Ode to a Boise Boy on the Lancaster Bridge

Alistair – a depressed poet, the kind of guy you want to punch in the face

Jenny – a productive member of society.  And a jogger.

Sam – the sole operator for the “Suicide Help Line”.  Passionate about violence.
It is night.  Alistair, dressed all in black ‘n’ gothy, walks along a bridge.  He writes languidly in a notebook, dramatically pausing and savoring his own misunderstood genius.  He pauses to read what he wrote and clutches his chest, his heart is breaking.


ALISTAIR
(shouting to the world) Well, if that’s the way you feel about it, I’m just going back to Boise!

He starts to cry in that really douchbaggery way people do when they want attention.  He looks around and sees that he is alone.


ALISTAIR
(totes melodramatic) Boise.  The land of potatoes and sorrow.  My heart is a potato.  A lonely potato left lying on the plate of solitude.  Its pale flesh crumbling like the dreams of youth, waiting only to be discarded into the compost of eternity.

Alistair closes his notebook and lays it gently on the railing of the bridge. He crawls over the rail and stands precariously on the ledge, nearly losing his balance before catching himself.  Alistair carefully looks down at the river below.


ALISTAIR
O gentle stream, take me away.  Take me to into your watery embrace and save me from my endless torment.  

Alistair takes out a single black rose, smells it.

Ditch.  My soul, my soul.  My soul is in a ditch.  Wet and loveless.  (beat) Wait, no not wet.  Moist?  Humid?  It is humid and loveless?  No.  Sultry.  Soggy.  Sodden…Damp..Dank.  Dank!  (starts over)  It is dank and loveless.  I can know no joy and thus surrender to its doom.  

Alistair  is about to toss the rose into the river and stops.  He carefully turns and lays it gently on his notebook of shitty-ass poems.  He turns back to the ledge and starts to psyche himself up to jump.  It’s obvious he’s really scared to actually to jump.  JENNY is jogging by.   She passes him and does a double take as she notices ALISTAIR.  She takes out her headphones and watches him for a moment until she realizes what he is trying to do.


JENNY
Hey, hey!  What are you doing!?

JENNY startles ALISTAIR, who almost falls.  


ALISTAIR
Jesus Christ, don’t just sneak up on a guy like that!


JENNY
What are you doing on the ledge?


ALISTAIR
(regaining his dramatic composure) None of your concern.


JENNY
Like hell it isn’t.  Are you trying to off yourself?


ALISTAIR

“Off” myself.  “Off” myself.  You off a light switch.  You off an obsolete computer.  Off a human life?  I am leaving this dreadful amusement park ride you all call humanity.  So if you don’t mind…


JENNY
Jesus Christ, you’re really trying to jump.  

She runs to ledge.  As she reaches to grab him, he pulls his hand away and nearly loses his balance.  He cries out in panic.


ALISTAIR
What are you trying to do, lady?  Kill me?


JENNY
No, that’d be gravity.


ALISTAIR
This is a very personal thing.  I don’t need you to interfere.


JENNY
You need help.  Suicide is never the answer.


ALISTAIR
(looking away wistfully into the darkness)  Sometimes the sweet, sweet call of death to break one free from the cage of—


JENNY
(cutting him off) I’m calling the cops.  


ALISTAIR
What?  Wait, don’t do that.


JENNY
(pulls out her cellphone) Then come off that ledge and stop me.


ALISTAIR
If you call the cops I’m jumping right now.


JENNY
Wait.  Please, don’t jump.


ALISTAIR
Then no cops.


JENNY
Ok, ok.  No cops. 


ALISTAIR
Thank you.


JENNY
Do you want to talk about it?


ALISTAIR
There is no point in words any longer.


JENNY
Is there someone I can call?


ALISTAIR
Alas, I am alone.


JENNY
Oh wait, I know...

JENNY pulls out her cellphone, and let’s pretend it’s one of those nifty smart phones, and starts search.


ALISTAIR
Hey, you said you weren’t going to call the cops.


JENNY
I’m not, but you obviously need to talk to someone.  (searching her phone)  Suicide, suicide, suicide…ah, here it is.  “Suicide Help Line, local professional, prompt and speedy service”  Sounds like a winner.  (dials) Hello?  Is this the Suicide Help Line?  Oh, good.  No, it’s not for me.  Yes, I’m sure.  There is a man named… (she looks to Alistair expectedly)


ALISTAIR
Alistair.  Alistair of the Eternal Sorrow.


JENNY
(rolls her eyes) Mr. Eternal Sorrow…yeah. I’m sure you get a lot of those.  Yes, we’re on the Lancaster Bridge and he says he’s going to jump.  Can you get here soon?  Thank you.  Hopefully we’ll both still be here.  (she hangs up).  She says she’s on the way.


ALISTAIR
Joy.


JENNY
The name is Jenny, by the way.


ALISTAIR
How beautifully ordinary.


JENNY
Yeah, notice how I’m not the one standing on the ledge of a bridge.


