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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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One Lane Bridge was orig i nally pro duced by Bak ers field
High School, Bak ers field, Ca lif., on Oc to ber 26, 2010.

The pro duc tion was di rected by Jacquelyn Thomp son-Mer -
cer. The tech ni cal di rec tor was Dale Olvera, the cos tumes
were by Jo O’Meara and the stage man ager was Emily
Smith. Orig i nal mu sic was com posed and per formed by
Phillip Gon za les, Jon a thon Holguin, Daniela Miramontes
and Ste ven Whyte.

The cast was as fol lows. (Named roles were dou ble cast.)

Eli . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mark Adame
Brock Stone

Samantha. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Briana Tay lor
                      Al ice Verderber

Male Nar ra tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Eric Dains
Ian Flow ers

Nar ra tors . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An to nio Aguilar
Norma G. Camorlinga
Chelsea Da kota Hatler

Justin Hinds
Nora Mansour

Jill Price
Em ily Rizo

Sharila Stew art
Megan Taira

Ra chel Wash ing ton
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ONE LANE BRIDGE

CHARACTERS

ELI . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 16 years old

SAMANTHA. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 28 years old

MALE NAR RA TOR

OTHER NAR RA TORS (2 to 10, or so)

TIME: The pres ent.

PLACE: A can yon road in Col o rado.
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NOTES

Jacquie Thomp son-Mer cer and her stu dents at Bakersfield
High School did the ex cel lent first pro duc tion of this play
on Oc to ber 26 - 29, 2010.

Jacquie had four stu dent mu si cian/mu sic the o rists come up
with a scary-sound ing theme, and then play it in ter mit -
tently, and at tense mo ments. The mu sic re ally added to the 
feel of the play.

She used ten Nar ra tors.

THE NAR RA TORS:

The over all note about the Nar ra tors is that you can as sign
lines as you choose, de pend ing on the num ber of Nar ra tors
you’re us ing.

The Nar ra tors in One Lane Bridge pro vide ex po si tion,
some of Eli’s thoughts, reenactments of 911 calls, and the
oc ca sional re in force ment of cer tain words.

Ten Narrators worked well in Bak ers field, but in the script,
the story that Samantha tells is in six voices. Feel free to
divvy up the story into as many parts as you need. It’s not
nec es sary to get through the whole story.

At least some of the Narrators are trees, and they should
prob a bly sug gest trees with as lit tle ar ti fice as pos si ble.
They look like peo ple, which is help ful at the end of the
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play, when nei ther Eli nor the au di ence can tell if the thing
hold ing the cell phone is a per son or a tree.

If a Nar ra tor speaks two or more times in a row, it can be
two or more Nar ra tors, or just one.

If a Nar ra tor has a sym bol in the Char ac ter line, it’s to in di -
cate that the same Narrator reads all the lines with that
sym bol.

Play with the mo ments when a Nar ra tor adds em pha sis to
words that Eli and Samantha speak. An ac tor in one read -
ing said the words just be hind when the char ac ters said
them, to good ef fect.

The Male Nar ra tor is played by the same ac tor through out
the play and be comes Male Nar ra tor as Samantha.

Both the car crash and the bridge col lapse can be re corded
sound ef fects or sound ef fects cre ated live by the Nar ra tors,
or both.

SAMANTHA’S STORY ABOUT EZRA:

The au di ence won’t be able to fol low the story that
Samantha tells. What you’re go ing for is Eli’s sub jec tive,
very scared, ex pe ri ence of it.

Early in 2010, the Bak ers field group and I spent a cou ple
of hours to gether, dur ing which we played around with
scary ways to tell Samantha’s story. What we found is this:
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A min ute of stage time is a long time. Af ter that, the nov -
elty is gone and it be comes tire some not to be able to un -
der stand the story. Our Narrators whis pered for about forty- 
five sec onds, then got much louder, then got way WAY
LOUDER WITH FIVE SEC ONDS TO GO. Then an in -
stant si lence.

Over lap ping whis pers are ac tu ally quite spooky, par tic u -
larly if they come from all around. If you have mi cro -
phones, or ac tors you can plant in your au di ence, it might
be worth it.

The im age of Samantha’s mouth wide open is scary.

At about thirty sec onds, our group started to add the oc ca -
sional sound: rain sticks, shak ers, tri an gles, dis so nant gui -
tar, etc.

