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notes

Wars may often be started by older men; however, it is the youth 
that must ultimately serve and fight in them.  Forgotten is the story 
of a young war vet, returning from Iraq, whose life is forever altered 
after an unforeseen tragedy took place during a tour of duty.  This 
first-person short story should be performed by a male and may be 
entered in either Prose Interpretation or Dramatic Interpretation.  Due 
to the mature subject matter, be 100% honest in the portrayal of this 
young soldier.  His age and mental stability are choices to be made 
by the performer.  The drama mask icons are simply visible to show 
the performer when to turn the pages in his manuscript.  This is an 
outstanding selection for the performer looking for challenging, 
mature, and relevant material!

You know, a lot of you might think that was funny. (Beat) But I say it’s 
snot!

Bethany: Dear Diary, Miss Highnote is starting to become Miss 
Highstrung.  We open tomorrow night, and we still haven’t choreographed 
or rehearsed the last number. I’ve tried to show Miss Highnote the 
rehearsal schedule—and how she forgot to include the last number on 
the schedule.  But as you very well know, Diary, I’m not allowed to talk. 
(Beat) Ever. 

Miss Highnote: Okay, today, children, we’re going to work on the finale 
of A Chorus Line. It’s really a simple high-kick routine, and your goal is 
to be so synchronized that the audience can’t distinguish you apart.  As 
you’re lined up across that stage in your glittery-gold costumes, all of you 
literally become one.  Which, ironically, is the title of the final song—
“One.”  So, places everyone! (To Bethany) Bethany, cue the music, please, 
and action!  (The children dance as Miss Highnote hums along with the 
song. She is pleased at first, then disgusted) Stop, stop, stop!  What was 
that?  I asked for all of you to be in perfect rhythm and synchronicity and 
then I get this? Alice, why were your legs not in the air along with the 
others? 
Alice: (Looks down at her legs) I’m on crutches, Miss Highnote! (Beat) 
Remember when you told us to break a leg? 
Miss Highnote: (Exasperated) It’s an expression, Alice.  I didn’t mean for 
any of you to actually do it!
Alice: (Trying to explain) Well, Sarah’s foster brother, Juan, heard about it 
and—
Miss Highnote: (Sternly) Alice, don’t make me jump up on that stage, 
take your crutches away from you, and then hit you over the head with 
them, okay? (Beat) Because I will!  I’ll take your crutches away from you, 
and hit every single one of you! I’ll bonk every member of this lack-luster 
cast over the head! (Beat) Hard!

Bethany: Dear Diary, Yesterday afternoon, Miss Highnote went crazy 
and the police were called and everything!  It started during our final 
dress rehearsal.  I thought everything was going great—considering we’re 
basically just a bunch of fifth-graders trying to put on a musical that was 
originally intended for adults.  Then little things started happening.  Sarah 
had too much emotion and started bawling onstage.  Douglas made an 
announcement that he was coming out of the closet.  Turns out—he really 
is ‘happy,’ and he credits Miss Highnote for liberating him.  Rodrigo tried 
to flick boogers at Maria during their big Zach and Cassie scene. Then this 
big lady came storming into the auditorium looking for her ‘Little Song 
Bird.”  Miss Highnote called her a ‘Two-Timing Cell Mate,” grabbed 

Sometimes I’m standing on my corner saying my lines, “Got a dollar for 
a down payment on a bag of chips?” One of my favorites is, “I’m gonna 
be honest. I want a beer.” That one works sometimes. A construction guy, 
who thought that was the funniest thing a bum ever said to him, bought 
me a six pack. A bum.  I’ve always hated that name—bum.  I’m not a 
bum.  I’m a vet. I’m jobless, homeless, and oh yeah, I’m forgotten.