ALISTAIR
Funny, I can’t quite hear the compassion through the thunderous volume of your sarcasm.


JENNY
Sorry.  But why on earth to you want to kill yourself?

Before Alistair can answer there is the sound of a screeching wheels.  SAM enters, running towards the two.  She is dressed like a professional and carries a large bag with her.  She stops to catch her breath.


JENNY 


Wow.  That was fast.


ALISTAIR
Yea…kind of impressive.


SAM
No time to waste when death is on the line. (she holds out her hand to JENNY) Sam. Sam Killroy.  Short for Samara, not Samantha.  Right.  So where’s our jumper?

JENNY points to Alistair on the ledge. SAM reaches out to shake his hand.


SAM
Sam Killroy.  Nice to meet ya.

ALISTAIR carefully reaches over to shake her hand.


ALISTAIR
Likewise—(he nearly loses his balance) Whoa.


SAM
Whoops sorry about that, Alistair.  I can call you Alistair, can’t I?  It’s important that we be on a first name basis here, don’t you think?  I think so.  Ok, Alistair, what brings you out here tonight?


ALISTAIR
The dark shadows that invade—


JENNY
I really wouldn’t get him started, if I were you.


SAM
Ah, poet.  I see.  Don’t worry, I’m a professional.  I’ve dealt with suicidal artists, poets, writers, jugglers, dancers, trapeze artists, musicians, singers, mimes…oh dear god, you wouldn’t believe the mimes.  Now, Alistair, it’s important that we form a bond of trust, ok?  I won’t dick with you and you don’t dick we me got it?


ALISTAIR
(hesitant) Ok.


SAM
This is all about your choices, ok.  No one is going to make you do something you don’t want to do.  You don’t have to talk about it.  You don’t have to elaborate. 


ALISTAIR
Actually, I would like to—


SAM
Probably best if you didn’t.


JENNY
Listen to her, Alistair.  She’s a professional.


SAM
(to JENNY) You the girlfriend?


JENNY
Me?  Oh God, no.


ALISTAIR
Thanks.


JENNY
I didn’t mean it like that.


SAM
Of course she did, Alistair.  


JENNY
I did not.


SAM
The world is a cruel place, but judging by your pathetic appearance you know that already, don’t you?


ALISTAIR
Excuse m—


SAM
They all hate you.  Life is cruel and unfair and you need to understand that.  You don’t get to wake up every morning with a hug and brand new puppy, do you?


JENNY
Aren’t you being a bit harsh?


SAM
Can it, Twiggy.  (to Alistair) You need to think this through, Alistair.  I want you to lean out and look down right now.


ALISTAIR
You know, if this is some sort of tactic, you should know that I took my minor in psychology—


SAM
And you majored in Wussinomics, you Titty Baby.  Now look down.  NOW!


ALISTAIR
Ok, ok.  (carefully looks out)  Now what?


SAM
See the river?


ALISTAIR
Yes.


SAM
Now look at the left bank.


ALISTAIR
Ok.


SAM
See all the rocks?


ALISTAIR
Yeah.


SAM
Man hits that from a 100 foot jump is going to break every bone in his body.  You’ll actually hear them crunch as you hit the ground, just before that fat head of yours splits open like a melon spraying gray matter all over the place like confetti at a wedding.


ALISTAIR
(beat) Oh.


SAM
You will be unrecognizable, Alistair.  They’ll have to scrape your body up with spatulas.  Rookie cops will vomit.  The corner will be driven to drink.  The mortician will quietly weep as your mother screams “DEAR GOD WHAT IS THAT THING!  THAT IS NOT MY SON!  THAT IS NOT MY SON!”  


JENNY
Jesus, Sam, take it down a notch?


ALISTAIR
What’s your point?

SAM takes out a video camera and points it at Sam.  


SAM
I need you to aim for the rocks.  


JENNY
Wait, what?


ALISTAIR
You want me to what?


SAM
Just wait until I get my focus set.


JENNY
Wait just one fucking minute?  You want him to jump?


SAM
Of course, why else would I be here?


JENNY
Because you are a suicide counselor?  You’re supposed to talk him out of jumping.


SAM
Well, he doesn’t have to jump, if he doesn’t want to.  I brought some options.


ALISTAIR
What’s going on here?


SAM
(lifts up her bag).  I’ve got guns, knives, poison, pills, rope, cables for the car battery.


JENNY 

What kind of Suicide Hotline are you?


SAM
No, I’m the Suicide Help Line.  (Jenny stares at her)  I’m here to help.


ALISTAIR
You help people commit suicide?


SAM
Of course.  Why else would I call it a “help line”?  And believe you me, it’s a mighty job. That phone never stops ringing.  


JENNY
That’s because they think you are going to talk them out it, you crazy bitch!


SAM
No need to get testy.  Sheesh.  It’s just business.


JENNY
How the hell do you make this a business?