The sec tions of Samantha’s story that in volve di a logue can
be played by one Nar ra tor or two.

Pro jec tions might be ef fec tive as well.

Huge thanks to the ac tors from the Twenty6 Writ ers Lab
who read it er a tions of this play over the course of a year:

April Billingsley, Gary Frank, Jessica Goldapple, Barry
Jen ner, Nathaneal John son, Steve Longmuir, Maria Mc -
Cann, Dawn McDaniel, Erik Passoja, John Reha, Amy
Smallman and Sean Smith.
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ONE LANE BRIDGE

Lights up on ELI, a six teen-year-old boy, driv ing. He’s
driv ing slowly be cause it’s snow ing.

NAR RA TORS are scat tered around the stage or en ter as
they speak, or some com bi na tion. At least some of the
NAR RA TORS are trees. [See notes at back of book.]

A NAR RA TOR picks up the story in the mid dle.

NARRATOR. And, even though he’d made this trip be -
fore, twice, there was the anxiety that he’d miss a turn,
that the snow would hide some land mark, and he’d have 
to back track along the can yon roads. Strange that his
fear of be ing late should ex ceed his fear of get ting lost.

ELI (think ing out loud). Which is ri dic u lous if you think
about it. Noth ing bad hap pens if I’m late.

NARRATOR. And now there’s the house, at the edge of
the hill. Only a porch light is on. Maybe he was early.

(SAMANTHA CAP TAIN en ters to one side, car ry ing a
gym bag.)

NAR RA TOR. But no. There she is.
NARRATOR. No, that’s just a tree.
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NARRATOR. No, it is her. Stand ing there, at the end of
the drive way, as though she did n’t mind the snow.

(ELI stops.

SAMANTHA co mes rush ing to the car.

ELI opens the door. Their con ver sa tion is ur gent. They
need to get SAMANTHA out of the cold.)

ELI. Hi! You must be freez ing!
SAMANTHA. Pretty cold! (Her bag:) I just need to set

this in your trunk.
ELI. Oh, hang on! Let me find the latch! (He can’t find it.)

Or you could just set it in the back.
SAMANTHA. Your seat’ll get wet. (She brushes snow

from her bag.)
ELI. It’s fine!
SAMANTHA. You’re sure?
ELI. Yeah, let’s just get you into the car!

(She sets her bag in the backseat. Gets in the car, closes 
the door.)

ELI (cont’d). Oh, man! You must be freez ing.
SAMANTHA. A lit tle bit.
ELI (the heat). Let me turn this up.
SAMANTHA. Thank you. I do feel bad about your seat.
ELI. It’s plas tic. And it’s my dad’s old car any way. (Beat.)

I’m Eli.
SAMANTHA. Samantha Cap tain.
ELI. Kep-tin?
SAMANTHA. Cap tain. Like a ship’s cap tain.

8 ONE LANE BRIDGE
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ELI. Nice to meet you.

(They shake hands. Hers is cold.)

ELI (ADD A NAR RA TOR, SOFTLY). Did n’t your
mother ever tell you not to stand out side in a snow -
storm? I hope you’re not in a rush.

(NOTE: “rush,” and bolded words like it, are al most
sub lim i nal: flick er ing au di tory hal lu ci na tions that ELI
reg is ters, but barely.)

SAMANTHA. Oh…
ELI. Are you?
SAMANTHA. Well, Home De pot closes at nine so…I

guess, a lit tle bit, I am.
ELI (ADD A NAR RA TOR, SOFTLY). Thirty five min -

utes. We can make it if we hurry. (He pulls out onto the 
dark road.) How do you know the Carv ers?

SAMANTHA. Friends of friends is all.
ELI. How are they?
SAMANTHA. I don’t re ally know them.
ELI. Mrs. Carver sounded funny on the phone.
SAMANTHA. She’s dis tracted. She got sick and then she

gave it to the six-year-old.
ELI. Ben.
SAMANTHA. Right. So there’s a lot of sneez ing and

cough ing and vom it ing and Ben’s tech nique for cov er ing 
his mouth is sort of a mega phone.

ELI. I’ve seen that.

ONE LANE BRIDGE 9
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SAMANTHA. Yeah. And they don’t want the baby to
catch it, so— It just does n’t seem like a great time for an 
ex tra body to be hang ing around.

