
By Vern Harden

© Copyright 1999, Pioneer Drama Service, Inc. 

Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that a royalty must be paid for every 
performance, whether or not admission is charged. All inquiries regarding rights—
including but not limited to amateur, professional, radio broadcast, television, cable, motion 
picture, live streaming, public reading, and translation into a foreign language—should be 
addressed to Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., PO Box 4267, Englewood, CO  80155. 

No performance, broadcast, reading, or presentation of any kind in whole or in part 
may be given without permission from Pioneer Drama Service.

These rights are fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America 
and of all countries covered by the Universal Copyright Convention or with which the 
United States has reciprocal copyright relations, including Canada, Mexico, Australia, 
and all nations of the United Kingdom.

ONE SCRIPT PER CAST MEMBER MUST BE PURCHASED FOR PRODUCTION RIGHTS.

PHOTOCOPYING, REPRODUCING, OR DISTRIBUTING ALL OR ANY PART OF THIS BOOK 
WITHOUT PERMISSION IS STRICTLY FORBIDDEN BY LAW.

On all programs, printing, and advertising, the following information must appear:

1. The full title:  Nobody Heard Me Cry

2. Writing credit:  By Vern Harden

3. Publication notice:  “Produced by special arrangement with Pioneer Drama  
  Service, Denver, Colorado”



R I G H T S  M U ST  B E  P U R C H A S E D  B E F O R E  R E P R O D U C I N G  T H I S  S C R I P T

ii

NOBODY HEARD ME CRY

By VERN HARDEN

Dedication

With special thanks to Beth Somers for suggesting the topic and to John 
Siler and his troupes for their invaluable help over the years.

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

JUSTIN ............................................... a quiet, brooding young  133 
man of 17

MARY ................................................. Justin’s mother, a cheery, caring  64 
woman of middle age

ANGIE ................................................ a reserved girl of 17 50
BRAD .................................................. a loud, aggressive high school  33 

football star
STEVE ................................................ a sarcastic teenager who  20 

plays football
JASMINE ........................................... a loud girl, average height or  12 

taller, who wears a lot of jewelry
CRYSTAL .......................................... a cheerleader who is  5 

all enthusiasm
DAN .................................................... Justin’s father, a quiet,  24 

hard-working police officer
HAROLD ........................................... a concerned friend of Mary’s,  36 

middle aged
MARGARET .................................... middle aged woman 10
TRUDY ............................................... another 5
ED ........................................................ Dan’s former partner 22

SYNOPSIS

The action takes place in the present day. There is no formal demarcation 
between scenes, which move rather fluidly from one to the next.

SETTING

The story is played out in the dining room of JUSTIN’S home. CENTER is a 
table and three chairs. RIGHT CENTER is the front door. UP CENTER is a 
doorway to the kitchen. Because of the intensity of the show, the set should 
be confined to a small area and sparsely decorated.
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NOBODY HEARD ME CRY

JUSTIN: (Sits at LEFT of table writing in his journal, speaking as he writes, 
slowly with interruptions.) “May 21st. Bum… mer! I’m glad this 
day is over. Sometimes I wish this year would just go away. I mean, 
everything is going pretty good right now. At least as good as it 
gets… for me… and that’s not saying much. I flunked my history 
test today. Dad’s going to be disappointed… again. But I’ve got to 
graduate so I can get into the police academy and be an officer… 
like Dad.” (Pauses, thinks, then looks around to make sure he isn’t 
overheard as he tells his journal a secret.) “He’s really about… the 
only friend I’ve got.” (Stops and thinks a moment before bending 
his head to write again.) “Why must my fumbling, clumsy grasp… 
turn cup of joy to clay?” (Stops and looks out over audience, 
recites the next line before bending his head to write it.) Where is 
the peace, the golden prize? One single, perfect day. (Smiles.) Jeez. 
I’m starting to sound like one of those old dead guys we always 
have to read in English class. (Looks at his journal, shrugs lightly, 
then bends his head to write.)

MARY:  (ENTERS UP CENTER and crosses to table, sets a bowl of apples 
in the middle of the table.) Justin, you’ll have to move now so I can 
finish clearing the table. (JUSTIN slaps his journal shut, stands and 
moves DOWN LEFT with journal as MARY gathers up glasses and 
napkins and brushes off the table.) Are you still writing in that old 
journal? I’d think you’d want to be out with your friends. Justin?

JUSTIN:  Huh? Oh, yeah. They’re coming over later. (Starts writing again. 
MARY continues to wipe the table, not hearing JUSTIN’S journal 
entry.) “Some of the guys are… coming over later.” (Shrugs.) “Probably 
to make fun of me for flunking… again. Everybody’s a brain… but me. 
Oh, well.” (Closes journal and moves UP to LEFT of table.)

MARY:  How did school go today?

JUSTIN: (Shrugs.) Okay.

MARY:  (Sets glasses back on table and crosses to RIGHT of JUSTIN.) 
Justin… (Puts a hand on his arm.) Is everything all right?

JUSTIN: (Stuffs journal in his back pocket.) Sure. It’s okay. I guess.

MARY:  You’re so quiet and moody all the time. I wish you’d go out more. Do 
something to enjoy yourself. A boy your age should be with people 
his own age. These are some of the best days of your life.

JUSTIN: (Sarcastic.) Yeah. Right. (Sits LEFT of table, drops his sarcasm.) 
I just like to be home when Dad gets here. I hardly ever get to see 
him or do anything with him, and… you know.

someone could actually write. When JUSTIN announces the dates he 
should give them special emphasis, possibly announcing them directly to 
the audience, so that they will understand the passage of time.

It is important that JUSTIN’S entire character should change throughout 
the show and not remain on the same note. His progression from a “normal 
teenager” through the steps of “down,” “despondent,” and “depressed” must 
be reflected in the speed, breadth and frequency of his movements, facial 
expression and responses as well as his appearance.
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MARY: (Pats JUSTIN on shoulder.) I know. He works such long hours. He 
always has. And you’re not going to be around forever. One more 
year of high school and then you can go to the academy. Are you 
looking forward to it?

JUSTIN: High school, no. The academy… you bet. It’s all I’ve ever wanted 
to do.

