’t gone completely nuts, has he?

KAREN

Not that you’d notice. There’s nothing going on, I don’t think. 

BOB

There isn’t any pending court thing or something, right?

KAREN

Not that I know of.

BOB

He couldn’t be planning some kind of demarche, could he?

KAREN

Well, he wouldn’t say anything unless it was already underway. So he might be planning something and not tell us. But I don’t think he would involve you in any way, either.

BOB

No, that’s true. I just don’t want to get arrested at the airport and charged with whatever. Conspiracy abduction 2.

KAREN

No, that’s not possible. Still. What a nerve! I could go next door and get some dip.

BOB

There’s some here. In that tub.

KAREN

Oh, right. Ugh, it’s onion. 

They return to the living room. Bob carries the chips, dip, and a bowl, Karen some coffee cups and milk.

INT. KAREN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM-DAY.

BOB

You don’t like chips and dip anyway.

KAREN

I know. I keep thinking I would, though. I keep thinking I ought to get some chips, then at the last minute I realize I don’t even like them.

BOB

Incredible!

STANLEY

But true nonetheless. How to fathom the strange business? And now, these things having been said, Bob – here’s some money for expenses. 

BOB

I really don’t need any, really, Stan, don’t – 

STANLEY

No. There. And here’s some information, addresses and whatnot.

KAREN

No point in trying to resist. Charles, have some chips. 

STANLEY 

(To Karen)

Since they’re going to Europe, can they pick you up anything?

KAREN

H’mm. I could use some cello strings, if you think of it. If it’s on the way.

STANLEY

What kind? Where do you get them?

KAREN

Just a minute.

Karen hurries from the room to get the information.

BOB

Charles’s mother knows where we’ll be?

STANLEY

I left her a message. I mean, it’s only a couple of days. Something came up, blah blah blah blah blah, blah blah with my work, blah blah back soon blah. 

BOB

Well, okay.

STANLEY

I was thinking of planning a trip myself and taking Charles along, but since you’re going anyway. I’ve got some things to do at the moment, and, if it’s no trouble.

BOB

Of course not, it’s better to have a buddy along. So, I’ll be heading out around nine, if that’s, like, okay.

STANLEY

Super. We’ll be here. And thanks again, Bob.

KAREN 

(Having returned with an empty string packet which she gives to Bob as a sample.)

There. Just if you think of it. 

INT. AIRPORT DEPARTURE AREA – DAY. 

Bob and Charles are waiting for their flight. A security guard draws near. Bob glances at him with unease, worried that they might be after him for abducting Charles.

INT. AIRPORT BOARDING AREA – DAY. 

Bob and Charles are preparing to go through the gate. As their turn approaches, Bob watches the various officials closely. They pass unchallenged.

INT. AIRPLANE CABIN – EVENING.

Bob and Charles are talking on the airplane.

BOB

So, that’s why, as I was saying earlier, you would need to make more frequent samples further along in the event. Because – 

CHARLES

– I think I see what you mean, Bob.    

BOB

I guess the big problem is figuring out how important something is going to be before you actually get there.

CHARLES

That’s sort of like your problem.

BOB

How do you figure that?

CHARLES

Well, with this conference. You couldn’t decide whether to go or not, because you didn’t know how good it would be.

BOB

I guess you’re right.

CHARLES

Then as it gets closer, you think about it more. I sometimes feel that way about all kinds of things, things I don’t want to do. 

BOB

Yeah, that happens, doesn’t it?

CHARLES

Then, when you think about it, how it will really be, it’s not so bad. I mean it’s not so bad when you’re actually there.

BOB

That’s true.

--
EXT. BUSY STREET – DAY.

Bob and Charles are taking in the sights of the great city.
BOB
Isn’t it beautiful?

CHARLES

Yes.
EXT. ANOTHER BUSY STREET – DAY.
Bob and Charles are taking in some more sights. 

BOB

It’s an important historical building.

CHARLES

Yes. It is. 

BOB

Anyway, the important thing is not to get lost. You know what I mean?

CHARLES

Sure. I won’t get lost.

BOB
I mean, imagine having to explain your parents, “He slipped away. Must have lost him. Sorry.”
CHARLES
No, that would be pretty awkward, Bob. So I’ll try to keep an eye on you. 

They walk further.

BOB

Maybe it seems odd. I don’t usually get so weird about things like that. It’s just unfamiliar surroundings. 

CHARLES (Studying map).

Well, we have a map.   

BOB

Oh, I’m not really that good with maps. Not as good as you, probably.

CHARLES

How’s that?

BOB

Well, it’s hard to keep track of everything. You have to know where you are, and where you’re going. Too many variables. Besides, they never look like the place where you are. Too flat.

CHARLES

You just have to imagine you’re above it. 
BOB

I know. It’s just an impression. You know those maps where it says “You Are Here”? That just cracks me up. I don’t feel like I’m there. Or anywhere.

CHARLES

But you’re always wherever you are. Have you ever been lost, Bob?

BOB

I don’t know. I must have been. You?

CHARLES

Not really. Just for a few minutes, like when I was going to a new school, and couldn’t find someplace. But I knew I was in the school.