***

This is my sign “War Vet—Any help is appreciated.” There are so many 
people that don’t believe in the homeless anymore.  They say, “I’m not 
giving anything to the homeless.” I heard about a guy that was faking 
being homeless. In reality, he was really rich and drove a new Mercedes.  
Maybe I need to go sit on his corner sometime.  It’s crazy. I don’t know 
of any man, woman or child out here who would choose to fake this life, 
always sleeping with one eye open to make sure that someone doesn’t 
steel your basket of stuff.  I am a true believer in one man’s trash being 
another man’s treasure.  Look at the stuff I’ve got. I’ve got a pair of shoes.  
The only thing wrong with them is that the soles are falling off.  Hey, 
that’s like new for me. I got a bag of chips that are stale, but they still taste 
good. I got a radio that works!  It’s just old and outdated—thrown away 
and forgotten.  But that’s what we do; we throw out things just because we 
think they’re useless. Then we forget about them.  These are my treasures, 
the only things that I own. When I wasn’t on the street, I would pass by 
homeless people on the corner or under the bridge.  I would wonder how 
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Rodrigo: Noooo!  I’d rather have to stick Sarah’s crippled hand in my 
mouth! 
Sarah: Rodrigo, you better watch out! When my broken fingers heal, I’m 
going to give you a knuckle-sandwich!
Miss Highnote: Okay, silence everyone! (Beat) Ready on the stage—and 
action!
Rodrigo: (As Zach) So, Cassie, what brings you to my audition?
Maria: (As Cassie) I want to dance, Zach. I need to dance. All I need is 
music—and a mirror—and a chance—to dance for you.
Rodrigo: (As Zach) Why did you leave me, Cassie? Why did you leave? 
Miss Highnote: (Interrupting) Okay, not bad, you two, but I want you to 
make this more personal.  The audience has to believe that you two have, 
at some point in your lives, actually been under the same roof together.  
Can either of you remember an instance when you two might have been at 
the same place at the same time—outside of school?
Maria: (Excited) I’ve got it, Miss Highnote!  (To Rodrigo) Just follow 
me, Rodrigo. (As Cassie) Remember when you came to my birthday party, 
Rodrigo—I mean, Zach?
Rodrigo: (As Zach) Of course, I remember, Maria—I mean, Cassie.  
There were cupcakes. They were delicious.
Maria: (As Cassie) I can’t remember. Did you bring me a present?
Rodrigo: (As Zach) No.  I didn’t.  I forgot.
Maria: (As Cassie) You forgot to bring me a birthday present—to my 
birthday party—on my birthday?
Rodrigo: (As Zach) Look.  My family can’t even afford to go to 
Disneyland, and you’re upset because I didn’t bring you a present on your 
birthday? (Beat) Is that why you left me?
Maria: (As Cassie) I left you, because I looked away for a moment.  
When I turned back to look at you again, you had a cupcake in one hand 
and a booger on your other hands’ finger!
Rodrigo: (As Zach) I knew it! I knew you saw me!  I’m sorry.  I thought 
you were going to be turned around longer. My nose was itching!  I had 
to pick it! (Beat) So I did!  I picked it, and you turned around and saw it! 
Then you turned away again!
Maria: (As Cassie) Then I turned around one more time, and it was gone! 
(Beat) The booger was gone!
Rodrigo: (As Zach, embarrassed) Because I flicked it.
Maria: (As Cassie) No, you didn’t! You ate it!
Rodrigo: (As Zach) I did not!
Maria: (As Cassie) You did, too!
Miss Highnote: (Trying to regain control) Okay, that’s enough! Wow!  
And you two don’t think you have a real-life past together?  Amazing!  
Good improvisational work, Maria!  Nice job, Rodrigo—especially with 
that ‘booger’ part! (To the cast, most of whom are laughing hysterically) 

the hell they got there?  I mean, when you have everything, you never 
think about how it is that some people have nothing. So you wanna hear?  
You wanna know how I went from school, a job—a life—to this?

When I was eleven years old, I came home from school every day and 
saw my dad sit at the television and watch coverage on the Gulf War.  He 
drank. That’s all he did was drink, and he told me, “Son, if you want to 
make me proud, fight for your country. Maybe by the time you’re old 
enough to join they’ll take better care of their vets.  Take better care of you 
than they took care of us.”  He was in Vietnam.  He wasn’t drafted, but he 
was one of the first to sign up.  Tour after tour, metals, awards. My mother 
told me these stories, so that I could get to know the person he was before 
the war.  She said Dad came back different.  Couldn’t sleep; cold sweats; 
tremors at night.  Then one night, Mom woke up with Dad on top of her 
with a knife at her throat.  He said that he knew she was a spy, and spies 
must die.  After that night, I never saw him again.  

The only thing that I knew was that I wanted to make my dad proud of 
me. So I signed up.  I was one of the first to go to Iraq.  I wish you could 
understand how it was over there.  Never being able to sleep; rarely being 
able to shower. Not being able to trust people, and no place, no matter how 
long you’re there, no place is really home. It’s weird, right? I dedicated my 
life to a job that in the end didn’t dedicate itself to me.  For those of you 
out there who think that the military takes care of its own, you’re so damn 
wrong.  The military will take care of itself first, last and always.  

See, they told me that I needed to take some time off.  They said I needed 
to get away from the front lines and “come back to reality.” That was what 
my Commander said to me, back to reality.  Didn’t he get it?  That was 
the only reality I knew.  The fight!  How could they take that away from 
me?  They didn’t understand. After my mother took me away from my 
father, all I wanted to do was fight.  I didn’t understand the real problem.  
The problem was that I didn’t care who or what I was fighting.  In war, 
the targets are clear, right?  But when you’re over there for too long, the 
targets get blurry. The visions that were once very clear are now not so 
clear.  They’ve become forgotten.

My Commander was right. I needed to go home.  I needed to walk into 