MARY: Well, I’d better get your father’s supper ready. He should be home 
before long. Unless he has to work overtime again. (Takes glasses, 
etc., from table and EXITS UP CENTER.)

JUSTIN: (Pulls out journal and opens it.) Now, where was I? (There is a 
knocking RIGHT CENTER.)

MARY: (OFFSTAGE. Sticks her head in UP CENTER while delivering line.) 
Justin, would you get that? And don’t just—

JUSTIN: (Looks up and yells.) Come in!

MARY: …yell. (Shakes her head and withdraws.)

ANGIE:  (ENTERS cautiously, carrying books clutched to her chest.) 
Hi, Justin.

JUSTIN: Oh, hi, Angie. Sorry I yelled at you. (Closes journal, tosses pen onto 
table and leans chair back on two legs.) I thought it was some of 
the guys.

ANGIE: Are you busy?

JUSTIN: Naw. Come in. Sit down. (Indicates chair.)

ANGIE:  (Moves slowly UP to RIGHT of table.) I thought you might be 
studying or something.

JUSTIN: Later. I’m not in the mood right now. Sit.

ANGIE: (Sits RIGHT of table.) Thanks. I heard Mrs. Green flunked you on 
that test. Bummer.

JUSTIN: Yeah. I couldn’t concentrate today. You know?

ANGIE: (Taking papers out of one of her books.) I brought you some of 
my notes. I thought you might like to have them to study for your 
makeup test. (Glances at his journal.) What are you writing?

JUSTIN:  (Grabbing it off table.) Nothing. It’s just an old journal I 
write in sometimes.

ANGIE: I didn’t know you were a writer. Do you write stories?

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES

ON STAGE: Kitchen table, three chairs; on table: JUSTIN’S journal and pen, 
drinking glasses, napkins.

BROUGHT ON: Bowl of apples, pitcher of juice and five glasses on tray, plate 
of rolls or cookies (MARY); school books, papers (ANGIE); drink or coffee 
cup (DAN); handkerchief (MARGARET); tray with five cups and coffee pot 
(TRUDY); paper, folded paper (BRAD).

SOUND EFFECTS

Knocking on door, gunshot.

COSTUMES

All are in modern dress. With the exception of DAN, MARGARET and 
TRUDY, all the characters will require more than one change of clothing 
to denote the passage of time. MARY will need a black funeral outfit 
with a black hat and purse. JUSTIN needs a jacket and tie for his funeral 
outfit. The visitors after the funeral (MARGARET, TRUDY, HAROLD, 
and ED) should be dressed somberly, except for ANGIE, who is dressed 
conservatively for work.

DIRECTOR’S NOTES

Nobody Heard Me Cry is a play designed to show JUSTIN’S deteriorating 
mental state, his inability to deal with the emotions that overwhelm him 
and others’ lack of understanding in dealing with his problem. To portray 
this physically, during the later part of the show, no one touches or even 
comes close to JUSTIN as he sinks further into the black depression of grief. 
His speech and activities slow down until he is nearly motionless, finding 
relief only in his journal, a place where he can escape the reality that is 
crushing him. The other performers must be careful they do not pick up on 
his “slow motion” reactions but retain their own speed and rhythms so that 
the contrast between JUSTIN and the others is clearly evident. Towards 
the end, JUSTIN stops moving almost entirely, looks at no one directly, 
delivers his lines straight ahead facing the audience, and reserves any hint 
of emotion for the times when he is writing in his journal.

The quotation makrs in JUSTIN’S lines indicate what he is “writing” in his 
journal. Of course, the pacing of the lines will be somewhat faster than 
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JUSTIN:  Naw. Just ideas. Thoughts. You know. Things I’d like to say 
but don’t.

ANGIE:  (Nods.) I’m always thinking of things I should have said. (Shy.) I 
keep a diary. Sometimes I write poetry. Do you do that?

JUSTIN: (Shakes his head.) Naw. Just thoughts. Sometimes they rhyme, I 
guess. (Defensive.) But I don’t write them on purpose.

ANGIE:  So, what have you been doing lately?

JUSTIN: Just hanging around. (Leans forward, speaks with enthusiasm.) I 
talked to the coach today about playing football next year. He said 
maybe. It depends on whether I can get my grades up.

ANGIE:  (Smiles.) I’ll bet you’d be good at it.

JUSTIN: (Pleased at her support but shrugs indifference.) I don’t know.

ANGIE: I think it’d be fun. Out there on the field with all your friends and 
everybody watching you, cheering for you.

JUSTIN: (Rises and moves UP LEFT in living room area.) Yeah. Maybe. If 
they’ll let me. (Picks at his fingernails, showing insecurity.) I’m 
not sure the other guys will want me. I don’t… you know, have 
many friends.

ANGIE:  (Rises.) I guess that’s always the hard part. (Moves slowly DOWN 
of table, staring at the floor.) Getting to know people. Finding 
friends. (Looks up at him.) But I think you’ll do fine.

JUSTIN: (Shrugs.) Maybe. (Facing LEFT.) Finding where you belong. I guess 
I’m not very good at that. (Shoves hands in pockets.) Or maybe… 
I don’t belong. I don’t know. (Shrugs and moves DOWN LEFT, 
stares off into space for a second before speaking, shrugs and 
smiles at himself.) Sometimes I think I’m different from everybody 
else. It’s like, I have all of these crazy ideas that just float around 
in my head. (Smiles self-deprecatingly.) I don’t know. Maybe I’m 
from Mars or something… or not living at all.

ANGIE: (Quiet, in sympathy with him, but not depressed.) Me, too. Sometimes.

JUSTIN:  I’ve even thought about different ways to… you know, not go on 
living. (Jokingly he looks at her, jerks his fist up past his neck, 
leans head over and sticks out tongue as though he had hanged 
himself.) Do it. (ANGIE laughs briefly. JUSTIN goes on, curious.) 
Have you ever thought about… dying? Maybe killing yourself?
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nobody heard me cry.” (Lowers journal slowly and bows her head. 
OFFSTAGE UP CENTER there comes the sound of a GUNSHOT. 
MARY and HAROLD jump and turn to look UP. BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY
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ANGIE:  (Surprised.) For real?