BOB

Me too. But you can feel lost, even if you know where you are. Or maybe that’s the problem. Maybe I just think I know where I am. 
CHARLES
We’re back at the hotel again, Bob.

BOB

I knew that.

INT.  

--
INT. CONFERENCE CENTER, A LECTURE HALL – DAY.

An lecturer is reading his paper to a semi-interested group including Bob and Charles.
LECTURER
So, as you can see – the results differed so much from Aghabekian (1982) that we turned to – ah – 

BOB 

(To Charles.)
I think I’ll just step out and call that Duvivier woman. Save my seat!

INT. CONFERENCE CENTER, PHONE BOOTH–DAY. 
Bob is on the phone trying to contact Mme. Duvivier. 

BOB

Oui, je suis encore là. Mme. Duvivier? Je m’appelle Bob Graves – oh, good. Sorry. Yes, that would be good. Right. Well, I can be there tomorrow afternoon. Let’s see – where’s that again?    
EXT. BOB’S HOTEL, ENTRANCE – AFTERNOON.

Bob and Charles are returning to the hotel.

BOB

It’s just a couple blocks from here, so I figure we can walk. We’ll come back, have lunch, and then make our way over. 

CHARLES

Maybe you ought to go by yourself?

BOB

What do you mean? I can’t leave you unattended.

CHARLES

I can go to the movies. That’s okay, isn’t it? It’s no different from being at home.

BOB

But – what movie?  

CHARLES
There’s a multiplex up the street. They’ve got everything.
BOB

No, I guess I mean – do you not want to meet this woman? She sounds okay. 

CHARLES

I’m sure she’s a lovely person, Bob. I just thought you would want a little privacy.

BOB

I suppose it’s possible this Duvivier woman might feel a bit more comfortable that way. I mean, as far as I’m concerned – 

CHARLES

I know. 

BOB 
(Stopping in his tracks.)

Okay. Let’s work this out. I’ll drop you at the multiplex. See the Duvivier woman. Now, if I’m not back before the movie’s over – which shouldn’t happen – you’ll wait for me in the lobby of the multiplex. 

CHARLES

Okay.

BOB

You won’t wander off or something, or, or – 

Charles looks at Bob as if about to say something with exasperation.

BOB

– no,  no, of course not. What was I thinking.

INT. CAFÉ–AFTERNOON.
Irina Duvivier, Bob’s mother’s niece, is sitting at a table. Bob enters, looks around, and goes to her table..
BOB

Mm. Duvivier? I talked to you on the phone? I’m Bob.

IRINA

Irina. Nice to meet you, at last. How was your trip? Okay?

BOB

Fine. So – 

IRINA 

(Looking at Bob.)
Hm. So what can I tell you about your mother? As you know, she died ten years ago. 

BOB

Yes, I knew that.

IRINA

She was born in Graz in 1951. After that, the family moved around, and ended up in Belgium. That’s where your father met her. They were married for a short time. Then your father left, I’m afraid.
BOB

Excuse me – married?

IRINA

Yes. There were no other children, as you know.
BOB

Ah – yes. 

IRINA

I brought some pictures. You should have them.

BOB

Oh, really, I don’t know. That’s not necessary.

IRINA 

(Retrieving an envelope of photographs from her purse.)
No, take them. We’ve many others. You have them. 
BOB

That’s very kind, I’m sure – 

IRINA

(Showing Bob the photographs.)
There, this is Eva when she is eight. And here, with her parents – your grandparents. And this is, I don’t know where, with your father.
BOB

(Examining the photograph.)

He looks very different there. 

IRINA

Yes? And here’s Eva with I don’t know who, some friends, and that’s a much later picture. A few years before she died.
BOB
Did she – my mother – ever marry again?

IRINA
Yes, Eva married later, but she had no other children.

BOB 

(Examining another photograph.)

This is more like it.

IRINA (Leaning over to see.)

Yes, that’s William Graves, your foster father.

BOB

No, that’s my father.

IRINA

That’s William Graves.

BOB

Yes.

IRINA

He is your foster father – didn’t you know that?

BOB

He’s – are you saying that this, this Eva was married to some other man entirely? And that I’m their son?

IRINA

I’m sorry, I just assumed that you knew this. I’m very sorry, Bob. 

BOB
It’s a bit odd. So both my parents are complete strangers to me. They never actually knew me or anything. Neither of them.

IRINA

I’m sorry, Bob. I knew who you were. I knew that my aunt had a son, whom she gave up, but I didn’t think – 

BOB
Well, it doesn’t matter now. But what happened? How – what happened?
IRINA

How did what happen?

BOB

How do people just do things like this?
IRINA

It was simple. Eva’s husband left long before you were born, and she decided she wouldn’t be able to look after you for a while. So William Graves agreed to take you. 

BOB

What seemed to be the problem? 

IRINA

I don’t know. Nobody knows. I didn’t know Eva until much later, of course, and I was still very young when she died. 

BOB
But you can’t just – take someone’s kid home with you. There’s laws about adoption and so on. 

