Dark and Light
by A. Litch
FADE IN:

EXT. STREET-NIGHT

It’s a storm outside. Rain pours down from the sky like a constant barrage of bullets. It’s very dark out, and thunder rumbles up in the sky.

On screen walks a man in a black sweatshirt, blue jeans, and a pair of Adidas. He looks back. His face is soaked with rain.

The man has cold blue eyes, pale skin, and wet black hair. This is PATRICK PARRISH (19).

EXT. BRIDGE

Patrick walks towards a bridge that’s a good fifty feet up above a river below. The river’s current is extremely strong, it’s flooding. There are a lot of rocks below.

Patrick stops and looks over the edge.

He looks right up into the distance.

PATRICK’S POV:

There is a beautiful green forest before him. The river runs deep into it. Thunder rolls in the distance.

EXT. BRIDGE

Patrick takes a deep breath and steps up onto the ledge.






MAN (OS)



Kid!

Patrick looks over. An African American man with a clown afro on stands there with a smile on his face. His teeth are rotten, and he grows a beard. A pair of Aviators cover his eyes.

This is RONALD (?).






RONALD



What you doin?!

Patrick closes his eyes, his jaw starts trembling.






PATRICK



I can’t take it, man! She doesn’t even love me.

Ronald slowly struts over to Patrick. He reaches out his hand with a smile. Patrick stares at it, and then looks into Ronald’s sunglasses.






RONALD



Take my hand, brotha’.

Patrick reaches out and grasps his hand tightly. Ronald pulls him down.






RONALD



Come on, let’s go somewhere warm.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Patrick sits in a chair shaking violently. His clothes are completely soaked. Ronald enters the room with a bottle of Jack Daniel’s.






RONALD



You want a drink or two?






PATRICK



Nah, I’m good.

Ronald takes a seat on the couch opposite of Patrick’s chair. He opens up the bottle and tilts it upward. He drinks for a few good seconds before lowering it.

His lips tighten and he burps.






RONALD



Excuse me! So, what’s goin’ on with you, brotha’?

Patrick looks down at his feet.






PATRICK



I finally told her how I felt.






RONALD



What’d she say?

Patrick’s lip starts quivering.






PATRICK



That she doesn’t feel the same…






RONALD



So you’re gonna’ kill yourself over that?

PATRICK
She’s the one for me, Ronald. You don’t understand!

Ronald starts laughing hysterically. Patrick continues staring down at his shoes.






RONALD



I don’t understand? Please!






PATRICK



It’s not funny, you piece of shit!

RONALD
Come on now. No need for the name calling.
(Pause)
Look, there are plenty of girls out there waiting for a good guy like you to come around. Keep on searchin’! You can’t spend all your time overanalyzing situations. Move on! It might be harder then hell, but it’s better than dwelling on it.

Patrick starts sobbing. Ronald takes another swig from the Jack Daniel’s.






PATRICK



But Ronald, she’s perfect. You’ve seen her!






RONALD



Nobody is perfect.






PATRICK



Well, you know what I mean.

Ronald stares at Patrick with a blank expression. Patrick looks up and notices.






PATRICK



What?






RONALD



Just trying to figure you out, brotha’!

Patrick storms out of the room.

INT. BEDROOM

Patrick is rummaging through the closet. He takes off his sweatshirt and t-shirt and throws them to the floor. He pulls a robe out of it.

Ronald is now standing in the door frame. The bottle of Jack Daniels is still gripped in his hand.






RONALD



Cold?






PATRICK



Hell yeah, I am.

Ronald holds the bottle out to Patrick. Patrick shakes his head.






RONALD



More for me!

Ronald takes another swig.

INT. STAIRS

Patrick heads down the stairs, Ronald follows right behind him.






PATRICK



I can’t take it anymore.

Patrick rips a painting off of the wall and throws it to the ground. Ronald chuckles as Patrick continues down the stairs throwing a temper tantrum.

He kicks over a vase and it shatters.






RONALD



Killing yourself won’t solve your problems.

PATRICK
Trying to get over her won’t solve my problems either, Ronald. Love doesn’t work like that.

RONALD
So you’re just going to kill yourself? Imagine how everyone else will feel if…

PATRICK
I don’t give a fuck about anyone!

Ronald drops the bottle of Jack Daniels. It shatters, and alcohol goes all over the place mixed with glass shards. Patrick turns around right away.






RONALD



Not even me?






PATRICK



Except you! You’ve always been there for me.






RONALD



Imagine how I would feel then.

Patrick thinks for a moment.

PATRICK
Don’t pull some guilt trip on me. I don’t fall for that type of shit anymore. I’m not a moron.

RONALD
I think you are.

PATRICK
And I think you have a drinking problem.

RONALD
Good one, brotha’!

Ronald bursts out laughing again. Patrick walks to the front door and swings it open. He exits the house. Ronald follows after him.

EXT. FRONT YARD

It’s still storming out. Patrick makes his way down the front yard. Ronald catches up with him.