JUSTIN: (Shrugs and turns away.) No, no. Just… (Shrugs.) …something to 
think about. I wrote a little bit one time. About what it must be like 
to be dead.

ANGIE: I think a grave would be awfully… lonesome. (Hugs herself.) And 
cold.

JUSTIN:  (Quiet.) It’s the one place a person can go where there are… 
(Shrugs.)…no more problems. (Looks over at her and smiles, 
embarrassed.) Hey, you’ve got me talking crazy. Anyway, that’s 
the kind of junk I put down in my journal.

ANGIE: (Lowers head and nods.) Me, too.

JUSTIN:  Pretty sad when all we can talk to is a piece of paper. (Moves 
RIGHT of table.) Jeez! I must be really screwed up. (Slaps journal 
on table.)

ANGIE: (Quiet.) I don’t think so. (Takes a hesitant step towards JUSTIN.)

JUSTIN:  (Turns towards ANGIE, shows the first real enthusiasm.) You 
know, what I’d like to do is take a course in photography. Maybe 
set up my own dark room. I really enjoy working with cameras.

ANGIE: (Reflects his enthusiasm.) Then why don’t you? Mr. Aikins has a 
photography club.

JUSTIN: Naw. That doesn’t look as good on your record as football. A guy 
has to prove he likes to hit people.

ANGIE: (Moves towards JUSTIN, shy.) You don’t have to prove anything. If 
a person wants to go into photography, he should.

JUSTIN: (Hesitant.) I took some pictures one time that turned out really 
good. I even entered one in a contest. (Shrugs and looks down.) 
It won.

ANGIE: Congratulations! (Lays a hand on JUSTIN’S arm.) I didn’t know that.

JUSTIN: I never told anyone. And anyway, I entered it under a phony name 
so nobody would know. (Hands in pockets.) I guess it’s the only 
thing I ever won in my life. (A sudden loud knocking at the door 
RIGHT CENTER startles them both.)

BRAD’S VOICE: (Yells from OFFSTAGE RIGHT.) Yo, dork! You home?

BRAD: (ENTERS swaggering.) What’s happenin’, man? (Sees ANGIE.) Hey, 
sorry to interrupt when you’re at it hot and heavy. Want me 
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is to find someone to love. I’m sorry if you’re not happy with our 
decision. But I’ve got to think of myself, too. (Turns and walks over 
to HAROLD. JUSTIN closes his journal, lowers it to his side and 
lowers his head, shoulders slumped.)

HAROLD:  Justin, give us a chance, won’t you? I think you’ll like being in 
a new home. A new school. It will be a chance to start over. Put 
everything behind you. I’m not trying to take the place of your 
father. No one will ever do that. But, you’ve got to get on with life. 
You can’t stay in one place. Ever.

JUSTIN:  (Without looking at them.) Good-bye, Mom. Harold. (He drops 
his journal to the floor without noticing, then drops the pen, 
turns and walks slowly OFF UP CENTER.)

MARY:  (Hurries over and retrieves journal.) Justin, you dropped your 
journal.

HAROLD: Let him go, Mary. He wants to be alone.

MARY:  (Opens journal.) I want to see what he’s been writing. Maybe, if 
I could understand his feelings better. Here, at the end:  “I have 
nothing left to give this life. And nothing left to lose. First, my father 
left me. Then they took away the academy. Now they want to take 
away my friends. My home. Last night, I did something I haven’t 
done since I was ten years old. I went up to my room, crawled 
under the covers, curled up into a ball and… cried. Today, for a 
while, I thought maybe I could see light at the end of the tunnel, 
my endless tunnel of night-black pain. But somebody turned out 
that light, just like they always do. And now there is nothing left.” 
(Looks up at HAROLD.) Oh, Harold, this is so sad. He must think 
the whole world is against him.

HAROLD:  I really think he needs help to sort through all of his feelings. 
Professional help.

MARY:  I thought… that my love, a mother’s love would be enough. It is 
for most people. When did I let him down, Harold? Where have 
I failed him?

HAROLD: (Moves over to her.) It isn’t your fault, Mary. Some people can’t… 
adjust to life as easily as others. Some people need help. It doesn’t 
mean you’ve failed.

MARY: (Goes back to reading journal.) “I think I finally knew last night that 
there was only one way to make the hurting stop. I knew when I was 
there, in my bed… and nobody came to help. I guess the worst part 
about my whole life is that no matter what I said, or what I did… 
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to split? (Crosses to UP of table, reverses chair, sits and grins at 
them.) Or can I stay and watch?

ANGIE:  (Edging towards door.) I was just leaving anyway. Good-bye, 
Justin. (EXITS RIGHT CENTER.)

JUSTIN: Yeah. Good-bye.

BRAD: Who’s that? She your main squeeze, man?

JUSTIN: Naw. She just stopped over to bring me her history notes.

BRAD: Oh, yeah. I heard old lady Green dumped on you in that history test. 
You gonna do another one? (Picks up apple out of bowl on table 
and begins tossing it up and catching it.)

JUSTIN: (Shrugs.) Sure. I’ve got to get through it to graduate. (Sits LEFT 
of table.)

BRAD: Don’t sweat it. She’ll let you skate. They always do.

JUSTIN:  Don’t bet on it. I heard the school is cracking down. Trying to 
bring up their national test scores or something so they can get 
more federal funding.

BRAD: Yeah. Lots of luck. They’ve been trying that crap for the last 20 years. 
All they end up doing is juggling the paper work. Nothing changes.

STEVE’S VOICE: (Calls from OFF RIGHT.) Yo, man! You here?

BRAD: Come in! The door’s open!

STEVE: (ENTERS RIGHT and stops.) What’s happenin’?

BRAD: (Throws apple at him, which STEVE catches.) Nada. Just came by 
to hang with Justin.

STEVE: (Moves around to LEFT of BRAD while speaking, leans arm on 
BRAD’S head. To JUSTIN.) Hey, Coach told me you’re gonna join 
the team next year. You the new tackle dummy?

JUSTIN: (Shrugs.) I don’t know. I thought I’d give it shot.

