The Boy Who Sat Against the Wall

By Harrison White

SCENE I

(A young man walks out against an alley wall and slumps down. His eyes go blank, and seem seems to stare into space forever. People pass by, at ultra-speed, through day and night and night and day. Every night, the by gets up and leaves, and everyday he comes back.)
George (v.o.)

This boy, I don’t know his name, I don’t think anyone does, but here’s his thing. He sits down there everyday like clockwork, and just sort of turns off, shuts off, you know? All day, every day he just sits like some corpse, not even watching as people pass, and then come back- to and from work, to and from work. All the time he just sits there, a nothing, knowing nothing, being nothing, doing nothing. It makes you wonder what causes one to become such a thing. Sometimes I think that somewhere in those eyes, if you look in far and hard enough, there’s the story, why he’s that way. I’m not sure what it is, but some fathom deep in those eyes, it tells you what and why he became the way he is, all day and every day sitting there, as if waiting, waiting, waiting for something or someone. 
(The camera moves inwards, very past, panning quickly deep into his eyes and everything becomes white.)
SCENE II

(The same young man, who was paralyzed against the wall, is walking along, in wonderful clothes, much different from the grit and grime worn in the prior scene. He is walking along the bank of the river, in the renovated portion with all the statues and cement and additional structures. Every now and then he pauses to examine young women, who do not seem to notice his gaze.)
SCENE III

(The outside of a café, most likely a Starbucks, the young man is sitting alone at a table, simply watching all that goes on. His gaze is most attentive towards a young woman with George, as they are arguing.)
Melinda 

No! How could you even suggest such a thing? 

George

But honey, I just meant..

Melinda

Don’t you dare but honey me! How sick of you. 

George

You did it for your last boyfriend. 

Melinda

Why the fuck do you think we broke up, huh? 

George

Not over that, I thought. 

Melinda

Well, it most certainly helped. 

George

Bull, all girls are Bi. 

Melinda

We most certainly are not. 

George

Fine. I’ll see you later! 

Melinda

See you, asshole.

George

(Walking off)

Bitch! 

(The young man watches him go and growls. He maintains his vigil on the girl, while lowering his head, thinking.)
Adrian (v.o.)

She should be with me. Oh how great that would be, the two of us in everything we do, and in love. Alas, that she will never understand what makes a real man. Yes, yes, we should be together, her and I her true love, she knows not, as I follow her around. Oh yes. It would be heaven, it would be perfect. I should go to her and introduce myself. Fuck. 

(She gets up, sobbing, and moves away. He gets up as well and follows her. She gets into a car and drives away as he is left standing there trying to look as inconspicuous as possible.)

Adrian

Fuck. 

(He walks off in the opposite direction that the car went, shaking his head angrily. He walks by George, who is coming back to check on Melinda and apologize, and pushes him.)
George

Asshole. 

SCENE IV
(Inside a house, with a couch and a few chairs. Adrian is sitting and looking at a painting of a Victorian man. His friend, Tim, looks at him after long pondering thought.)
Tim

I don’t know it seems like you’re stalking her. Go up and introduce yourself or it will turn out for the bad. Go find her, and talk to her. Okay?
Adrian

I don’t know, don’t know if I can. 

Tim
You have too, otherwise who knows what’s going to happen to you, huh?
Adrian

That boyfriend, he’s just such a….well, anyways, she has a boyfriend. 

Tim

But he’s no good for her you say. She must surely know this. 

Adrian
I know she does, but you know how..
Tim

Then confront her. Confront her soon. 

Adrian

I don’t think, think I can. 

Tim
Look, I’ll do it for you if I have to.

Adrian

No! 

Tim

Then you’ll talk to her.

Adrian

No. 

Tim

I’ll find her then, and talk to her. 

(Adrian looks angry and stares once again into the picture. The camera close-ups on his eyes again, as they furrow.) 

SCENE V
(Tim is at the door of Melinda’s house. Adrian is watching from the trees, unbeknownst to Melinda. He is growling and grunting like an animal. He gets more and more agitated as the conversation goes on.) 

Melinda

(stepping outside)

May I help you?