ELI. What are you go ing to Bloomington for?
SAMANTHA. Home De pot for a shower cur tain. And then 

just some un fin ished busi ness. How about you?
ELI. I’m pick ing up a trum pet from my friend Ma son—

(He is a distractable driver.)
SAMANTHA/MALE NAR RA TOR (si mul ta neously).

Watch the road!
ELI. Sorry! (Beat.) They warned you, right?
SAMANTHA. About what?
ELI. I’ve only been driv ing three and a half weeks.
SAMANTHA. No. No body men tioned that.
ELI. This is only my sixth—well, sort of my sev enth solo

trip.
SAMANTHA. Is that right?
ELI. Yeah. Hang on…this is the turn I al ways miss. (He

makes the turn.) There. All set.
NAR RA TOR (spo ken and maybe hold ing a sign). Wind ing 

road.
ELI. Hope you don’t get carsick.
SAMANTHA. Not usu ally, no.
ELI. If you do, just feel free to close your eyes, if that

helps.
SAMANTHA. Thank you. You’re a nice boy.
ELI. And you’re a nice el derly per son. (Which amuses

SAMANTHA, as was the in tent.)
SAMANTHA. Twenty-eight, thank you very much. Should 

I have said nice young man?
ELI. It does n’t mat ter.
SAMANTHA (beat). You’ll get there soon enough.

10 ONE LANE BRIDGE

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



ELI (fo cused on the road). Where?
SAMANTHA. You know…man hood. Not be ing a boy.
ELI. Oh.
SAMANTHA. Just in case—if I had of fended you by say -

ing boy.
ELI. Oh. No, I did n’t take it that way.
SAMANTHA. Good, ’cause you know, you’ve still got

some grow ing to do, and your voice will change…
ELI. My voice did change.
SAMANTHA. It’ll change even more. (A long mo ment.)

Did you know the boy?
ELI. Which—oh. No, he was from the pub lic school. I go

to St. Pius.
SAMANTHA. You’re Cath o lic?
ELI. I try.
SAMANTHA. What does that mean?
ELI. Just, you know, I try.
SAMANTHA. The pa per says the par ents are still hold ing

out hope.
ELI. Yeah.
SAMANTHA. They should n’t. He’s dead.
ELI. How do you know?
SAMANTHA. He was an honor stu dent. Honor stu dents

don’t run away. They fall into wells. Or they trust peo -
ple they should n’t.

ELI. Mean ing what?
SAMANTHA. Some one of fered him a ride, prob a bly.
ELI. Why would some one do that?
SAMANTHA. Don’t know. You’d have to ask him.
ELI. Justin?
SAMANTHA. No. The man who killed him.
ELI. How do you know it was a man?

ONE LANE BRIDGE 11
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SAMANTHA. It’s al ways a man.

(This just sits there. Fi nally ELI changes the sub ject.)

ELI. What do you do for a job?
SAMANTHA. I’m an ac tu ary.
ELI. I don’t know what that is.
SAMANTHA. An ac tu ary is the per son who sets in sur ance 

rates. Like car in sur ance rates, for ex am ple.
ELI. That’s a whole pro fes sion?
SAMANTHA. Oh yes.
ELI. You should see my in sur ance! It’s crazy high!
SAMANTHA. Yes, well, that’s what the sta tis tics tell us.

The av er age six teen-year-old boy is crazy and—
MALE NAR RA TOR. Hi.
ELI. Not me.
SAMANTHA. No. It’s just an av er age.
ELI. So it’s just all about math?
SAMANTHA. Pretty much, yeah. Al though I could tell

you some hor ror sto ries.
ELI (beat). OK.
SAMANTHA. What?
ELI. Give me some hor ror sto ries.
SAMANTHA. I don’t want to un set tle you.
ELI. You won’t. I like roller coast ers and, I guess you’d

call ’em, slasher mov ies.
SAMANTHA. Me too.
ELI. Re ally?
SAMANTHA. Yeah. I love them.
ELI. You do not.
SAMANTHA. Are you sur prised be cause I’m fe male, or

be cause I’m an cient?

12 ONE LANE BRIDGE
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ELI. Both. (Pause. The snow:) Wow. It’s com ing down
even—

NAR RA TOR. —harder now. Vis i bil ity get ting worse. The
flakes big ger and faster, hit ting the wind shield at dif fer -
ent an gles as the road twists. The oc ca sional ghost of
wind clip ping the fi nal leaves from the branches.

(The car drifts again.)