RONALD



Where you goin’?!






PATRICK



You already know.






RONALD



So you really love this girl, right?

Patrick grits his teeth and clenches his fists.






PATRICK



Of course I do, Ronald!

EXT. STREET

Patrick and Ronald come around the corner of the block.






RONALD



If you love her, don’t kill yourself.






PATRICK



Why not? She wouldn’t give a shit!

RONALD
She does too give a shit! You know it as well as I do!

PATRICK
I’m done arguing with you. I’m jumping off that bridge whether you like it or not! It’s too late to change my mind.

RONALD
Then I’m jumpin’ with you, brotha’!

Patrick stops in his tracks. Ronald stops too, he briefly grins and then takes off his Aviators. He has blue eyes.






PATRICK



No! You can’t do that.

RONALD
Why not? Nobody gives a fuck about a nigga’ such as myself. That’s why I cherish you as my friend, and don’t want to kill yourself. We care about each other.

PATRICK
You are such an idiot!

They continue walking.

A cop car speeds by flashing its lights. They both look back and Patrick starts to walk faster than Ronald.






RONALD



That makes two of us…






PATRICK



Stop talking.






RONALD



Not until you walk ya’ emotional ass home.






PATRICK



Seriously, stop talking!

EXT. BRIDGE

They both walk onto the bridge.

Patrick stops in the same spot as before. Ronald hops up on the ledge. He’s extremely wasted.






RONALD



(singing)



The rain drops keep fallin’ on my head!

Ronald starts mumbling the lyrics.

Patrick watches, his body is very tense.

A car of teenagers pulls up beside Patrick and Ronald. Patrick’s eyes widen and he looks up at Ronald.






PATRICK



Get down you drunk bastard!

The driver’s window rolls down. Sitting inside is a teenager with shaggy brown hair and a backwards cap. This is SETH (20).






SETH



What the hell are you doing, Pat?!






PATRICK



Just hanging out…

SETH
It’s fucking raining cats and dogs. Get in the car homie.

PATRICK
Nah, I gotta’ be home.

RONALD
You guys want some booze?

Ronald walks up to the car. He pulls out a fifth of Grey Goose vodka. Seth looks at Patrick with a very questionable look on his face.






SETH



At least let me take you home.






PATRICK



I’m fine, Seth! Really…






SETH



Nah, you’re just drunk. Get in the car.






RONALD



He’s not drunk!

Seth furrows his eyebrows.

SETH
Whatever dude. Have fun getting put in a holding cell for the night.

RONALD
I’ve been in numerous holding cells you little bastard. It’s nothin’!

Seth starts rolling up his window while Ronald is speaking. The car full of teenagers drives away. Ronald looks at Patrick, his eyes are glazed over.






RONALD



See? People do care about you.






PATRICK



That doesn’t mean shit…

RONALD
Patrick! My brotha’! Think about what you’re leaving behind. Friends, family…

PATRICK
My family could give a rat’s ass if I killed myself. They never cared, Ronald. You know that for a fact.

Ronald opens the fifth and starts taking more swigs. While he’s drinking, Patrick climbs up onto the ledge of the bridge. Thunder rolls again in the distance.

Ronald throws the fifth to the ground and climbs up on the ledge beside Patrick. Patrick glares at him.






PATRICK



Get down, Ronald!

RONALD
I ain’t got nobody either! I’m jumpin’ just like you!

Patrick starts sobbing.

Ronald is about to also when he wobbles a bit too far. He yells as he falls down towards the rocks below. Patrick watches him fall.

PATRICK’S POV:

Ronald falls towards the rocks screaming. His arms are outstretched, trying to grab the robe that’s not really there. His fall is broken…

There is a sickening crunch, and Ronald’s eyes roll into the back of his head. He lay there motionless.

EXT. BRIDGE

Patrick opens his arms and closes his eyes. He leaps off face first. As he falls he keeps his eyes closed, as if he’s already at peace.

INT. DARKNESS

There are police sirens.

EXT. BRIDGE-DAY

It’s still storming outside.

An ambulance, fire truck, and multiple police cars are blockading the bridge. A large group of people are standing outside of the blockade.

One of them is a pretty blond girl, she’s tall, tan, has a beautiful body, and hazel eyes. This is JODI (19). She tries standing on her tip-toes.






JODI



What happened?






MAN



Nobody knows yet, and they won’t tell us.

Two paramedics hustle from a nearby path carrying a stretcher. A white sheet is over the body. The crowd sees and starts chattering amongst themselves.

A couple cops come up from the path.

One of them is OFFICER DENBROUGH (45) and the other is OFFICER BATES (30).






DENBROUGH



Poor kid…

The paramedics open the back door of the ambulance and put the stretcher inside. They hop in and close the doors. The ambulance starts to drive away.

Another officer puts up yellow tape blocking the trail.






BATES



I haven’t seen anything like that.

