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Monologue Mania!
A Memory of Harold

By Ev Miller

Male / 20s to 50s / Present day

About the play:  As a joke, Harold’s classmates had led him to believe that one 
of the girls in their group was interested in him. When Harold arrived to take her 
to the prom, the whole “joke” was revealed, illustrating how insensitivity can  
affect those around us. 

About the scene:  In this opening monologue to the audience, an older Robert 
reminisces and remembers Harold, as well as some of the more popular people 
at his school. Behind him, a flashback scene reveals the popular kids from high 
school at a party.  

* * *

ROBERT:  

It’s funny how I remember Harold so clear even after all this time. I’ve  
forgotten so many of the others I went to high school with. (He stops 
to have a drink.) Harold… Harold Barnick… this was his name. He was a  
member of our class, but really not in it, you know what I mean? Well, in 
the first place, he was ugly. We were the special people of the school. We 
were involved in everything, my friends and I. Most of the guys in my group 
(Moves his hand to include the people in the background) were jocks. (He 
smiles modestly.) I was a pretty good basketball player myself. Nina was a 
cheerleader and Lisa… well, Lisa was in just about anything she wanted to 
be in.

She was elected homecoming queen our senior year. All of us got decent 
grades. I mean, none of us were valedictorians or anything like that, but 
we got by. But Harold! He was something else! Not only was he double 
ugly, but he was so simple! I think he always needed a haircut and when 
he did get one, it looked like a bowl had been put over his head. On top 
of all that, he wore glasses so thick you got dizzy just looking at him. 
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(continued)

But he never really bothered any of us. He minded his own business, got 
by in school, and went home at four o’clock every day. We knew where he 
lived… a basement house. Harold’s mother worked out in the yard once in 
awhile, and we could see how Harold got his looks. One glimpse was all you 
needed. No one had ever seen Harold’s father, and some of us joked that 
he must have left the minute he laid eyes on Harold. But, (Another drink.) 
like I said, he never bothered any of us so I don’t know why we did what 
we did, except that he was available. (Pause.) And we were bored. (Starts 
walking back to the living room scene behind him, talking as he does.) I 
suppose that was it. We were bored that spring… we were juniors, the 
winter sports were over… I had had a pretty good year in basketball. Those 
things were important then. And the long days of early May made us all 
just a little silly. What happened was just a practical joke; no one expected 
him to believe it.