Tim

Why yes, you may, miss, uh?

Melinda

Melinda. What seems to be trouble? 

Tim

 Well, you it seems. 

Melinda

Me? Whatever do you mean? 

Tim
My friend, you see, admires you from afar.

Melinda

What do you mean? Stalking?

Tim

Oh no, no, no, no, no, no, no. I wouldn’t go so far at all. It’s just that you are rather beautiful, of course, and well, he likes you a lot he feels. But he has trouble saying it- which of course is why I’m here- but that’s not all.

Melinda

Oh? What more could there be?

Tim
Well, you see, he knows that you have a boyfriend already. 

Melinda

What, George? We’re not going out now, because he’s an insensitive prick ass that doesn’t know anything about a fine thing when he has it. He…he….enough about him. I’m over him. He’s out. 

Tim

Well, great, because my friend would like to ask you out for a dinner, specially prepared and delivered at the waterfront. Romantic, with candles and all, if you are agreeable?

Melinda

That’s so sweet. Yes, I accept. What’s his name?

Tim

Adrian. 

Melinda

And what’s he look like?

Tim

Oh you know, youngish, but good looking. You’ll understand when you see him. 

Melinda

I suppose I will. Is that all? 

Tim

Yes, well I suppose it is.

Melinda

Goodnight

Tim

Goodnight, ma’am.

(She shuts the door, and Tim turns around and walks up to where Adrian had been hiding.)
Tim

Come on down, eh?

Adrian

(climbing down)

You shouldn’t have done that.

Tim

What?

Adrian

I told you not to do that. 

Tim

Why, you have a date with her now, don’t you?

Adrian

Yes….

Tim

So what’s to worry about, eh?

Adrian

You disobeyed my request. 

Tim

So, I was right wasn’t I?

Adrian

All too right.

Tim

What? What the hell does that mean? 

(The camera close-ups on Adrian’s eyes yet another time.)

SCENE V
(The two friends are walking along, and in a grocery store parking lot.)

Tim

Oh come on, it’s not like I did anything really bad. You needed someone to do that for you, so you could get with her, like you’re supposed to do. Man, I don’t know what your problem is anyways, not hardly being able to talk to anybody, one might think you’re a psychotic, a neurotic, a R. Crumb or a stalker. That can’t be too good of a feeling, to know everyone is gonna find you creepy. You should talk more, get out! 

(They are now walking through a large park, up and over an iron train set there for children to play on.)

Not look so pale. I don’t understand how you got so pale anyway. You go out everyday and wander around. And where do you get money from anyways? You always have enough but you don’t have a job…. Anyways, you should thank me, getting your crush to agree to dine with y-

(Adrian pushes Tim off the train and jumps down. He begins to unmercifully beat the living daylights out of Tim, tearing into him with a large stick. Tim eventually kicks the bucket, his face bloody and everything, his eyes looking up into the stars above, it being night. The camera follows the stars all the way back downtown where a coughing Adrian vomits in a back alleyway with a sign proclaiming something about ‘Manholes’ sets the background. He crawls forward every one in a while, sickened by the deed he had just done.) 
SCENE VI
(Adrian fumbles into his house, barely able to turn the key on the lock. He makes his way to the kitchen, and hangs his head into the sink, where he begins to wash it vigorously. He scrubs very hard, and then flops over to the refrigerator, which he opens to take out a large raw steak. He proceeds to tear into it, chewing and eating, while he stands looking out the window.)
(Adrian is sitting in a chair nearby the couch he’d been in before. He stares for a great length of time at the Victorian picture. His eyes twitch as does his nose and he keeps getting up to adjust the picture, trying to get it just right and in the most prefect state it can be. Every once in a while, he also whips out a rag and dusts off the picture. Still, it seems that the more he cleans it the more blood runs down it.)

SCENE VII
(Melinda is sitting on the riverfront grass; there is a blanket underneath her. She is looking over a piece of paper, typewritten, bearing her name, and the word ‘Here is the Promised Dinner. I will be there shortly.’ Around the corner, a nervous Adrian is watching and pacing, and trying to get up his nerves. Meanwhile, George comes into the scene, spots Melinda, and approaches her, sitting down. Adrian scowls, but can’t bring himself to stop it.)
George

Melinda! 

