
BROOKLYN PUBLISHERS LLC 
P.O. BOX 248 • CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406 
TOLL FREE (888) 473-8521 • FAX (319) 368-8011

HARD TIMES 
by Shawn Deal 

Copyright © MMXXV by Shawn Deal, All rights reserved. 
ISBN: 978-1-64479-284-1 

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a royalty. 
This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all 
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether through 
bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all countries 
covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention and 
the Berne Convention. 

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and 
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public 
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or 
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems 
and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages. 

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing license 
and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers LLC. Questions concerning other 
rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change 
without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your 
producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock 
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers LLC. 

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit 
and whether or not admission is charged. 

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this Work must 
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of 
this Work. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no 
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title 
of the Work. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is 
given to the author(s). 

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this Work is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers 
or other printed material must include the following notice:  Produced by special arrangement 
with Brooklyn Publishers LLC. 

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including 
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers LLC. 



2 HARD TIMES  
 

HARD TIMES 
A Dramatic Monologue 

by Shawn Deal 
 
SYNOPSIS:  Confined to Oregon State Penitentiary, a father confronts his 
profound failures and the decade lost to adult-onset schizophrenia. Grappling 
with the memory of battling internal personalities and a terrifying encounter 
with his six-year-old daughter, Avery, he now seeks to explain his past and 
make amends. A poignant exploration of guilt, mental illness, and a desperate 
plea for connection.  
 
TIME:  Present. 
SETTING:  Oregon State Penitentiary. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(1 male) 

 
NARRATOR (m) .......................................... Adult male old enough to have a 

teenage daughter. 
 
PRODUCTION NOTES:  This can be done very simply: bare stage, no 
costuming and no props.  However, the narrator is in prison, so the set can be 
a prison cell, and the narrator can be dressed as a prisoner.  The prisoner can 
have an old style hand-held phone to talk into.   
 

 
DEDICATION:  For Azery. 
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NARRATOR:  Avery, I would love to see you.  I wish you would come 

by.  We could talk, and I could try to explain.  I know we are going 
through a hard time, together, you and I. So, I thought you could 
come by, and we could clear the air, so to speak. 

 
 It’s completely my fault.  Everything, absolutely everything, is 

completely my fault; however much it pains me to say that out loud.  
We are both where we are in life, right now, directly because of me.   

 
 That’s a terrible thing to say, but absolutely true.  Made much worse 

because I’m the parent.  I’m your father.  I shouldn’t be the one at 
fault.  You’re the younger person.  You would have thought if 
anyone would have to admit fault it would have been you. 

 
 Just logically, it would follow that you would have come to me, 

admitted the mistake you had made, and as your father, I would 
have been there to support you, guide you, to help you move 
forward.  I would have been there to pass on my wisdom, to tell you 
everything was going to be alright, to be that shoulder to cry on, to 
help you in any way possible.   

 
 The thing is, you didn’t do anything wrong. 
 
 Nothing whatsoever. 
 
 I did the wrong.  Not just once, but repeatedly. 
 
 All the wrong was mine. 
 
 I say that now.  Out loud for everyone to hear.  I should scream it.  

It was all me!  It was all my fault! 
 
 You didn’t do anything wrong.  Never think you did.  We are where 

we are because of me.   
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 Does all this surprise you?  It surprises me, too.  I should have told 

you all this long before now.  I should have been willing to tell you.  
I should have been honest with both myself and you.  I should have 
just said something. I should have been able to say something. 

 
 So why am I telling you know? 
 
 Time, mostly. 
 
 I have time to myself now, to think and to look back.  I have time to 

get healthy and to do the things to keep healthy.  Now I realize, and 
only now do I realize, what a horrible father I’ve been. 

 
 I do wish you would come by so we could talk in person.  So I could 

apologize in person.  So I could apologize once for everything, and 
a thousand times for every solitary little moment, when I should 
have chosen you.  When I should have chosen the right thing, no 
matter how hard, instead of choosing the wrong thing, no matter 
how easy.  A thousand times I chose wrong, and so I owe you a 
thousand apologies. 

 
 So why was my life so hard then?  Why was I going through such a 

hard time?   
 
 I can’t explain it all, frankly, because I don’t understand it all. I was 

always just an average student.  On a side note, I’m taking some 
more classes now and doing quite well.   

 
 I have adult-onset schizophrenia.  I know you know this.  I just have 

to be able to acknowledge it to myself, as often as I can.  That’s 
what the therapist says.  On another sidenote, I’m going to therapy 
now.  And I’m listening.  

