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Ian and Kat are sitting at the bar drinking beers
and watching the game. There’s a basket of chips be-
tween the two of them.

ANNOUNCER (O0.S.)
That’s a home run for the Indians!
Maybe they’ll be able to pull this
one out after all!

Ian CHEERS along with the rest of the bar. Kat is
watching him with a smile on her face. She doesn’t
care about watching the game, but she likes watching
his reactions. The game goes to a commercial.

IAN
That went better than I thought,
but still no luck. You get any
bites?

He takes a drink of his beer and Kat shrugs.

KAT
There were a couple guys that I
guess I wouldn’t mind seeing again.

Ian turns on his stool to face her completely.

IAN
I know why I don’t date, but what’s
up with you?

KAT
Let’s say you’re not the creepiest
guy I‘ve ever been on a date with.

IAN

For starters I would remind you
that I'm not creepy. It’s the job.
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KAT
Ian, I'm so sorry.

He smiles at her and rests his hand on top of hers.

IAN

Don‘t be. First day of mortician
school you learn that death is part
of life. Expected, unexpected. It
dcesn’t matter.

(beat)
Helping other people find that
peace of mind, it’s one of my
favorite parts of my job.

KAT
When you put it that way your job
doesn’t sound so morbid.

IAN
I'm a grief counselor with advanced
knowledge of anatomy.

CHEERS erupt from thne crowd around them. Ian looks
up at the television set and takes his hand away

from Kat’s.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
Bottom of the seventh and the
Indians officially have the lead!

Kat stares at where her hand is still resting on his
arm before siowly pulling it away.

KAT
At least your team is getting lucky
tonight.

IAN

Doesn’t matter. There’s no way
they’re making it to the Series
this year.