BRAD:  Gonna hang out with the real men, right? (Punches JUSTIN 
on shoulder.) Grab yourself a half dozen girls. Drink a little 
brew. There’s nothin’ like bein’ a football hero. (Begins tossing 
another apple.)

STEVE:  Yeah. Only thing is, you got to stay away from the fuzz. 
Don’t do nothin’ to get yourself arrested. Otherwise, Coach 
gets really torqued.
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HAROLD:  Justin, we’ve made up our minds… (JUSTIN’S shoulders 
slump. He moves dully DOWN LEFT, lifts his journal and 
writes without speaking.)

MARY:  (Works her way slowly towards JUSTIN.) I know this must come 
as a shock to you. It’s actually a shock to me, too. But we got to 
talking, Harold and I, and… I really think it’s for the best… for all of 
us. Sometimes a person needs a new start. It helps them get a new 
perspective on life. And lately, you’ve been so… depressed. I only want 
what’s best for all of us… and quite honestly, I don’t like being alone. I… 
I just don’t know how to be both a mother and father to you.

JUSTIN: (Bitter, without looking up.) You’re not my father. (Looks out over 
audience.) Nobody is my father! (Goes back to writing.)

MARY: (Hurt, she turns to HAROLD.) Harold?

HAROLD:  (Puts his arms around her. Quiet.) Mary, I think it’s time we 
took Justin to see a doctor. He’s depressed. He needs help.

JUSTIN: (Lifts head and stares bitterly out over audience.) You’re talking 
about me, aren’t you? Why are you talking about me?

HAROLD: (To JUSTIN.) Justin, I want you to see a doctor. You’re sick and 
you need help.

JUSTIN: (Turns slowly to HAROLD as he speaks, gaining in intensity and 
volume.) A shrink? A head doctor? You think I’m crazy, don’t you? 
(Shouts.) You’re not going to lock me up in some nut house!

MARY:  (Starts towards him.) Talk to me, Justin. Tell me what’s 
bothering you.

JUSTIN: (Turns away from her.) Why should I talk when there’s nobody 
listening? (Lowers head to journal.)

MARY:  That isn’t true! I do listen to you. (Turns away from him.) This has 
been a hard time for me, too, Justin. (Moves a step away from him.) 
Had you even thought of that? You and your father have been my life. 
But now, he’s gone. And you’re so removed from me. My life is empty. 
(Pleading for understanding.) Justin, I need someone to love me! 
(JUSTIN raises his head and looks at her as if to say “So do I,” then 
turns back to journal.) I just… I’m not strong, like your father was. I 
can’t stand alone. From time to time, I need someone to lean on. (Turns 
back towards JUSTIN.) And I do love Harold. (Steps towards him and 
raises a hand as though to place it on his arm as she pleads for 
understanding.) Justin, the most important thing in the world 
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BRAD: He ain’t gonna get busted. His old man wears a badge, remember? 
That gives you immunity or somethin’, don’t it?

JUSTIN: Don’t bet on it.

STEVE:  (Moves to chair RIGHT of table and sits.) You mean your old 
man’s a straight cop? Jeez! I didn’t think there was any of them left.

JUSTIN: (Nods.) He takes his job seriously.

STEVE: When we party, is he gonna make you breathe into a paper bag 
or somethin’?

JUSTIN: Naw. He trusts me not to drink.

BRAD: (Waving arms.) All right! Let’s hear it for trust!

STEVE:  (Pretending to cry.) And I’ll be sooo disappointed if you break 
my trust.

BRAD: Man, you got it made. You can get away with murder.

JUSTIN: Don’t say murder. My dad’s a homicide detective.

STEVE: Hey, dufus, what else do you do besides want to play football?

JUSTIN: Do?

STEVE: Yeah. Girls. Grass. Maybe a little sniff of the good stuff on weekends. 
Everybody gotta do somethin’.

JUSTIN: No. I… (Looks at floor, embarrassed.)

BRAD: Don’t you believe it. Old Justin, here, was just puttin’ the moves on 
some chick when I walked in. I think our buddy here is a secret 
swinger. Probably got a whole stable full of girls waitin’ in line. 
How about it, hero? You believe in sharin’ with your friends?

JUSTIN: She’s not… she’s just a girl that’s in my history class.

STEVE: (Turns chair to face front, elbow on table.) Hey, that’s a good line. 
“I hardly know her. She was just doing me a favor.” And you were 
going to do her a little favor, right? Don’t blow smoke, buddy. Share 
the wealth. (There is a knock at the door RIGHT CENTER.)

JUSTIN: (Crosses to door.) Like I had any to share. (Opens door to reveal 
JASMINE and CRYSTAL.)

BRAD: (Looking at apple he is playing with.) If that’s some more of your 
girls, I want a short one. I always liked short round girls. (Takes a 
bite of apple.)

27

MARY:  (Turns back towards JUSTIN and starts towards table, then 
hesitates.) Justin? Could we talk to you for a minute?

JUSTIN: (Dull, facing front.) There’s nothing left to say.

MARY: (Turns to HAROLD and holds his hands. They stand facing each 
other even though MARY is addressing JUSTIN.) Justin, Harold 
and I have been seeing a lot of each other this year.

JUSTIN:  (Stands slowly, takes journal and moves slowly DOWN 
LEFT.) Yeah.

MARY: And we’ve discovered… each other. We’re both alone. And we don’t 
want to be.

JUSTIN:  (Lowers journal and turns to them .) Ed Marston stopped by 
today. You know, Dad’s old partner.

MARY: So we thought that, maybe this fall, we’d get—

JUSTIN: He checked into the academy for me.

MARY: (Turns towards JUSTIN.) We’re going to be married, Justin.

JUSTIN: (Turns and faces audience.) I can’t get into the police academy. I 
don’t get to be an officer… like Dad.

MARY: That means we’ll have to move. Get everything packed up. Sell 
the house.

HAROLD: Justin, there’s a community college near my home I’d like you to 
think about. First rate teachers. More classes and activities than 
you can count. You can make new friends. Try new activities. I 
think you’ll like it.

JUSTIN: (Realizing what MARY has said.) You’re going to what? (Turns 
only partially towards her.)

