
Monologue Options

This packet contains a number of monologues that you can choose from for your

audition if you want. You are not required to use one of these monologues, but we

ask that whatever monologue you do choose comes from a modern play and is not in

verse. Memorizing your monologue is not required. Feel free to use a monologue by

a character of any gender, regardless of whether it matches yours.

The monologues included in this packet come from a variety of modern plays, all of

which combine humor, clever language, and deep sincerity to tell stories. We

encourage to you find the humor in these pieces. Not all of them have laugh-out-

loud funny moments, but all of them have endearing or amusing moments, and

finding them will help you tell the story more effectively and with more honesty. We

have also tried to include the pertinent background information above each

monologue.

Break a leg!



Water by the Spoonful by Quiara Alegria Hudes

Orangutan is the username of a young adult drug addict who has just successfully
lived clean for three months. This monologue is made of up typed messages on a
support group messageboard for drug addicts. Despite this, please do not actually
indicate typing during this piece.

ORANGUTAN. And I quote, “Get a hobby, find a new job, an exciting city,
go teach English in a foreign country.” Did you guys think I wouldn’t take
you seasoned advice? I was batting o for ten, and for the first time, guys, I
feel fucking free.

I wake up and I think, “What’s the world got up its sleeve today?” and I look
forward to the answer. So, thank you.

I gave my parents the URL. My username, my password. They logged on
and read every post I’ve ever put on here and for once they said they
understood. They had completely cut me off but after reading this site they
bought me the plane ticket. One way. I teach English in the mornings. I
have a class of children, a class of teens, and a class of adults, most of
whom are older than me. I am free in the afternoons. I have a paycheck
which I use for legal things like ice cream, noodles, and socks. I walk around
feeling like maybe I am normal. Maybe, just possibly, I’m not that different.



Dead Man’s Cell Phone by Sarah Ruhl

The Gordon mentioned at the end is the “dead man” of the title. He had been an
organ…intermediary I guess, for people who didn’t want to wait for the standard
medical process in order to get an organ that they needed. Because of this, his cell
phone kept ringing – people kept calling him – even after he had a heart attack and
died in a soup and sandwich café. Mrs. Gottlieb is speaking at Gordon’s funeral and
feels greatly affected by his death.

MRS. GOTTLIEB. I’m not sure what to say. There is, thank God, a vaulted
ceiling here. I am relieved to find that there is stained glass and the
sensation of height. Even though I am not a religious woman I am glad
there are still churches. Thank God there are still people who build churches
for the rest of us so that when someone dies—or gets married—we have a
place to—I could not put all of this—(She thinks the word grief) –in a low-
ceilinged room—no—it requires height.

A cell phone rings in the back of the church.

Could someone please turn their stupid cell phone off. There are only one or
two sacred places left in the world today. Where there is no ringing: The
theater, the church, and the toilet. But some people actually answer their
phones in the toilet these days. Some people really do so. How many of you
do? Raise your hand if you’ve answered you cell phone while you were
quietly urinating. Yes, I thought so. My God.

Well.

Look at this great big sea of people wearing dark colors. It used to be you
saw someone wearing black and you knew their beloved had died. Now
everyone wears black all the time. We are in a state of perpetual mourning.
But for what?

Where was I? Gordon.

Well. I’ve forgotten my point. Let’s have a hymn. Father?



Dead Man’s Cell Phone by Sarah Ruhl

The Gordon is the “dead man” of the title. He had been an organ…intermediary I
guess, for people who didn’t want to wait for the standard medical process in order
to get an organ that they needed. Because of this, his cell phone kept ringing –
people kept calling him – even after he had a heart attack and died in a soup and
sandwich café. Jean got the cell phone after Gordon died.

JEAN. You know what’s funny? I never had a cell phone. I didn’t want to
always be there, you know. Like if you phone is on you’re supposed to be
there. Sometimes I like to disappear. But it’s like—when everyone has their
cell phone on, no one is there. It’s like we’re all disappearing the more we’re
there. Last week there was this woman in line at the pharmacy and she was
like, “Shit, Shit!” on her cell phone and she kept saying, “Shit, fuck, you’re
shitting me you’re fucking shitting me, no fucking way, bitch, if you’re
shitting me I’ll fucking kill you,” you know, that kind of thing, and there were
all these old people in line and it was like she didn’t care if she told her
whole life, and the worst part of her life, in front of the people in line. It was
like—people who are in line at pharmacies must be strangers. By definition.
And I thought that was sad.

But when Gordon’s phone rang and rang, after he died, I thought his phone
was beautiful, like it was the only thing keeping him alive, like as long as
people called him he would be alive. That sounds—a little—I know—but all
those molecules, in the air, trying to talk to Gordon—and Gordon—he’s in
the air too—so maybe they all would meet up there, whizzing around—those
bits of air—and voices.



Eurydice by Sarah Ruhl

Orpheus and Eurydice is a famous Greek myth about the best musician in the world
– Orpheus – and his beloved – Eurydice – who dies just after their marriage to each
other. It’s a tale of true love. It least the beginning is. “Father” is Eurydice’s father,
who, in this telling, had died prior to Eurydice’s marriage to Orpheus and meets her
again after Eurydice dies and she arrives in the afterlife. Father is telling this story
to Eurydice.

FATHER. My father and I use to duck hunt. By the Mississippi River. He
would call up old Frank the night before and ask, “Where are the ducks
moving tonight?” Old Frank, he could really call the ducks.

It was hard for me to kill the poor little ducks, but you get caught up in the
fervor of it. You’d get as many as ten ducks.

If you went over the limit – there were only so many ducks per person –
father would throw the ducks to the side of the creek we were paddling on
and make sure there was no game warden. If the warden was gone, he’s run
back and get the extra ducks and throw them in the back of the car. My
father was never a great conversationalist – but he loved to rhapsodize
about hunting. He would always say, if I ever have to die, it’s in a duck
pond. And he did.



The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time by Mark
Haddon

Christopher’s mom (Judy) and dad (Ed) split up a couple of years prior to the “now”
in this play because Judy cheated on Ed with their neighbor (Roger) and then Judy
and Roger ran away together. When this happened Ed told Christopher that Judy
had died, which is what Christopher still believes at this point. Christopher has just
discovered a box of letters in Ed’s room addressed to Christopher from Judy (his
mom), but hasn’t quite figured out what they mean yet. In this letter, written at
some point between the split and the play’s present, Judy is trying to communicate
with Christopher despite all of the familial mess. This play is set in the U.K., but
please do not use an accent for this piece.

JUDY. 451c Chapter Road, Willesden, London. Dear Christopher. I’m sorry
it’s been such a very long time since I wrote my last letter to you. I’ve been
very busy. I‘ve got a new job working as a secretary for a factory that
makes things out of steel. You’d like it a lot. The factory is full of huge
machines that make the steel and cut it and bend it into whatever shapes
they need. Also we’ve moved into a new flat at last as you can see from the
address. It’s not as nice as the old one and I don’t like Willesden very much,
but it’s easier for Roger to get to work and he’s bought it (he only rented the
other one) so we can get our own furniture and paint the walls the colour we
want to. You haven’t written to me yet, so I know that you are probably still
angry with me. I’m sorry, Christopher. But I still love you. I hope you don’t
stay angry with me forever. And I’d love it if you were able to write me a
letter (but remember to send it to the new address!).

I think about you all the time.

Lots of love,

Your mom.