IRINA

Not if no one says anything. William Graves didn’t know what to do. He must have thought, “I’ll look after him, if no one else will.” And then it was time for him to return. So what else could he do?
BOB

I don’t know. Gone to the authorities or something. 

IRINA

Yes. They would put you in an orphanage. But he was already looking after you. So … and I don’t know that your mother wanted to find you that badly. She was away in the south and, I think, Italy for a few years. 
BOB

Well, when you put it like that. But how well did “William Graves” know these parents of mine?
IRINA

Oh, he knew them. I don’t know how well. He just happened to be around, and ended up babysitting you.
Bob spends a few moments absorbing all this.
BOB

… Well, you’ve been very kind, going to the trouble of telling me all this. Giving me these pictures.
IRINA

Her second husband is still alive. You could see him and maybe find out something. Do you want to do that?

BOB

You know – it’s very kind of you to see me, and all, but I’m starting to feel that I’ve taken up an awful lot of your time already. Everybody’s time, really. I don’t think that there’s a lot more to be learned, somehow.

Bob gathers the photographs. He takes a closer look at one.
BOB

So this man, you say, was my actual father.

IRINA

Yes. Antoine. Eva’s first husband. Have you never met him?
BOB

No. I didn’t even know of his existence.

IRINA

No, of course. He came back, for a while. But Eva would have nothing more to do with him, and he went away to America, I think.

Bob considers this, looking at the picture. Then he puts the materials in his briefcase and gets up to leave. 

BOB
I was very nice to meet you, Irina, and thanks again.

IRINA

Good luck!

EXT. BUSSTOP ON A BUSY STREET – DAY.

Bob and Charles are waiting for a bus. Bob is collating his map and bus schedule.

BOB

The one thing we don’t want is to get lost. I’m – I hate to admit it, but I’m just a bit confused here. I don’t understand why … 

CHARLES

I think this might be it.

BOB

Remember, if we get separated, or whatever, you can get a cab back to the hotel. 

CHARLES

Okay.

BOB

And just wait for me there. Because I’ll know … 

A bus approaches. Charles examines it attentively.

BOB

(Studying map.)

Leaves the terminus at 13:03 … well, whatever that means. I think the next bus should be – or, wait now. 

CHARLES 

(Looking at approaching bus.)

This is it here.

The bus pulls up. Charles gets on, unaware that Bob is not directly behind him. Bob continues to study his map as the bus leaves. Charles watches him from his window, a little puzzled, as he speeds away.

BOB

Okay.

Bob looks around, startled, then desperate.

BOB

Charles! What – oh Jesus. Jesus, Jesus, Jesus.

(Addressing bystanders.)

Oh – uh – vous  n’avez pas vu un petit garçon de dix ans, comme ça? Il était juste à coté de moi.

MAN

Non, monsieur.

WOMAN

Le petit? C’est votre fils?

BOB

Non, c’est le fils de – vous l’avez vu? 

WOMAN

Il est monté sur l’autobus, monsieur. 

MAN

Qu’est-ce qu’il y a?

WOMAN

Il a perdu son enfant!

MAN

Bof.

BOB

Mais – sur quel autobus? 

WOMAN

Celui qui vient de partir. 

BOB

Mais … Jesus.

Bob takes up his map and bus schedule, which he studies furiously. Another bus pulls up. Bob jumps on, thinking its destination is the same as the previous bus. The bus speeds off on an entirely different route. Bob looks back and forth between his maps and the passing scenery, vainly attempting to reconcile them.

EXT. BUSSTOP ON A BUSY STREET – DAY.

A bus has stopped and Bob is leaning into the open door, quizzing the driver about bus routes.

EXT. BUSY STREET – DAY.

Bob is stopping pedestrians for directions, gesturing at his maps.

EXT. BUSSTOP OUTSIDE CONFERENCE CENTER – DAY.

Charles gets off the bus and sees the entrance to the conference center. He goes in.

INT. CONFERENCE CENTER, LOBBY – DAY.

Charles goes up to the reception desk, staffed by several people. 

CHARLES (To a security official at the desk.)

Excusez-moi, monsieur. J’ai perdu mon oncle.

EXT. CONFERENCE CENTER, ENTRANCE – DAY.

A police car pulls up. Bob and a policeman get out.

INT. CONFERENCE CENTER, LOBBY – DAY.

Charles and one of the guards are playing dominoes. They look up.

GUARD

Tiens. On l’a trouvé, ton oncle.

CHARLES

Bob! We’ve been looking all over for you.

BOB

Uh. Yeah! I must have got on the wrong bus there. So! Let’s see. Room 3308 … 

CHARLES

I think I know where that is. 

BOB

Well, of course, you’ve had time to study the building. Lead the way. Too much information, you know. I got lost.

CHARLES

It’s okay, Bob. It happens.

INT. BOB’S HOTEL ROOM – EVENING.
Bob comes out of the bathroom with a towel over his shoulder. Charles is watching a game show on TV.

And that was the weird thing. Neither of them took any notice. Weird, huh?

My Dad phoned – just to see how we are.

B gives his paper, guy comes up and talks about relative Tony

Two other dead people. Complete strangers, even to each other. I hope they had a good life. Like mine.
--  

The End
