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I GOT AN HONORABLE MENTION IN  

A PHOTOGRAPHY CONTEST ENTERED BY 

FIVE PEOPLE…NOW WHAT? 

A Comedy Monologue 

by Bradley Walton 

 

SYNOPSIS:  You see a lollipop stick lying upon the ground.  You take its 

picture and enter the photo in a contest at a local deli, where you are awarded 

a yellow ribbon for honorable mention.  You conclude that an honorable 

mention is preferable to winning first, s econd, or third place, because an 

honorable mention bestows honor, whereas a mathematically higher but 

otherwise integrity-challenged rank does not.  You have achieved all that a 

human being could possibly hope for in a lifetime.  But will you choose to lay 

your contentment on the line when the challenge of the deli’s next art contest 

is placed before you? 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

(1 either; gender flexible) 

 

NARRATOR (m/f) ............................................. Has delusions of grandeur and 

an exaggerated perception of 

reality. 

 

SETTING:  Bare stage 

 

COSTUMES 

 

NARRATOR – Wears tacky dress clothes. 
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NARRATOR:  The instant I saw the Tootsie Pop™ stick, I knew that 

the moment in progress had been fated to occur since the dawn of 

time.   

 

At least, I assume it was a Tootsie Pop™ stick.  It may have come 

from a generic lollipop.  But I like Tootsie Pops™ better—they last 

longer, and if you give one to a person with whom you are arguing,  

it’s harder for them to talk.   

 

The stick in question was now candy-less, its sugary shell and rich 

chocolate interior goodness dissolved by the saliva of a mouth long 

departed.  It lay on a white sidewalk in the bright sunlight, nearly  

invisible save for the soft pink residual stain of its aforementioned 

shell and the tiny gray shadow the stick cast upon the pavement.  I 

was struck by the sense of ultimate uselessness and finality  

represented by this little white stick.  Once, it had been a component  

of an attractively packaged and marketed commercial product  

known and loved by millions, but now that its purpose had been 

served, there it lay, discarded and exposed to the elements on a 

surface of nearly the same color, forgotten and ignored…but not by 

me. 

 

I pulled out my phone and I took a picture of that stick.  Its final days 

would not be for nothing.  I would share this image with the world in 

a local deli’s photography contest, which I had seen advertised on 

the back page of my hometown newspaper that morning. 

 

Now I stand at the counter of that very deli, trying to listen in on the 

conversation of the three judges as I order a sandwich.  It is difficult  

to make a decision involving so many different kinds of meat while 

eavesdropping on something of such potentially life-altering 

significance.  I am asking my brain to perform a feat of multi-tasking,  

the likes of which it has never attempted before. 

 

The stakes are high:  while all of the pictures will adorn the walls of 

the shop for the rest of the month, the top three will win deli gift  

certificates in the respective amounts of thirty, twenty, and ten 
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dollars.  Additionally, each winner will receive a ribbon, and a fourth 

ribbon will be awarded for honorable mention.     

 

A total of five pictures have been entered.  One is a stunning close-

up of the right headlight on an old pickup truck.  Another is a timed 

exposure of a lighthouse taken on a starry night.  The third picture 

shows six different colors of paint, or perhaps dye, running down 

into the drain of a white sink.  The fourth entry is shoe selfie.  And 

then, of course, there is mine. 

 

Each picture has its own merits and weaknesses.  Each is attractive 

in its own way, but the other four were not taken by me, and 

therefore they are inferior. 

 

The debate amongst the judges is intense, or would be, if they were 

not standing in complete silence as they check off boxes on their 

score cards.  I imagine them stealing sideways glances at one 

another’s rankings, vehemently mocking the stupidity of each 

other’s choices in their minds—unless, of course, those choices 

involve perfect scores for my photo. 

 

The man behind the counter looks at me expectantly and clears his 

throat for the fifth time.  I order the “special,” whatever that may be,  

and then I wait…for both my sandwich and the contest results.  

 

The judges disappear into a back room and my food is handed to 

me over the counter.  The “special” consists of several kinds of meat  

and cheese between two slices of bread.  None of them are easily 

identifiable, although the resulting sandwich is indeed tasty.  I 

suppose if I was truly curious as to the contents of the “special,” I 

could look at the small chalkboard sitting next to the cash register,  

but so much of my brain is preoccupied with the judges in the back 

room that I forget how to read.  Within a relatively short period of 

time, my sandwich has disappeared.  I assume I have eaten it.  It is 

possible the sandwich was abducted by aliens, but this seems 

unlikely.  In truth, I have not been paying the slightest bit  of attention.  
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Ten long and impossibly agonizing minutes later, the judges  

emerge, and one of them is holding four ribbons:  Blue, red, white,  

and yellow. 
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