MARY: We’re going to be married!

JUSTIN:  You’re going to… sell our house? (An anguished cry as the last 
piece of his world crumbles.) No! This is our home. (Moves numbly 
UP CENTER.) I’ve lived my entire life here. (Nearly crying.) You 
can’t sell it!

MARY: I think it’s for the best, Justin. A fresh start. Somewhere else. There 
are so many memories here—

JUSTIN: (Places hands on table and leans across to shout.) No! I won’t 
move. This house was bought with my father’s blood!
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JASMINE:  (ENTERING with CRYSTAL.) Oh, you do? (Moves towards 
BRAD. CRYSTAL stops beside STEVE, who is UP of entrance.)

BRAD: Ooops.

JASMINE: Maybe you think I should look like an apple. (Takes an apple 
from bowl on table and hits him on head with it.)

BRAD: Easy, Jas. I was just kidding Justin.

JASMINE:  Where have you turkeys been hiding? You were supposed to 
meet us half an hour ago.

BRAD: We were talking football with Justin. (Rises and crosses to behind 
JUSTIN, massages his shoulders.) Tell him about the training 
schedule, all the plays we have to learn, the work we have to 
do. (Rubs JUSTIN’S head.) You wouldn’t have been interested. 
(Crosses around to JASMINE.)

JASMINE: You’re going to join these retards? I thought you were smarter 
than that.

JUSTIN: Maybe.

BRAD:  Hey, you love football players. (Throws an arm around her and 
pulls her close.) All that sweat and blood.

JASMINE:  (Sarcastic, as she pushes him away.) Right. Nothing like a 
stinking, bleeding hulk to turn a girl on.

CRYSTAL: You don’t sweat, do you?

STEVE: Hey, I’m the quarterback. I just tell everybody else what to do. It’s 
only the slave stock that has to sweat.

CRYSTAL:  Quarterback. Slave stock. I never will get all those positions 
straightened out.

STEVE: (With an arm around CRYSTAL.) I’ll straighten you out. Just stick 
with me. (The VISITORS FREEZE as JUSTIN looks at them. Feeling 
isolated and left out, he picks up his journal and moves DOWN 
LEFT CENTER. He takes out a pen, opens his journal and writes.)

JUSTIN: (Speaking slowly as he writes.) “I wonder why I always feel so… alone 
in a crowd? I thought being with people was supposed to make you 
feel like part of a group. Feel better. All it does is make me feel like an 
outsider.” (Looks out over audience.) One single star… a tiny speck 
against the cold black night. (Bends his head to write.) “Trying to… 
be… amongst the rest, we live… clinging to…” (Lowers journal 
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JUSTIN: (Smiles slowly and painfully.) Dad would have been proud of me 
once I got a badge.

ED: (Motions towards table.) Could I sit down? It’s been a long day.

JUSTIN: Sure.

ED: (Sits RIGHT of table.) Justin, being an officer isn’t the only thing in life, 
you know. A lot of people aren’t cut out for it. There’s no disgrace 
in not wearing a badge.

JUSTIN: (Sits up straight and looks out over audience.) There would be for 
me. That’s all Dad and I used to talk about. Do you know what he 
told me one time? He thought it would be really great if we could 
both wear the same uniform. I always looked forward to that.

ED:  Justin, what I’m trying to say is, I called the academy today. Asked 
them about a slot for you when you graduate. They can’t take you. 
They’re already full for next year. You can’t go the academy, Justin. 
At least not right away.

JUSTIN: What?!

ED: I’m sorry, Justin. There’s nothing I can do. You’ll just have to wait your 
turn. That might not be such a bad idea anyway. It will give you a 
chance to get a couple of years of college under your belt, look into 
other fields—

JUSTIN: (Quietly desperate.) I don’t want to look into other fields. I want to 
be an officer like Dad.

ED: Then you’ll have to wait your turn. (Stands.) Look, I know this is hard 
for you to accept, but sometimes these things happen. You have to 
learn to live with them. Life isn’t always fair, Justin. I wish it were, 
but it isn’t. (Moves to RIGHT EXIT and turns back.) Take care of 
yourself, son. (EXITS.)

JUSTIN:  (Bitter.) I am not your son! (Shouts towards doorway.) I’m 
nobody’s son! Nobody’s. Why can’t I live through just one day 
without everything turning to crap? (Pauses. Quiet.) Why can’t I 
ever hold onto anything good? (Listlessly picks up journal, finds 
his place in it and reads silently.)

MARY: (ENTERS from RIGHT followed by HAROLD. She stops just inside 
door and turns to HAROLD. Quiet.) Are you sure we should tell 
him now?

HAROLD: The sooner the better. Maybe it will cheer him up.

For Preview Only



R I G H T S  M U ST  B E  P U R C H A S E D  B E F O R E  R E P R O D U C I N G  T H I S  S C R I P T

8

and looks out over audience.) That’s the problem. There’s nothing 
to hold onto in life. No answers. No… nothing. (Raises his journal 
and stares at it. On MARY’S entrance, the visitors begin moving 
and talking again.)

MARY: (ENTERS briskly UP, crosses to table with pitcher of juice and five 
glasses on tray, sets them on table and begins to set out glasses 
for each.) Hello, everyone. Would you like some juice?

BRAD: No, thanks. I’ve got to go. (Starts towards front door, RIGHT.) I’m 
supposed to talk to the coach tonight… about my grades.

STEVE: Right. So do I. He seems to think I should learn algebra so I can play 
football. (Stands.) He’s a little strange.

MARY: (Offers a glass to JASMINE.) Would you like some?

JASMINE: I think I should be going, too. (Moves towards door.)

CRYSTAL: (As MARY extends glass towards CRYSTAL, who’s clinging to 
STEVE’S arm.) I’m with him. (Smiles at STEVE.)

STEVE: Lucky me.

JASMINE: See you, Justin. (All four EXIT RIGHT.)

JUSTIN: (Looks up from journal.) Yeah. Thanks for coming by.

MARY:  (Turns to table and begins picking up glasses.) They certainly 
left early.

JUSTIN: Yeah. School work. You know.

