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Cast of Characters
TUTOR
An English tutor. Verbose, excitable. Pretentious yet warm and congenial.

STEVE
Distant and aloof, yet somehow friendly in his own way.

SETTING

The interior of a writing center, where students can have their compositions edited and jointly improved. Not unlike the one at the Auraria Campus in beautiful Denver, Colorado.

TIME

Winter, late afternoon.



(Lights up. The Tutor is sitting at his desk which divides the stage. He is busily writing with a red pen, laughing to himself on occasion. After a few moments Steve enters and begins to set his back pack on the floor. Before it can touch down…)

TUTOR

One moment.



(Freezing with one finger up and his gaze fixed in space, then…)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

How can I help you?

STEVE

You’re the English tutor.

TUTOR

Yes, yes I am young man.



(The TUTOR eagerly shakes STEVE’s hand)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

English composition and theory. To put it simply, I am an expert guide in the wonderful process of analyzing, synthesizing, conceptualizing, quantizing and capitalizing essays, stories, poems, stage plays, screen plays, novels, novellas, limericks, tweets and treatises. To join form and function, style and substance, elan and eclat, yin and yang, in the holy marriage of the written word.

STEVE

I see, nice to meet you.

TUTOR

(Back in reality) Yes, yes. Well have a seat…

STEVE

Steve.

TUTOR

(Rising, headed for a COFFEE POT upstage) Would you like some coffee Steve?

STEVE

No, thanks.

TUTOR

Are you sure? It’s superb, it really is. And if you walk out of here without any helpful edits or quality input, you can at least say “I had a good cup of coffee”.

STEVE

No, thanks. I’m fine.

TUTOR

You don’t change your mind easily.



(beat)

What would you like me to look over today?



(STEVE produces a single sheet of paper from his backpack and slides it across the desk. The TUTOR picks it up, and skims it quickly. After a few moments he reads it’s opening aloud)

TUTOR

“To whomever it may concern. (cautiously…) I have ended my own life. I’m so sorry, I cannot take the pain any longer.”



(A long pause. STEVE is somewhat off-put by the oration of his very personal letter, but unembarrassed)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

(Instantly unaffected by the nature of the letter) You switched from past to present tense.

STEVE

Oh. Whoops.

TUTOR

(Laughing) Yeah gotta watch that.

STEVE

Well, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to be more like “as-I’m-writing-it-stream-of-consciousness” or speaking “from beyond”. Like what I would say when they...erm...found me.

TUTOR

Right, yes. Don’t worry, this is a very common issue you see with suicide notes, and it’s a specific stylistic decision you have to make. The present tense is remorseless. It’s saying “this is me now. Alive for the moment, as are you dear reader, only I am prepared, planned, consciously connected to my fate, and most importantly when I am gone, it will be an empirical permanence.”

STEVE

Where as past tense shows regret.

TUTOR

Lingering…



(a pause)

STEVE

Well then lets aim for the present tense.



(mutual laughter)

TUTOR

Right, right. Keep it strong.



(The TUTOR reads on a bit)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

Who’s Mary?

STEVE

My girlfri- (He catches himself) My ex-girlfriend.

TUTOR

She left you?

STEVE

Yes, she did. Now I’m leaving her.



(A solemn moment until)

TUTOR

Ooh! Lets put that in there! It takes a bit of poetic license but, hell, this medium demands that.



(He writes it in)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

There’s lots of fun liberties to take with this. Something like “blow my brains out” could be “making a grey matter slushy” or a “Jackson Pollock”

STEVE

I see.

TUTOR

“Riding the bullet train”

STEVE

You’re digressing

TUTOR (CONT’D)

Right, sorry. Point is, ex-girlfriends are perfect inspiration. Don’t shy away from these kinds of people for inspiration; unrequited loves, broken relationships, backstabbers, bullies, disappointed parents. Whether you want to apologize or insist they’re the ones who drove you to your premature end. Critics-

STEVE

Critics?

TUTOR

Sure. Critics will say “oh those are such cliché, stock suicide note set pieces.” But, they’re not, they are reliable tropes. They’re commonly used because they’re effective! “Goodbye cruel world” now that’s a suicide note platitude.

STEVE

I just told it like it was.

TUTOR

Yes, I can see that...and some of this worries me, Steve. (Reading) “I have less and less reasons to go on with my pathetic hopeless life.” This is just so upsetting. It aught to be “fewer and fewer” not “less and less”. And right here you write “I know my friends don’t really like me, their all laughing at me behind my back.” How horrible. It should be T-H-E-Y-apostrophe-R-E not T-H-E-I-R.

STEVE

Well, I was never much of a writer.

TUTOR

No, no. That’s the thing, besides the semantics, it’s very good. You have a very aesthetically present voice.

STEVE

Thanks I guess. I suppose that’s a shame.



(For a moment the TUTOR doesn’t get it. He laughs when he catches on)

TUTOR

It’s funny you mention that, because it is a pertinent issue in this ilk of the written word. Probably why the suicide note doesn’t have a place in the literary canon. I’ve read and analyzed hundreds of death notes over the years and reading a good one is always mysteriously… (he can’t, for once, find the word until…) depressing. (Laughing and shrugging) You probably won’t get a sequel.

STEVE

Maybe I’ll write you another before hand.

TUTOR

I would like that.



(He begins to read again, although he has finished the note by now)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

This part, “there is nothing left for me in the world, there is nothing left of me in the world”. It’s really… (again looking for the word...) sad.



(STEVE gives him a raised eyebrow and smiles a bit)

TUTOR (CONT’D)

You know what I mean? It’s speculative and honest, but you shouldn’t be obligated to make it sad.

STEVE

You’re saying my suicide note should be cheerier?

TUTOR

Maybe. Never let a genre constrict your writing. Any genre. Good science fiction has drama. Good romance has action. If your life was an essay, you would be writing the conclusion right now. So restate your thesis. In your case it might have been wrong. Or maybe you were doing all the wrong research. It could be you didn’t narrow your argument, or were given a stupid prompt. Restate it anyway.

STEVE

I’ll bear that in mind.



(a beat)

TUTOR

Well other than that, just a few spelling errors and… (a self-conscious chuckle) well, when your whole life feels like a big mistake what’s a few more?

STEVE

These ones I can fix, no?

TUTOR

I suppose.

STEVE

Anything else?

TUTOR

Take out the double spacing, this isn’t fifth grade. (He slides the note back across the desk)

STEVE

Of course.

TUTOR

That’s about it. (Leaning back in his chair and crossing his legs) It’s really a lovely piece, for what thats worth.

STEVE

Thanks a bunch. (Without thinking) See you later.



(They catch it at the same time and give each other a point. STEVE, leaving his backpack, exits and the door shuts.)

TUTOR

Good luck...



(The TUTOR looks up suddenly, maybe realizing the gravity of what he just said. After a long pause, he takes out a piece of paper and begins writing, speaking aloud as he does.)

"Goodbye cruel word, I can no longer stand the bourgeois despair of life..."



(He leans back and regards what he has written. Lights out.)

THE END.