Melinda

Go away George. 

George

Why?

Melinda

I have a date. 

George

What, here? Now? I don’t see anyone.

Melinda

(handing him the paper)
He said he’d be here shortly.

George

Then I’ll leave when he comes. But-

Melinda

What? What would you possibly want, George? I told you, we’re through. 

George

Will you just listen to me? 

Melinda

Why should you?

George

This is important and you need to hear it, okay?

Melina

Fine. 

George

I’m sorry.

Melinda

What?

George

I’m sorry, I treated you badly. I’d like to make up for it. It was a stupid suggestion, and I’d like really to apologize in full. Is there a time when I can?

Melinda

(looking at the paper)

I’ve waited one and a half hour, I think I’ll go with you. My date doesn’t seem to be showing up.

(As they leave, Adrian comes out and scowls, picking up everything and throwing it all away. He grumbles and is incensed, and angered by the woman.)

Adrian
Fuck slut cunt cock suck bitch

Bitch.

Bitch.

SCENE VIII

(Melinda’s house. Adrian walks up and rings the bell. Melinda steps out.)
Melinda

Yes?

Adrian

You met my friend a few weeks ago, and he set you up with…another…of our friends. Do you remember?

Melinda

Why yes, I do, and I went out to find the person, sweet as he sounded, but he wasn’t there.

Adrian

Yes, I know about that. He’d been…delayed. But I am not here about that at all. 

Melinda

Oh?

Adrian

No. 

Melinda

Then how may I help you? 

Adrian

It seems that no one has seen my friend since he talked to you, well no one except the police and the morgue where his body resides. 

Melinda

And?

Adrian

And you should tell me why you killed him. 

Melinda

What?

Adrian

Tell me why you fucking slut, why the hell did you kill him? 

Melinda

I didn’t do anything of the sort. Last time I saw him was here.

Adrian

Where you killed him. 

Melinda

I didn’t….

(Adrian then takes out the stick, seemingly from nowhere and begins to bash in the brains of Melinda. He does so, and leaves her lying there, and he runs away, through the night, through the supermarket parking lot, through the site of the other murder. He gets back to his house and jingles the key. He goes in and his eyes furrow again. Another close up of the all important tools of watching, glazed over.)
SCENE IX

(Adrian walks out against an alley wall and slumps down. His eyes go blank, and seem seems to stare into space forever. People pass by, at ultra-speed, through day and night and night and day. Every night, the by gets up and leaves, and everyday he comes back.)

George (v.o.)

I don’t know why he sits there, on and off, but I’m sure there is a story. There’s always a story in this town, which seems a curse. I don’t even know what happened to my girlfriend really, accept that they found her dead months ago. It was a beautiful ceremony, and yet, something seemed missing. Her plot was next to some guy named Tim’s, I noticed, and I feel that somehow those are connected. Somehow, someway, and maybe this silent seer knows how, if only one could get through the façade he exudes to learn the secrets he no doubt knows.
(The same slumping against the wall goes on and on, and George is revealed, looking at the young man. He turns and walks away sadly, shaking his head. Adrian still sits, and as he does sit, and people walk by him over and over and over, a crackly recording of ‘Samson and Delilah’ by Mississippi John Hurt plays.)

ROLL CREDITS

(Finally, as the last credit fades off the screen, time slows down and Adrian gets up and walks forewords. He seems to be transported into a silent forest. A chair holding up the painting of the Victorian man is in front of him and he wipes it clean again. It runs with blood, and he looks at it even closer. He falls to his knees, sobbing, as more and more blood drips down the painting. In the dirt he draws a little picture: a stick him, a stick girl hugging, kissing, loving, and living in a little house. The picture is then somehow transferred to being a piece of paper stuck on a tree. He looks from it to the Victorian painting. He pulls out an old style revolver and trembles as he pulls back the trigger, fires and falls dead. The camera pans from him to the Victorian painting, to the stick figure drawing, where it finally rests.)
FADE OUT