MARY: (Stops what she is doing and looks at him.) Justin, is everything 
all right?

JUSTIN: (Crosses to table and sits LEFT.) Sure. Everything’s all right. 
I guess.

MARY: You seem so… distant. Alone. Don’t you enjoy being around your 
friends? (Goes back to tidying table and bowl of fruit.) Goodness. 
When I was your age I always thought being around my friends 
was the best part of the day.

JUSTIN: I just felt like being by myself.

MARY: Being alone isn’t always good for a person, Justin. It gives you too 
much time to think. You have to learn to be with others, learn to 
adjust. That’s the big secret to life. Always adjust to any situation. 
That, and keep busy.
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JASMINE:  You look like you just lost an argument with a brick wall. (To 
STEVE, pointing to JUSTIN.) This is a basketball player? Your team 
must be in sorry shape.

CRYSTAL:  Hey, we learned a new yell today. Want to hear it? (Begins 
bouncing and swinging her arms.) Fighting Falcons! Go! Go! Go!

STEVE: (Grabs her and holds her still.) Save it! We’re going to need it when 
we get to the playoffs.

BRAD: Get her out of here, will you? I want to talk to Justin. That goes for 
you, too, Jas. This is man talk.

JASMINE: Well, in your ear, jerk. See if I ever waste my time on a jock again. 
(Flounces OUT.)

STEVE: (Still holding CRYSTAL.) Come on, Miss Enthusiasm. Out. (Hauls 
her RIGHT.) Catch you later, Justin. (JUSTIN doesn’t respond. 
STEVE and CRYSTAL EXIT.)

BRAD: (Sits in chair RIGHT of table.) Justin, what’s wrong? You been lower’n a 
snail’s tail all summer and fall, and it’s time to pack that in. Look, I know 
your old man meant a lot to you. But you’ve got to get your engine 
started again. Get fired up. Look, man, the team needs you. Come help 
out your buddies. All right? Take some action! Do something!

JUSTIN: (Looks straight ahead, still slumped.) All right.

BRAD: (Stands, pulls out a folded paper and tosses it on the table.) Here 
are the plays the coach assigned us today. Better look them over 
before you show up tomorrow. (Starts toward exit.) Got to go, 
friend. Things to see and people to do.

JUSTIN: Yeah.

BRAD:  (Gives him a thumbs-up and EXITS RIGHT, yelling.) Hey, guys, 
wait up!

JUSTIN: (Picks up his journal and writes.) “Maybe the guys really do want 
me. The coach wouldn’t have sent over the plays if he wasn’t serious. 
And Brad, he seemed to mean it. Maybe I do have someplace to 
belong. Maybe. Get my grades up this semester so I can apply to 
the academy. Get to be an officer.” (Smiles slowly.) Dad would like 
that. (KNOCK at front door entrance.)

ED: (ENTERS RIGHT and stops just inside.) Justin? (Moves to RIGHT of 
table.) How are you doing? (JUSTIN does not respond.) Justin, I 
did some checking today for you. With the academy.
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JUSTIN: Yeah. I guess I should learn to be like them.

MARY: When I came in, you were standing off by yourself. Like you’re not 
even a part of the group. Don’t you like your own friends?

JUSTIN: Mom, when is Dad going to come home?

MARY: When he can. He said he had to go see a doctor after regular hours. 
Probably has something to do with a case he’s working on. (Moves 
around behind JUSTIN and smoothes his hair.) Justin, I know this 
is a hard age for you. You’re growing up, trying to find your place 
in the world. But you know your father and I will always be here for 
you. If you want to talk… or just to be with someone… 

JUSTIN: Only he isn’t here, is he?

MARY: He would be if he could. (Beat.) Oh, I just remembered! (Picks up 
tray with glasses and moves towards UP exit.) I have a meeting 
I have to go to now. The church is getting ready to do its annual 
pageant, and I said I’d help organize it and plan the refreshments.

JUSTIN: (Quiet.) Mom, I really could use somebody to talk to.

MARY: (Straightens chairs and fusses her way to the UP exit.) I don’t know 
why I’m always volunteering to help other people get their work done. 
But somebody has to do it, and most of those ladies wouldn’t know 
how to organize a pageant if it only used two people. I guess the one 
talent I have is the ability to organize. Thank heavens for small favors.

JUSTIN: Mom, I… 

MARY: (Turns back.) Whatever you’re going to say, Justin, can it wait? I’m 
late already.

JUSTIN: (Shoulders slump.) Sure. Who needs to talk anyway?

MARY:  (As she EXITS UP CENTER.) I wonder what I did with my black 
heels?

JUSTIN: (Gathers up ANGIE’S notes and reads from them.) World War 
One, 1914 to 1918. World War Two, 1941 to 1945. War is the state 
of conflict between two or more parties who differ. (Lays notes 
in center of the table, picks up his journal, opens it and writes.) 
“War is a state of conflict. Man against man. Man against nature. 
Man against society.” (Thinks briefly, then returns to writing.) 
“I differ from the others in my society… therefore… I am at war.” 
(Throws down pen.) Crap! What a way to live! (Holds his face in 
his hands and leans on table.)

24

Seven months, one week and four days. I’ve been in Hell since then. 
My life was never worth much, but at least when I had him, I had 
something. Somebody to hold onto. Now… Mom spends all of her 
time with that old boyfriend from her college days. And I keep… 
stumbling along. The guys stop by once in a while, but not often. 
And Angie. She comes over every couple of days. She’s nice. Never 
asks questions. The coach came by and said he wanted me on the 
basketball team. That felt good, to hear somebody say they wanted 
me. I wish I could feel better. I’m tired of hurting. I wonder if Dad 
hurts now. Some days I think I feel a little better. But then, I look 
across the table… and there’s no one there. And I know… Dad… 
will never be there… again.” (Looks out over audience.) I try. I 
really try to feel good. But I can’t. (Writes again.) “I guess my life 
pretty much ended when his did. I made a list yesterday of all the 
good things in my life. It was a very short list. And it didn’t help. 
I can’t eat. I can’t talk. I can’t even smile. I think I miss that the 
most.” (Raises his head and looks out over audience.) God, why 
don’t you come and take me too? I don’t want to live… God… I wish 
I were dead. (Lowers his head.)

