NORMALCY
By Bobby Keniston

Copyright © 2013 by Bobby Keniston, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-60003-727-6

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 play must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this play. 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 play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is
given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play 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.



NORMALCY

NORMALCY
By Bobby Keniston

SYNOPSIS: How do you recover from an unfathomable tragedy? Shana
has been sent to a psychiatrist by her father in order to "get back to some
sense of normalcy”, after her mother’s violent murder. Though she wishes
she could remain silent, her bottled up emotions come pouring, out as she

battles with her feelings of anger, grief, and an honest bewilder How
can she possibly feel normal in any way when she lovi other's
murderer? This thought-provoking dramatic monolo erfectifor a
challenging forensic competition piece.
CAST OF CHARACTE
(1 Femal

SHANA GRANT (f) oo, In hekteens, 16 @r 17. She is struggling

with a at has occurred in her

ily. She is depressed, angry, and
sed. There is a good chance she
doesn*t“want to be talking about all of
but once she gets going, she can’t

DURATION: 10 mi

SETTING: | believe this monologue should be performed as though

SHANA were 0 a psychiatrist, as there are hints within the
monologue_that t. This does not mean she has to be laying on a
couch of'a here should be the impression she is in the office of a

COSTUME GGESTION: Shana should be dressed as an average
teenage girl, nothing flashy.

DEDICATION

This monologue is for Tracy Sue, for all of the belief when I needed it.
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| know you want me to talk, so, fine, I'll talk. But | don’'t want to hear
anything you have to say, because it won't help. It won't.
Whatever good intentions you have to figure me out and shrink my
head into little bitty compartments, and I'm sure you have plenty of
good intentions, you guys always do, even if you do charge a
hundred dollars an hour or something, I'm telling you, it is not
going to work. And | don’t feel like apologizing. Okay?

My dad sent me here because he said “We have tGufi way to
get back to some sense of normalcy.” Whateve To
tell you the truth, our family was never eveng( [0} normal to
begin with. It's not like | can look back befg ncident” or
“tragedy,” depending on who you are and t to say it,

felt like it was
. He’s not the only
r what anybody else
the “incident” or the

and really remember any time gr

troubles. They don’'t know how to
an | do, and they don’'t know what to call
ident.”

Of course,
couldn’t eve

ice just call it “the murder”. You know what? |
at word two weeks ago without throwing up.
ow. “Murder.” That's what the police call it, but
actly right, though, not really.
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“Tragedy” is what the papers and the news shows say. “What a
tragedy, such a tragedy, could this tragedy have been avoided,
learning from the Grant tragedy, so sad, so sad, so sad,” they say,
these newscasters with every hair in place, carefully studied
serious expressions on their faces, while inside their hearts are
racing. They love tragedies! Tragedies mean ratings! If they
really cared about human beings, would they stick a microphone
and camera in my face and ask me how it feels to know that my
older brother killed my mom? If they had any shr anity

inside their tanned plastic shells, would they a uestion like
that?
(Laughs a little.) How do you answer a que ike that? “Well,

Tim, it's not the best feeling in the w k at | mean?” or “It
certainly has been a struggle, , considering that, well, my
MOTHER IS DEAD.”

(Slight beat.) And I'm the who has to return to normalcy.
What about these sick vu%h? How is what they do
“normal” in any way? The d onthe misery and fears of others.
And all of these people w % e story of the Grant tragedy, do
you know what the : inking, deep down? Past the
comments they say to € other like “Those poor people,” and
“Our prayers ar you,” underneath all those platitudes is the
simple thought of “B them than us.” They thank God that this
hasn’t happened to them. There’s no such thing as true “empathy”
in a situatio is. Who can relate?
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| sometimes think my parents were the best human beings on the
planet. | mean, we would argue, | would get upset, theyd
occasionally yell at me, but that was all just part of growing up, you
know? But they never, and | mean NEVER treated me like | was
their “normal” child, and they never treated Jasper like he was the
“different” one. Ever. Jasper was just my older brother growing
up, that's all he’s ever been, my older brother. And |

about making sure | told them if my brother's b
“unusual” or “aggressive” and they would ass
something that was inside of him, but that he y brother,
and he still loved me very much. | never ged anything
was wrong until | was twelve, when...

(Beat.) What's the point? What's the point ause. SHE takes a
deep breath, then smiles a little.){\Jasper’ 0 years older than
me. He taught me how to ride a bi ow? My parents had
tried and tried, and | would,scream whenever they let go of the
bike, and refused to try to rMyself. | thought I'd never be
able to ride a bike without traiming els, until Jasper took me out
one day, took the training @ off of my bike, and said, “Shana,
you gotta do this. i bike is the closest we get to flying.
Why are you afraid of fl " And | told him | wasn't afraid. And
he held on whil arted to pedal, and then, without giving me a
let go. | was going to scream, but he

ing, Shana!” And suddenly | wasn't scared
rode around, pretending | was flying. When |
er, he had a huge grin on his face, and he said,
k of riding a bike is to not be scared of falling once
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And | never even noticed until | was twelve... we were out raking
the lawn, raking up big piles of leaves to jump in, and everything
was fine until Jasper looked over at me, dropped his rake and
said, “Come here. | gotta tell you something.” | thought he was
goofing around, but he came closer to me, got right up to my ear
and whispered, “Mom and Dad are trying to kill us.” | laughed for
a second, but he grabbed my face, not too hard, but,enough to

us. They said so!” And | was really freaked out, a
and Dad said they were trying to kill us?” and
yelled, “No! They wouldn’t admit that! THE
They're saying it right now! Can’t you hea
serious, and so scared. And then abo
went back to raking leaves and di
mom and dad.

8 |ater, he
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