INT. LIVING ROOM

No one is in the room, but the TV is on a news channel. The ANCHORMAN has a very solemn look on his face. On the bottom of the screen it says, “TEEN SUICIDE”.

ANCHORMAN
This morning the body of nineteen year old Patrick Parrish was found at the bottom of Swamp Creek Bridge.

On the screen is a REPORTER with Officer Denbrough.

DENBROUGH
We got a report of a break-in in a house just down the street from the bridge. I was searching the area for any suspects when I found his body. I also found a broken bottle of liquor on the bridge. At the home that was broken into, the liquor cabinet was smashed open and two bottles were missing.

INT. KITCHEN

Patrick is trying to jerk open the cabinet door, but it has a lock on it. He takes a meat hammer from off the counter and smashes through it.

DENBROUGH (VO)
He was also wearing a robe stolen from the residence.

INT. BEDROOM

Patrick is rummaging through the closet again.

ANCHOR (VO)
One of our field reporters interviewed one of his close friends, Seth Marx.

SETH (VO)
When we pulled up next to him he was on the ledge of the bridge singing. I told him to get down and to get in the car.

EXT. BRIDGE-NIGHT

Patrick stands beside Seth’s car. Patrick is very drunk. He can barely stand straight. He grabs a hold of the door and holds on.






PATRICK



You guys want some booze?

Patrick takes out the Grey Goose from the pocket of the robe.

SETH
At least let me take you home.

PATRICK
I’m fine, Seth. Really…

SETH
Nah, you’re just drunk. Get in the car.

Patrick gets a crazy look on his face.

PATRICK
He’s not drunk!

INT. LIVING ROOM

Seth is on the screen.

SETH
I warned him, and told him he’d get in trouble, or worse. Then he yelled that he’s been in more holding cells than I have. I drove off…

Seth is trying to contain his tears.

SETH
I should’ve forced him into the car, or something.

EXT. BRIDGE-NIGHT

Patrick is on the ledge wobbling back and forth. He falls just like Ronald did, and is mangled once he lands.

EXT. DOORSTEP

Jodi and Seth both stand outside a house.

A woman in her 40’s opens the door. She’s quietly weeping. Jodi hugs her and is also on the verge of tears. Seth looks extremely depressed as well.

The woman is PATRICK’S MOTHER.

PATRICK’S MOTHER
You guys can go get anything you’d like from his room. I’m sure he’d want you two to have it all. He loved you both so much.

INT. PATRICK’S BEDROOM

There’s a very good drawing hung up on the wall. It looks exactly like Ronald, like a portrait of him.

Seth and Jodi are pacing around the room.

Jodi sees a few journals stacked up on top of one another. One of them reads DECEMBER 08.

JODI
Should we read his last journal?

SETH
I think so.

They both sit down on Patrick’s bed and open up the journal.

JODI
December 1st, 2008…

SETH
That was last week…

JODI
I know…
(Pause)
Dear Journal, I think it’s time that I tell Jodi how I feel. It’s wrong not to, because we’re best friends. She needs to know that I love her. I know I love her more than anything on this God damn Earth. She’s the only bright thing, in a world of such darkness. A darkness that encloses on each and every one of us at some point…

Jodi closes the journal.

JODI
I can’t read anymore.

Jodi hands it to Seth. She starts bawling. Seth opens it and clears his throat.

SETH
Clean teenagers fall into battles with narcotics, the elderly battle with their list of diseases and ailments, and politicians battle with people hell bent on destroying the planet. I’ve been enclosed by darkness already. I can feel it like a cheese grater being jerked back and forth across my back. When I’m trying to sleep at night, it’s there. When I’m trying to eat, it’s there. When I’m trying to hang out with my friends, it’s there. Always eating away at me. I’m battling with love. Some might look at love as a light, but I don’t. It’s driven me crazy. To the point where reality and imagination seem the exact same…

Seth’s voice fades out, even though he continues reading.

PATRICK (VO)
There’s this guy that always comes out of nowhere when times are the darkest. His name is Ronald. He’s this black guy who wears a clown afro wig. I don’t know if he’s real, or just a figment of my imagination.

INT. BEDROOM

Patrick sits under the light of a lamp writing in the journal.

PATRICK (VO)
I don’t know what to think anymore. This doesn’t even make sense to me. If love is so dark to me, why do I find her to be such a bright light? Wait, I figured it out… When it’s pitch black, and someone turns on a flash light. It illuminates the dark. She illuminates love, which in my eyes is so horrible. For someone to make such a horrible thing look so beautiful is powerful. That’s why I think she’s the one for me. Whatever, enough philosophizing about bullshit! I’m going to sleep. P.S. Just in case I forget in the future. I beat Seth in a game of HORSE. My shots are definitely improving.

Patrick closes the journal and smiles. He looks over at the window.

Ronald is leaned against the wall smoking a cigarette. He looks over at Patrick and nods to him with a big toothy smile. Patrick smiles back and turns off the light.

THE END…