CRYSTAL’S VOICE: (OFFSTAGE RIGHT.) Fighting Falcons, Go! Go! Go! 
Fighting Falcons—

STEVE’S VOICE: (OFFSTAGE RIGHT.) Save it. (There is a LOUD KNOCKING 
on the doorway RIGHT. JUSTIN raises his head slowly.)

BRAD’S VOICE:  (Yelling from outside, OFFSTAGE RIGHT.) 
Anybody home?

JASMINE’S VOICE: (OFFSTAGE RIGHT.) Sure he’s home. He’s not going 
anywhere. (JUSTIN slumps in his chair and stares at floor.)

BRAD: (ENTERS, followed by the others.) Justin, my man, where were you 
today? We had a workout and you didn’t show. Bad news, man. 
Coaches get testy when you ignore their invitations.

JUSTIN: (Dull.) Today?

STEVE:  Sure, it was today. Conditioning exercises. Got to get the old 
bod back in shape so the fans can admire us. Hey, you look like 
crap. You sick?

JUSTIN: Yeah.

STEVE: Good. We’ll cover for you with the coach. Only you’d better drag 
your sorry bones out there tomorrow, dead or alive.

For Preview Only
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DAN’S VOICE: (OFFSTAGE UP, calls.) Anybody home?

JUSTIN: (Straightening up. Brighter.) Dad? I’m in the dining room.

DAN:  (ENTERS UP carrying drink or coffee cup, speaks slowly.) Hello, 
Justin. Have you seen your mother?

JUSTIN: She had to go to the church for a meeting.

DAN: (Shoulders slump.) Oh.

JUSTIN: Have a bad day?

DAN: (Walks slowly to table and sits RIGHT facing front.) Yeah, and I’m 
going to have a worse evening. Justin, I need to talk to you.

JUSTIN:  (Closes journal and smiles.) I’d like that. I’d kind of like to 
talk, too.

DAN: (Looks across table at JUSTIN and shakes his head slowly.) You’re 
almost a grown man now, aren’t you? Where does the time go?

JUSTIN:  (Smiles, then lowers head and stares at floor.) Sometimes it 
seems to be going awfully slow for me.

DAN: (Smiles.) You’ll get over it. I’ll swear, when I was your age, I used to 
think all the clocks in the world had stopped. Then, about the time 
I got out of the academy, things started to speed up. And now… 

JUSTIN: (Picks up history notes, glances at them then tosses them aside.) 
Dad, there’s something I’ve got to tell you. (Stands and moves 
DOWN CENTER, facing DOWN LEFT.)

DAN:  Justin, there’s something I want to tell you, too. (Crosses DOWN to 
JUSTIN.) It’s something that might help you… later on.

JUSTIN: (Hurries on with what he has to say before he loses his courage.) I 
had a really bad day today, Dad. I don’t like to disappoint you… but… 

DAN: (Not listening, moves slightly DOWN RIGHT.) I have to leave again 
in a minute. I’m going out on a raid. And I have a feeling about it… 

JUSTIN: (Not listening.) You’re about the only person I have in the world 
I can trust. I’d do anything I could to make you proud of me, you 
know that… I even talked to the coach about going out for football.

DAN: (Worried, he runs a hand over his face and head.) There’s no reason 
for it. Just a gut reaction. The only other time I’ve ever felt it was the 
night… my first partner… got killed.

JUSTIN: (Quiet, head down.) I flunked my test today, Dad.
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MARY/HAROLD: (ENTER RIGHT dressed differently than they
were earlier.)

MARY: That was wonderful. Thank you, Harold. I get so tired of staying 
home all the time. I enjoy getting away from… everything.

HAROLD: Mary, could I ask you something? I’ve been thinking—

MARY: Ah, ah, ah. Too much thinking is bad for a person. I’ve always
said that.

HAROLD: (Takes her hands.) Mary, I know this is rushing things, but I have 
to go back to my office in a couple of weeks. Business things that I 
can’t put off. Would you consider… going with me? Permanently?

MARY: What?

HAROLD: I mean it. In the months I’ve been coming here… I’ve begun to 
realize that… I know what’s missing in my life. It’s you.

MARY: What are you talking about?

HAROLD: Look. Just think about it, will you? I’m serious, Mary. I’ve spent
my whole life building my business. Making money. And why? I
don’t have anyone to share it with. Mary, I’d like to share my life
with you and Justin.

MARY: Justin. (Turns away from HAROLD and clasps her hands.)

HAROLD: I know he’s going through a rough time right now, but so are 
you. You need someone. (Puts his hands on her shoulders and 
turns her to face him.) So do I. Justin will get used to the idea. I’ll 
do everything I can for him. I like him, Mary. I really do. And… you 
know how I feel about you. What do you say?

MARY: (Turns away from him.) I… I don’t know what to say. I hadn’t 
thought about… 

HAROLD: Mary, at our age, we can’t afford to wait. We have to take 
whatever happiness life has to offer. Please, think about it.

MARY: (Nods.) All right. I’ll think about it. Good night, Harold.

HAROLD: Good night. (EXITS RIGHT.)

MARY: What am I supposed to do? (Hurries OUT UP CENTER.)

JUSTIN: (Slowly sits in his chair, opens his journal and begins to write. Dull.)
“Happy new year. It was just seven months ago that Dad… died. 

End of Script Sample
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MARY: (Pats JUSTIN on shoulder.) I know. He works such long hours. He 
always has. And you’re not going to be around forever. One more 
year of high school and then you can go to the academy. Are you 
looking forward to it?

JUSTIN: High school, no. The academy… you bet. It’s all I’ve ever wanted 
to do.

MARY: Well, I’d better get your father’s supper ready. He should be home 
before long. Unless he has to work overtime again. (Takes glasses, 
etc., from table and EXITS UP CENTER.)

JUSTIN: (Pulls out journal and opens it.) Now, where was I? (There is a 
knocking RIGHT CENTER.)

MARY: (OFFSTAGE. Sticks her head in UP CENTER while delivering line.) 
Justin, would you get that? And don’t just—

JUSTIN: (Looks up and yells.) Come in!

