
Continued Over…

The Fine Print

PO Box 1064 
Crystal Beach, ON, L0S 1B0, Canada
1-866-245-9138 
www.theatrefolk.com Get more free stuff at: theatrefolk.com/free

by Lindsay Price

Copyright © Lindsay Price, All Rights Reserved

You may freely copy and share this document, as long as the document is distributed  in its entirety, 
including this notice. Please forward corrections and/or comments to the author.

Performances for an audience (whether paying or not) are subject to a royalty. Contact us for details. 
The text may be performed without royalty for auditions, in-class work, and Thespian IEs.

Monologue – neil 
froM THe PregNaNcy ProjecT

Play The Pregnancy Project 
by Lindsay Price

Stats Drama - Simple set - 60 minutes
Casting 5M+15W

Description Neil relays what happened when his ex-girlfriend thought 
she was pregnant.
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First she’s quiet. And distant. Like on another planet. I’d 
be talking about track and how coach won’t stop ragging 
on me – normal stuff. She doesn’t hear a word. Then. She 
doesn’t want me to touch her. (he starts to pace.) She keeps 
shrugging me off. I put an arm around her shoulder, I try 
to hold her hand. Nothing. I ask her: “What’s wrong.” 
Nothing. She’s fine. “What’s wrong?” She’s perfectly fine. 
(he stops pacing) Mrs. Rossi, why do girls say they’re fine, 
when they’re not? ‘Cause she wasn’t. (he slumps into a chair 
with a sigh) I’m on my way to practice. She’s at my locker. 
I’m late; I don’t have time to talk. She’s late. She. Is. Late. 
How? What am I – I’m not, I’m just a normal guy. I’m 
supposed to get a track scholarship. It’s not my fault. We 
were careful. It’s not mine. We were so careful. Sort of 
careful. I thought we were careful.

She’s waiting for me to say something. Anything. (he 
stands, poised to flee) I want to run. I want to get away from 
her face. I want her to stop looking at me. Stop waiting. 
My life can’t be ruined because of one… I don’t run. I can’t. 
I blame my parents. (he sits) I don’t run. I say: Ok. We’ll 
handle it. I’m a father. I’m a father. I try to get into that 
frame of mind. Figure out the right thing to do. I’m a 
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father. I’m a father. Over and over and over and just when I… she’s yelling at 
me in the hall. It’s ok. It came. It’s ok. No baby.

He stands and jams his hands into his pockets. He thinks about what 
he just said before speaking.

Everything – the whole world wrenches back to normal. Before normal. Sort 
of. It’s stupid. I feel kind of sad. Only not. I’m sure I’ll be… We broke up last 
week. I broke up with her. I guess I couldn’t go back to normal. ❧