 
 As you know, I haven’t been able to do that since I was diagnosed.  

A part of those thousand apologies I owe you. 
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 You must have been six years old or so, when I, your dad, started 

going crazy.  Until just a couple of months ago, I still thought you 
were just six years old.  I honestly didn’t realize you were sixteen.  I 
still don’t quite understand how that happened, how I lost a decade 
of your life. But it’s a reality. I’ve seen photos of you now.  I see my 
eyes, my hair and oval face.  It’s you for sure, just suddenly grown 
up. 

 
 Time is a funny thing.  For me, those ten years went by in the blink 

of an eye, and for you, they crawled by waiting for your dad to get 
better.   

 
 I don’t know why this happened to me.  Why was I the affected one? 

It’s strange to hear other voices in your head.  They talk so loud and 
so fiercely to me… and they are so believable. 

 
 Everything they say makes so much sense.  I know that what comes 

out of my mouth during those times doesn’t make any sense, but in 
my head, it’s all so logical.  And it’s not just believing in the voices.  
I long to believe in them.  And as they talk to me, I accept them. I 
start to become them or maybe they start to become me.  They 
become me so much that they take over.  Like any of those old 
science fiction films, where some alien entity takes over a human.  
I can’t think of the titles of any of them, although those were my 
favorite kinds of films when I was a kid.  My brain is kind of mush 
these days.   

 
 It’s the right analogy, though.  The personalities take over and they 

take over completely.  I’m consumed from the inside.  My body, the 
outer part, the part everyone else sees, is just a shell, like the body 
of a car. It’s just that somebody else is driving.  Not me. 

 
 According to the doctors I now see, there are seven different people 

talking to me, and whoever is talking the loudest seems to take over.  
They fight among themselves on who can take me over, or so it 
seems. 
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 I just seem to be along for the ride, no control, and no care in the 

world.  I have no memory at all when someone takes me over.  It 
may happen for an hour, it may happen for a year.  But no matter 
how long it happens, I don’t remember any of it.  And the only way 
I can get pulled out of these hard times is with medication. 

 
 My personalities seem to know that, and since they want to maintain 

control, they fight tooth and nail for me not to take the medication.  
They fight it hard.  They don’t want me to get better.  They are mean 
to your dad like that.   

 
 I didn’t intend to scare you the last time I saw you in person, back 

when you were indeed six years old.  And no matter what your 
mother says, I wasn’t there to kill you, and I didn’t threaten to kill 
you either. 

 
 I’m not dumb, and I’m not trying to lie.  Hopefully, my days of lying 

to you, your mother and myself, are long behind me. Well, behind 
me at any rate.  I’m trying to change. 

 
 I know what I must have sounded like and looked like that day.  I 

understand that I must have looked scary and dangerous.  I do get 
that.   

 
 If it makes any difference to you, I was very sick then and had been 

hopping from one personality to another every few days and 
sometimes every few hours.  It was taking a toll on me.  I had been 
off my medicine for at least six months. I was going through a very 
hard time.   

 
 Not that any of that was your fault.  Still all mine.  All my fault.  Not 

yours, whatsoever.   
 
 I know I sounded angry that last day I saw you, and I know now how 

much I must have scared you.  Scared you so much that you 
screamed and cried and ran to your mother.   
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 I no longer blame your mother for calling the police on me that day.  

I did for a long time, but I understand it now and don’t hold it against 
your mother.  She did it to protect you.  And that’s what she should 
always do.  It’s what makes your mom the great mother she is.  I 
understand it now, didn’t understand it then, but I do now, and had 
the situation been reversed, I would have done the same thing.   

 
 Anything to protect you, Avery. 
 
 I know you may not believe it. In fact, you have no real reason to 

believe it, but I was trying to protect you that day. 
 
 I know that’s not how it looked, but for me, that’s how it was. 
 
 I was there in the background, and one of my personalities was 

there driving the car.  Both him and I were deeply paranoid, and we 
thought that an assassin of some kind was coming to kill you.  The 
memories are pretty hazy and all jumbled up in the mash that is my 
brain these days.  But we were there to protect you and kill the 
assassin.   

 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from HARD TIMES 

by Shawn Deal.  For performance rights and/or a complete 
copy of the script, please contact us at: 

 
Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 

P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 
Toll Free: 1-888-473-8521 • Fax (319) 368-8011 

www.brookpub.com 
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