MARY: …yell. (Shakes her head and withdraws.)

ANGIE:  (ENTERS cautiously, carrying books clutched to her chest.) 
Hi, Justin.

JUSTIN: Oh, hi, Angie. Sorry I yelled at you. (Closes journal, tosses pen onto 
table and leans chair back on two legs.) I thought it was some of 
the guys.

ANGIE: Are you busy?

JUSTIN: Naw. Come in. Sit down. (Indicates chair.)

ANGIE:  (Moves slowly UP to RIGHT of table.) I thought you might be 
studying or something.

JUSTIN: Later. I’m not in the mood right now. Sit.

ANGIE: (Sits RIGHT of table.) Thanks. I heard Mrs. Green flunked you on 
that test. Bummer.

JUSTIN: Yeah. I couldn’t concentrate today. You know?

ANGIE: (Taking papers out of one of her books.) I brought you some of 
my notes. I thought you might like to have them to study for your 
makeup test. (Glances at his journal.) What are you writing?

JUSTIN:  (Grabbing it off table.) Nothing. It’s just an old journal I 
write in sometimes.

ANGIE: I didn’t know you were a writer. Do you write stories?

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES

ON STAGE: Kitchen table, three chairs; on table: JUSTIN’S journal and pen, 
drinking glasses, napkins.

BROUGHT ON: Bowl of apples, pitcher of juice and five glasses on tray, plate 
of rolls or cookies (MARY); school books, papers (ANGIE); drink or coffee 
cup (DAN); handkerchief (MARGARET); tray with five cups and coffee pot 
(TRUDY); paper, folded paper (BRAD).

SOUND EFFECTS

Knocking on door, gunshot.

COSTUMES

All are in modern dress. With the exception of DAN, MARGARET and 
TRUDY, all the characters will require more than one change of clothing 
to denote the passage of time. MARY will need a black funeral outfit 
with a black hat and purse. JUSTIN needs a jacket and tie for his funeral 
outfit. The visitors after the funeral (MARGARET, TRUDY, HAROLD, 
and ED) should be dressed somberly, except for ANGIE, who is dressed 
conservatively for work.

DIRECTOR’S NOTES

Nobody Heard Me Cry is a play designed to show JUSTIN’S deteriorating 
mental state, his inability to deal with the emotions that overwhelm him 
and others’ lack of understanding in dealing with his problem. To portray 
this physically, during the later part of the show, no one touches or even 
comes close to JUSTIN as he sinks further into the black depression of grief. 
His speech and activities slow down until he is nearly motionless, finding 
relief only in his journal, a place where he can escape the reality that is 
crushing him. The other performers must be careful they do not pick up on 
his “slow motion” reactions but retain their own speed and rhythms so that 
the contrast between JUSTIN and the others is clearly evident. Towards 
the end, JUSTIN stops moving almost entirely, looks at no one directly, 
delivers his lines straight ahead facing the audience, and reserves any hint 
of emotion for the times when he is writing in his journal.

The quotation makrs in JUSTIN’S lines indicate what he is “writing” in his 
journal. Of course, the pacing of the lines will be somewhat faster than 
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NOBODY HEARD ME CRY

JUSTIN: (Sits at LEFT of table writing in his journal, speaking as he writes, 
slowly with interruptions.) “May 21st. Bum… mer! I’m glad this 
day is over. Sometimes I wish this year would just go away. I mean, 
everything is going pretty good right now. At least as good as it 
gets… for me… and that’s not saying much. I flunked my history 
test today. Dad’s going to be disappointed… again. But I’ve got to 
graduate so I can get into the police academy and be an officer… 
like Dad.” (Pauses, thinks, then looks around to make sure he isn’t 
overheard as he tells his journal a secret.) “He’s really about… the 
only friend I’ve got.” (Stops and thinks a moment before bending 
his head to write again.) “Why must my fumbling, clumsy grasp… 
turn cup of joy to clay?” (Stops and looks out over audience, 
recites the next line before bending his head to write it.) Where is 
the peace, the golden prize? One single, perfect day. (Smiles.) Jeez. 
I’m starting to sound like one of those old dead guys we always 
have to read in English class. (Looks at his journal, shrugs lightly, 
then bends his head to write.)

MARY:  (ENTERS UP CENTER and crosses to table, sets a bowl of apples 
in the middle of the table.) Justin, you’ll have to move now so I can 
finish clearing the table. (JUSTIN slaps his journal shut, stands and 
moves DOWN LEFT with journal as MARY gathers up glasses and 
napkins and brushes off the table.) Are you still writing in that old 
journal? I’d think you’d want to be out with your friends. Justin?

JUSTIN:  Huh? Oh, yeah. They’re coming over later. (Starts writing again. 
MARY continues to wipe the table, not hearing JUSTIN’S journal 
entry.) “Some of the guys are… coming over later.” (Shrugs.) “Probably 
to make fun of me for flunking… again. Everybody’s a brain… but me. 
Oh, well.” (Closes journal and moves UP to LEFT of table.)

MARY:  How did school go today?

JUSTIN: (Shrugs.) Okay.

MARY:  (Sets glasses back on table and crosses to RIGHT of JUSTIN.) 
Justin… (Puts a hand on his arm.) Is everything all right?

JUSTIN: (Stuffs journal in his back pocket.) Sure. It’s okay. I guess.

MARY:  You’re so quiet and moody all the time. I wish you’d go out more. Do 
something to enjoy yourself. A boy your age should be with people 
his own age. These are some of the best days of your life.

JUSTIN: (Sarcastic.) Yeah. Right. (Sits LEFT of table, drops his sarcasm.) 
I just like to be home when Dad gets here. I hardly ever get to see 
him or do anything with him, and… you know.

someone could actually write. When JUSTIN announces the dates he 
should give them special emphasis, possibly announcing them directly to 
the audience, so that they will understand the passage of time.

It is important that JUSTIN’S entire character should change throughout 
the show and not remain on the same note. His progression from a “normal 
teenager” through the steps of “down,” “despondent,” and “depressed” must 
be reflected in the speed, breadth and frequency of his movements, facial 
expression and responses as well as his appearance.
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