SAM
Well, naturally it’s hard to get payment out of these people.  Most of them are just the saddest, laziest pieces o’ shit like Alistair here-


ALISTAIR
Hey-


SAM
But you know who does pay?  Snuff Film Affectionados.  Sick bastards pay a fortune.  It’s a fucking goldmine.  (goes back to her camera) So Alistair, I’m thinking maybe a stanza or two of whatever your crap magnum opus.  Maybe pause to sigh and then your hurl yourself over.


JENNY
No, Alistair, don’t listen to her.


SAM
Remember the rocks, Alistair.  Blood ‘n’ guts pays three times the ticket.  Don’t want you getting washed away.


ALISTAIR
Actually, I think I’m having second thoughts.


JENNY
Good, Alistair, good.  You don’t have to do this.  Let me help you up.


SAM
Hey, leave him alone.  He’s made his choice.  You have no right to control his life.


JENNY
You are fucking sick, you know that?  Come on, Alistair, give me your hand.


SAM
Oh sure, Alistair.  You finally do something meaningful with your life and you just let a stranger boss you around.


JENNY
Alistair has loads to live for.


SAM
Whatever.  What’s he going to do, go home to (looking at Alistair) what, Cleveland? Omaha?


ALISTAIR
Boise.


SAM
Boise!  And you’re just now getting around to killing yourself? Christ.


JENNY
What about your career?


ALISTAIR
I’m an artist.


SAM
And I’m sure that pays so very, very well.


ALISTAIR
(indignant) Art is not about money.


SAM
(she rolls her eyes)  Ok, Alistair, forget jumping.  I’ve got a Glock 35 here with your name, and soon your brains, all over it.


JENNY
What about a girlfriend?  Boyfriend?  Part-time shag?


ALISTAIR
(looking back and forth between them)  Well, there was this girl.  Hannah.  


SAM
And she wouldn’t look at your pasty-face twice, would she, Alistair?


ALISTAIR
Actually, we lived together…or did, until last month.


SAM
Sweet.


JENNY
What happened?


ALISTAIR
She didn’t get it, ok.  She was always, “Get your lazy ass out of bed, it’s past noon.” And “Go get a job”, “Take a shower”, “Change your underwear”.  It was so stifling.


JENNY
Alistair, you are really not helping me help you here.


SAM
Blah, blah, blah.  Ok, so your girl left you, that’s all you need to take that plunge.


ALISTAIR
(indignant).  No, I left her.


JENNY
You what?


SAM
Wasn’t expecting that.


ALISTAIR
She was once my greatest of muses, and she turned into a corporate yuppie harpy of a bitch-goddess.  I had to leave her, for my own sake.  For my art’s sake.


JENNY
You are a real douche-nozzle, you know that?


SAM
It’s like I’ve been saying.  Now, what’s it going to be?  Bridge?  Gun?  Crossbow?


JENNY
Hold it.  Sad sack of crap he may be, but that doesn’t mean he should just die….tempting as the thought is.


SAM
Oh, come on.  Can you honestly see this guy do anything with his life?  He’s just going to be a waste of tax dollars in the end.


JENNY
What about your…um…poetry, Alistair?  


ALISTAIR
It is regrettably unappreciated.


SAM
(picks up the notebook)  You know, Alistair, death is an artist’s best form of promotion.


ALISTAIR
Hey, careful with that.


SAM
I have connections.  You put this grenade between your teeth and pull the pin, and I’ll make sure this is seen by every major publishing company in the country.

ALISTAIR contemplates this for a moment.


JENNY
Jesus, Alistair, she’s lying.


SAM
Why would I lie?


JENNY
Because he’ll be dead, you jerk, so what’s to stop you from just chucking it.


ALISTAIR
You wouldn’t really do that, would you?


SAM
Not if I can make a profit from it..  (to JENNY) I’ll even give you a cut.


JENNY
But it’s crap. 


SAM
A little tweeking and it’ll be a Hollywood blockbuster.


ALISTAIR
(horrified) You wouldn’t!


JENNY
Just give me the notebook.


SAM
Or I could just dump it overboard now.


ALISTAIR
NO!


JENNY
Give it to me.


SAM
What’s it going to be, Alistair?  


JENNY
Fuck this, I’m calling the cops.


ALISTAIR
Hey!


JENNY
You know what, shut up or jump already, Ali.


SAM
Hey, hey, no cops.  These guns aren’t registered!


JENNY
Then just give me the damn notebook and get the hell out of here.


SAM
Fine!

SAM tosses the notebook but it slips from JENNY’s hands and down to the river below.  ALISTAIR cries out and jumps to save his precious, precious art.  SAM immediately jumps in to film.  The women watch and hear him fall all the way down.


SAM
Awww, right in the mud.  Dammit.  Frickin’ waste of time.


JENNY
(looking down at Alistair) Christ, what an asshole.

We see ALISTAIR.  He lies despondently in the mud and water and trash.  He struggles to reach for his notebook and write.


ALISTAIR
(weak, but dramatic) I’m in a ditch. (pauses)  It’s wet.

FADE TO BLACK

