
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stupid Earl 

A monologue  

By Sarah Hebert 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         

         

         

        

         



Characters: 

Martha. Mid to late fifties. A depressed wife of a farmer. 

Wears a black, Amish-looking dress. Hair pulled back in a 

low bun.  

 

Setting: 

The painting “American Gothic,” by: Grant Wood 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

     (Lights up. Two actors frozen in  

     the painting “American Gothic.”  

     Martha becomes animated, while her 

     husband and the rest of the   

     painting remain frozen. She speaks 

     to the audience, walking around  

     the set) 

 

MARTHA 

     (looks at her husband    

     with disgust.) 

Stupid Earl! 

     (turns away from Earl to talk to  

     the audience. A bitter, sarcastic  

     tone) 

I married Earl because I was young and in love. How stupid! 

I should have listened to my parents and married Richard. 

He came from wealth and power and he had a future full of 

wealth and power in front of him. So what if I didn’t love 

him, or even like him for that matter. If I had married him 

I would be living a life of luxury right now. Instead I’m 

stuck wearing these hideous drab clothes and living a life 

of poverty! 

     (pauses for a moment and looks at  

     Earl with disgust) 

Stupid Earl! 

     (turns her attention back to the  

     audience.) 

Oh, yes…It was great for a while. Being in love…being with 

the person you’re in love with. We were happy. We had 

dreams…Earl wanted a farm with great crops, horses, 

chickens, cows, and a yard full of children. Humph! Now 

here we are…forty years later and nothing! Nothing but 

empty promises and unfulfilled dreams!  

Sure, life was great for a while. We had times of great 

harvests…lots of corn, carrots, beets, potatoes… 



     (she trails off, reminiscing. Then 

     she turns sour again.) 

Now the land’s all dried up…just like my stupid husband! 

The only animals we have left are a few cows-because you 

don’t have to feed them…they eat grass-and old peanut…that 

poor excuse of a horse. We killed and ate the last of the 

chickens.  

     (In a mocking tone…imitating   

     Earl.) 

“Oh, don’t worry dear. Things are gonna turn up. You’ll 

see.” 

     (Back to her normal mocking tone.) 

Yeah, yeah. He’s been saying that for the past twenty 

years…when things first started to go downhill. 

As for those good for nothing kids we had…they all got out! 

Lucky bastards! They saw that their paw was starting to 

lose it and took off first chance they got. I can’t say 

that I blame them really…I would have ran too if I could 

have. The farm was having trouble, and he just couldn’t 

accept it. We should have sold it while we could and cut 

our losses. And now what do I have?...Earl. That’s what. 

Lucky Me! 

     (Looks at Earl) 

Stupid Earl! 

     (Back to the audience.In a   

     mischievous tone.) 

Maybe I’ll poison his green beans. Use his dead lifeless 

body as fertilizer for the corn…I bet it would grow then! 

Maybe I’ll just burry his body in the barn and runaway 

myself…go find Richard. 

     (Back to bitter tone.) 

Oh who am I kidding? I’m sure he married someone smart 

enough to realize how rich and powerful he would become. 

I’m sure he has a bunch of greedy brats that stick around 

because as long as their working for “daddy” they’ll be 

rich and powerful too.  

     (Looks at Earl with disgust and  

     circles around him.) 

Now I’m just as old and dried up as Earl…stupid Earl!  

Look at him…standing there with that stupid pitchfork, 

looking at his farm. Hoping and dreaming that things are 

gonna turn around. The crops will grow, the animals will 



get healthier and breed more. Him and his stupid optimistic 

views. I’d like to take that pitchfork and shove it up his… 

     (Realizing the audience is listing 

     she stops herself.) 

Oh, forgive me. I didn’t mean to be so vulgar. But, that’s 

how you begin to think after living with Earl for forty 

years…stupid Earl! 

     (In a softer tone, reminiscing.) 

It wasn’t always this way you know. I haven’t always been 

this bitter. We’ve made many happy memories here. We truly 

did love each other. Earl had the gentlest soul. He was so 

loving. He use to do the sweetest things for me, like draw 

me a bubble bath after a long day of planting crops. The 

way he use to pull me tight and ask me to dance, even if 

there wasn’t any music playing. He was so romantic. We 

couldn’t keep out hands off of each other.  

Then we had our two beautiful boys, Johnny and Isaac. He 

was such a good dad. He was so tender with them when they 

were babies. He would stay up all night rocking them. Then, 

when they were older, he would take them out in the field 

and play baseball with them until it was too dark outside 

to see. We were such a happy little family. We couldn’t 

have asked for anything more. The aura of love was so thick 

around us you could almost see it. 

Then there was that birthday when Earl and the kids gave me 

that gorgeous grandfather clock. Little Johnny and Isaac 

were so proud of themselves, because they helped daddy pick 

it out. They got it from a second hand shop of course, but 

it was beautiful, and it was mine. It is made of dark 

cherry wood, and the face is adorned with gold trim. I love 

that clock…just like I use to love Earl. 

It’s not in the greatest shape anymore. Like everything 

else in my life, it’s becoming old and decrepit. Almost 

like it’s mocking me…ticking away the years. 

     (back to a bitter tone.)  

I still love that clock, even if I don’t love Earl anymore. 

It’s just about the only nice thing we have left. Earl’s 

already sold the china cabinet…along with all the china. 

I’m sure he’ll want to sell my clock next! He knows how 

much it means to me. He’ll probably do it just to spite me, 

but pretend like he’s not secretly enjoying it.   



     (In a mocking tone, imitating  

     Earl again.) 

“Don’t worry honey. I’ll buy you another one. A brand new 

one…just as soon as the crops begin to grow.” 

     (With sudden rage.) 

You know what? I should just burn this whole place down! 

Earl included! Stupid fucking Earl! 

      

     (Martha goes to stand behind Earl, 

     recreating the painting. Lights  

     fade.) 

  