SAMANTHA (mouths)/MALE NAR RA TOR. Watch the
road!

ELI. What?
SAMANTHA. You know what? That was cute, once—
ELI. I was n’t try ing to be cute—
SAMANTHA. You need to be care ful!
ELI. I was n’t even near the edge!
SAMANTHA. Should I drive?
ELI. No.
SAMANTHA. If it hap pens again, I’m go ing to in sist.
ELI. No you are not. (A sul len mo ment.) I’ve got a car hor -

ror story.
SAMANTHA. Uh-huh.
ELI. Does n’t that sur prise you?
SAMANTHA. No. Ev ery one has one.
ELI. Not like mine.
SAMANTHA. Well, let’s hear it.
ELI. It’s some thing that hap pened about…eleven years ago. 

It was the front page of our pa per for a month at least.
They kept learn ing new stuff. And there were these
num bers that kept go ing up. Five peo ple con firmed
dead. Eleven, thir teen, and it just kept—I mean it went
all the way up to thirty-eight. Or forty, de pend ing on

ONE LANE BRIDGE 13
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how you counted. (Beat.) It was this story about a bridge 
that had washed out on a…let’s say a foggy night. There 
was some rea son driv ers could n’t see very well. Way
down be low, on the river, a boat—a ferry—had smashed 
into one of the, uh, the py lons. It knocked out a whole
sec tion of the bridge. But it was snow ing or fog ging so
hard the cars could n’t see it in time. And so they just
kept plung ing off the bridge. One af ter an other. And no
one could stop it be cause by the time you knew it was
hap pen ing, you were thirty sec onds from be ing dead.

911 NAR RA TOR A. 911, what is your emer gency?
NAR RA TOR @. Help, I’m— (cough ing, pan ick ing as

(s)he drowns) I’m in the can yon—
911 NAR RA TOR A. Sir (Ma’am), I’m hav ing trou ble—
NAR RA TOR @. There’s a—I’m not sure what’s—I

think—
911 NAR RA TOR A. Sir? Sir, (Ma’am? Ma’am,) are you

still there?
ELI. For three and a half hours, peo ple just van ished.
NAR RA TOR $. You have reached the Schmidt res i dence,

no one is here to take your call, but leave a mes sage and 
we’ll get back to you as soon as we can!

NAR RA TOR. Beeeep!
NAR RA TOR $. Hey sweet heart, lis ten, I’m—I’ll prob a bly

be home soon but just in case, I wanted—I just wanted
to let you know, that I re ally re ally re ally— (Si lence.)

ELI. Twenty-six cars. Thirty-eight peo ple. But they only
ever found thirty-one bod ies. There was—be lieve it or
not there was a man driv ing his wife to give birth. So
they ar gued about the count.

SAMANTHA. Aw ful.
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ELI. Yeah. Three peo ple had time to make phone calls.
The third phone call came from this boy: Hayden Lane
Sil ver. That was his name.

911 NAR RA TOR B. 911, what is your emer gency?
ELI. But he could n’t re mem ber it. He was so scared he

could n’t think of his own name.
911 NAR RA TOR B. Hello, are you there?
HAYDEN NAR RA TOR. I can’t—I don’t—I don’t know

what’s hap pen ing!
911 NAR RA TOR B. What’s your name, son? Talk to me.
ELI. The call goes on for nine teen min utes and six sec onds.

(Just the sound of HAYDEN hyperventilating, or maybe
sob bing, or maybe drown ing.)

ELI (cont’d). In the tape it sounds like he’s, you know,
stand ing some where. Watch ing it. Pray ing it would—

HAYDEN NAR RA TOR. Stop! It keeps hap pen ing!
911 NAR RA TOR B. What keeps hap pen ing?
HAYDEN NAR RA TOR. Oh no! Here co mes an other one!
911 NAR RA TOR B. An other what?
HAYDEN NAR RA TOR. I can’t stop it! It’s gonna go

over—
911 NAR RA TOR B. Son, you have to guide me here.

Where are you? (Beat.) Are you there?
ELI. Sev enty-one sec onds of si lence on his end. (S)he has

to get cre ative.
911 NAR RA TOR B. Hey, do you have broth ers and sis -

ters? (Beat.) Superbowl’s com ing up. Do you watch any
foot ball?

ELI. Then, at twelve min utes and forty-five sec onds.
911 NAR RA TOR B. Do you be lieve in God?
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