
HEUER PUBLISHING LLC 
P.O. BOX 248 • CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406 
TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 • FAX (319) 368-8011

I’M NOT OKAY 
By Bradley Walton 

Copyright © 2011 by Bradley Walton, All rights reserved. 

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 Heuer Publishing LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing 
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Heuer Publishing LLC. Questions concerning 
other rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing 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 Heuer Publishing 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 Heuer Publishing 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 Heuer Publishing LLC. 



2 I’M NOT OKAY  

T H I S  S C R I P T  I S  P R OV I D E D  A S  A  C O U RT E S Y  F O R  I N T E R N ET  R E A D I N G .  
N O  P E R F O R M A N C E  R I G H T S  C O N V E Y E D.  

I’M NOT OKAY 

By Bradley Walton 
 

SYNOPSIS:  Three weeks before graduation, two of Jackie's classmates 
carried guns into school and killed nineteen people. Jackie knew what they 
were planning but never told a soul. In the five years since, the secret has all 
but destroyed her. Forcing herself to attend her first class reunion, she 
struggles to understand why she kept silent, while searching for the strength 
to finally confess the truth. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
 

FEMALE/MALE MONOLOGUE 
 

AUTHOR NOTES 
 
Working in a high school and knowing what happened at Columbine, it’s 
impossible not to wonder sometimes, “What if something like that happened 
here?”  From that thought came the questions, “What if somebody knew it 
was going to happen and didn’t tell anyone?  Why would they stay silent?  
What would that silence do to them?”  And from those questions came this 
script.  The narrator is not meant to be pitied.  She did something horrible, 
and it has broken her.  The only thing she knows for sure about herself… 
mentally, emotionally, and morally… is that she’s not okay. 
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AT RISE:  On a bare stage, JACKIE, a female in her early 20’s, 
stands dressed for a class reunion.  The character may also be a 
male named JACK. 
 
NARRATOR:  It’s a cold night.  Too cold for May.  My coat is still in 

the restaurant’s basement lounge, along with close to two hundred 
people who graduated from high school with me.  I should go back 
down.  And I should stay this time.  I need to be with them.  But 
the cold outside is easier to bear.     

 
 Coward. 
 
 I hear the restaurant door open and close behind me.  Footsteps.  

My coat offered in an outstretched hand. 
 
 “I thought you might need this.” 
 
 His name is Charlie Ellis.  He used to be a football player.  A good 

one.  He sat two seats behind and one row to the left of me in 
government class our senior year.  He walks with a limp now.  The 
day that he got the limp… I wasn’t in school that day. 

 
 When I look at Charlie to say thanks, there’s warmth in his eyes.  I 

turn away and sit down on the cold concrete step. 
 
 “You okay, Jackie?”  Charlie’s voice is concerned, and I feel 

ashamed.  If he knew the truth, he would hate me.  I don’t want to 
be here.  Why did I come to my five-year high school reunion?  
Because it was the least I could do.  Because I’ll never be able to 
say I’m sorry.  Because the best I can do is stick the metaphorical 
knife in the metaphorical wound and give it the metaphorical twist.  
Because I don’t have the guts to tell anyone what I did. 

 
 No.  That’s not right.  What I didn’t do. 
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 I deserve to feel shame at the kindness Charlie is showing.  I 
deserve the guilt that rakes across my insides.  I relish it.  And 
then I loathe myself even more.  For wallowing in it.  For patting 
myself on the back over my own emotional self-flagellation.  Like 
that somehow makes things better. 

 
 On the other side of the door, downstairs in the warm restaurant, 

the mood is somber.  Not like a reunion is supposed to be.  I can’t 
help but wonder if the turnout would have been as big if… if nine 
of our classmates hadn’t been gunned down in school three weeks 
before graduation… along with four juniors, a sophomore, two 
freshmen, and three teachers.  This isn’t a reunion.  Not really.  It’s 
a memorial.  A wake.   

 
 And it’s because of me.  Not entirely.  Maybe not even mostly.  But 

I could’ve stopped it.  I could’ve told someone.  Only I didn’t.  I just 
kept to myself, and I let it happen.   

 
 I let two kids named Robert and Kate carry guns into the school 

and open fire during a class change. 
 
 Robert and Kate were pretty much your classic introverted social 

misfits, the same as I was.  I wasn’t really friends with them, so 
much as we were all targets together.  Spitballs.  Having our 
books knocked out of our hands, or our lunch trays tipped onto our 
clothes.  Names.  Insults.  The things kids do to other kids.  There 
was sort of an unspoken solidarity between them and me, even 
though I wasn’t a part of… whatever their relationship was.  Robert 
and Kate were tight.  Everyone kind of assumed they were a 
couple, but no one ever really knew for sure.  They were always 
together, but nobody ever saw them kissing or holding hands or 
anything.  I just sort of hovered around them sometimes, and they 
let me.  They let me hear them talking.  About how they were tired 
of being the victims.  About how they wanted to teach everyone a 
lesson.  About how Robert’s uncle had a gun collection.  About 
how May 25 was going to be the day.  They never spoke directly 
to me about it.  But they knew that I knew.  And to this day, I’m not 
sure why.  Did they want me to join them?  Was the offer there, if 
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I’d spoken up and said that I wanted to accept it?  Did they trust 
me that deeply to not tell anyone?  To not betray them?  Or did 
they think that if someone knew and didn’t tell… if someone gave 
unspoken permission by letting it happen… that it was okay?   

 
 I don’t know why I didn’t tell.  Part of me didn’t think they’d really 

go through with it.  But that’s no excuse, because there was 
another part of me that took them seriously enough that I 
pretended to be sick and stayed home from school on May 25.  In 
the end, I think I kept my silence simply because I didn’t know 
what to do, and doing nothing required less effort than doing 
something.  I allowed myself to become complicit in Robert and 
Kate’s plans.  And I can’t lie.  There was part of me that wanted 
them to do it.  To strike back.  To teach everyone a lesson.  
Only… what was the lesson?  If the people they taught it to were 
dead, then what was the point?  No… of course there’d be 
survivors.  And the survivors would know.  They’d know that they’d 
done something to cause this.  Even while they tried to pin the 
blame someplace else.  On Robert and Kate.  On violent movies 
and video games.  The survivors would still know that they’d 
played a part.  That they’d provoked us.  That they’d failed us.  
That they’d failed themselves as human beings.  (Pause.)  Just as 
surely as we’d failed them.  Just as surely as we’d failed 
ourselves.     

 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from I’M NOT OKAY by 
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