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UNANSWERED

A Ten Minute Dramatic Monologue
By Bradley Walton

SYNOPSIS: When Amanda meets Bobby at a student play festival, she
thinks it’s love at first sight. But afterwards, even though Bobb
Amanda’s texts and messages, it never seems like he wants t ery Months

turn into years, and finally, even though she doesn’t undeusta
wrong, she accepts that they will never be together, and ti @
then Bobby is killed in a car crash, and Amanda finds hersg ourning him
all over again, knowing that all of her questi nowy forever go

Unanswered.

CAST OF CHARACTER
(1 either; gend ible

AMANDA / ANDY (m/f)............ 0d......... A high school senior who is
eavily involved in theatre.

NOTE: The script’s references line” and “social media” may be
or app. The name “Bobby” can be

changed to a current webs

changed to “Bobbi” ccompanying pronoun changes) if the

AUTHOR’S NOTE

The seeds of inspiration for parts of this script, unfortunately, came from
reality. Someone my wife knew was killed in a car crash. [ saw an article about
it in the paper, but didn’t read beyond the first paragraph, so I didn’t find out
the victim’s name. Shortly afterwards, my wife included him in a group invite
to an art show, not knowing that he had died. About a month went by before
we found out via Facebook what had happened.
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AMANDA: | was really nervous going to my first high school play
festival as a freshman, but by the time it was over, the show was
the last thing on my mind. I'd figured the day would be epic, but |
hadn’t expected it to be life-changing, or that what happened would
leave me hollow and grieving three years later, with questions that
would never be answered.

His name was Bobby. | first time | saw him was w alked

forth between the two. It was actu
accent problems aside, | thought
saw him out in the hall between pl
said he liked my school’s show, which drama about a girl with

an abusive father. Our play ldn’'t have been more different, but
he pointed out that they wemten by the same author, and
we talked about that for @"few@minutes. Then we went into the
auditorium and sat m e back to watch the next show,

| wasn'’t real familiar with Greek

which was about Gre :
mythology beyo, n in a couple of movies. Like, | knew

incredibly dis
taking.en

our phones, swapped numbers, and friended each
. He looked at my age on my profile and laughed,
saying that if he wasn’t careful, he might get in trouble, because he
was a junior and almost three years older than | was. If the age
difference bothered him, it didn’t show. | knew it didn’t bother me.
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We decided to skip the next play and sat in an empty stairwell. He
started talking about his part in last year’s one-act festival, and how
he’d wanted to base his character on one of his school's three
assistant principals, but they all had funny personality quirks, so
he’d had a hard time choosing. And then he started doing more

might go too far.

We watched the rest of the plays togethé
dark. When the competition was oyéF, " we s
for a goodbye kiss that turned intg/another{fen minutes of making
out.

Even though I'd known Bob r less than a day, | was pretty sure
| was in love.
@ stantly over the next couple of

vies, music, Broadway shows, and
e always answered back. But every
time | asked abo tting together, he said he was busy. The
signals he was giving didn’t make sense. He'd chat online until
two o’clock ingthe morning, but he was never able to work out his
schedule tofs in person.

| texted and messaged
weeks. We talked a
even more Gre

my school’s musical that winter, and | invited Bobby
| was thrilled beyond words and more than a little
he came. He found me after the show and | asked if
he wanted to get something to eat, but he said he had to get up
early the next morning and needed to go home. For the few minutes
we talked, though, he looked at me—I mean, really looked at me—
like he was trying to make up his mind about something.
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| texted him a few more times about getting together, but he always
said he was busy. | tried not to let it bug me too much. | figured the
best thing to do was give him space, so | stopped texting him after
a while.

| was on pins and needles when | started rehearsals for@ur one-act

knew that going to the festival meant that | might see
| was afraid to text and ask if he was going t ere
worried | might scare him away. As hard as it ed.

smiled at me and waved. | wanted
but my school was performing firs
school performed third, and | sat i

played a drama club president in ing a bunch of crazy

teachers who wanted to @isect a musical. He was funny,
sympathetic, and charismatic, anghi asn’t completely sure that |
loved him before, | was p w that | did.

| found him in the ha
and asked if he

s, gave him a congratulatory hug,

. He smiled and said, no, he was a
senior and it was st one-act festival, so he was going to hang
out with the rest of hi st. | smiled back and told him it was no
problem, but inside | was crushed. | went to the bathroom, threw
: est of the festival and the bus ride home trying

onally, that whatever might've been there between us
was ov en if | didn’t understand why. | would’ve given up hope,
except for one thing...even though | kept waiting for Bobby to
unfriend me online, he never did. So | messaged him occasionally.
Sometimes he answered, but his replies were always short—a few
words...never more than a sentence.



UNANSWERED

| got a part in the musical again that year. | included Bobby in the
invitations | sent out through social media. He didn’t come. But still,
he didn’t unfriend me.

Another year went by. Bobby stopped replying to my texts and

messages all together, so | stopped sending them. | was a junior,
and he was in college now. His profile said he was just half an hour
away. |invited him to my musical again that winter. ome.
And finally, after almost a year of no contact, | a was
over. | mourned what I'd lost—if I'd ever rea in the first
place—in pretty much the same way | wou rned losing
a family member. Bobby had meant that t | was ready to
put him behind me and get on with e.
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