e

~ 7

A

Scholarship Monologues

Here is our selection of monologues for your scholarship application. Don’t
spend too long deciding on a monologue, read them all and see which one
resonates with you.

Please film your monologues in your natural accent.

“Acting is not about being someone different. It's finding the similarity in
what is apparently different, then finding myself in there.”
Meryl Streep
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Female Monologues
The Black Sequin Dress (Jenny Kemp)

Woman 1: | can see a beautiful nightclub. Black shiny surfaces, all polished
and clean, sparkling glasses full of champagne, gin and tonic, cocktails,
liqueurs etc. Women melting into their partners’ bodies, the men wrapped
around them like blankets. The band, in a row laid back, handsome. Snacks,
cards, cigarettes, money, lipstick, watches, jewellery, high stools, dancing,
wild dancing, bare bodies under not much. They abandon themselves here.
Get out of their day shoes and set off at a gallop, drinks whizzing down the
gullet, talk gurgling up, hands wandering all over the place, anywhere will do,
who cares.They have learned how not to care, how here to let go the reins.

They want to show off, they want to fall in love with the moment and it to fall
in love with them. Greedy are they? No, not greedy. Hungry.

| love, | love, | love, love they think. Love me, me, me, me, all of me. Fill me
up, fill me up. I’ve had a bath, I’ve put on my deodorant, my clothes are
impeccable. Now now now do the next bit, come over they seem to be
screaming.

Come over here and really fill me up with something significant something -
of value. A right word a soft word at just the right moment straight down the
ear hole, ping bullseye, right to the hungry spot, ping and then ah, ah, that
was it. Got it thank you, now anything | can do for you back? No, yes, not a
sure thing at all, perhaps not.

Or someone could walk up their timing perfect, and stand fitting the shape of
me. Perfection, it would register. | would breath out, relax and they would sit
and put a hand out somewhere on the table, it would contact my hand and
ping down the arm would go, the message and it would run up the shoulder
into the head, down whiz straight to the heart and zoom, zing the genitals
aflame. And my dress would fill up with light. | would wake up and dance |
would jump off the end of the pier, free fall. And he would fly over the end
after me splash, gurgle gurgle gurgle.

And down we go.
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Three Sisters (Anton Chekhov)

Irena: Tell me, why is it I'm so happy today? As if | were sailing, with the
wide, blue sky above me, and great white birds soaring in the wind. Why is
it? Why? | woke up this morning, | got up, | washed — and suddenly | felt
everything in this world was clear to me — | felt | knew how life had to be
lived. Dear lvan Romanich, | can see it all. A human being has to labour,
whoever he happens to be, he has to toil in the sweat of his face; that’s the
only way he can find the sense and purpose of his life, his happiness, his
delight. How fine to be a working man who rises at first light and breaks
stones on the road, or a shepherd, or a teacher, or an engine driver on the
railway... Lord, never mind being human even - better to be an ox, better to
be a simple horse, just so long as you work — anything rather than a young
lady who rises at noon, then drinks her coffee in bed, then takes two hours
to dress... that’s terrible! In hot weather sometimes you long to drink the way
| began longing to work. And if | don’t start getting up early and working,
then shut your heart against me, lvan Romanich.
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The Libertine (Stephen Jeffries)

Elizabeth: You have no understanding, do you? You have comprehended —
just — that | am tired of being your mistress and your solution is to conscript
me into becoming your wife. It is not being a mistress | am tired of, John. |
am tired of you. | do not wish to be your wife. | do not wish to be anyone’s
wife. | wish to continue being the creature | am. | am no Nell Gwyn, | will not
give up the stage as soon as a King or a Lord has seen me on it and, wishing
me to be his and his alone, will then pay a fortune to keep me off it. | am not
the sparrow you picked up in the roadside, my love. London walks into this
theatre to see me — not George’s play nor Mr. Betterton. They want me and
they want me over and over again. And when people desire you in such a
manner, then you can envisage a steady river of gold lapping at your
doorstep, not five pound here or there for pity or bed favours, not a noble’s
ransom for holding you hostage from the thing you love, but a lifetime of
money amassed through your own endeavours. That is riches. ‘Leave this
gaudy, gilded stage’. You’re right, this stage is gilded. It is gilded with my
future earnings. And | will not trade those for a dependency on you. | will not
swap my certain glory for your undependable love.
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Importance of Being Earnest (Oscar Wilde)

Gwendolyn: Ernest, we may never be married. From the expression on
mamma's face | fear we never shall. Few parents nowadays pay any regard
to what their children say to them. The old-fashioned respect for the young is
fast dying out. Whatever influence | ever hadover mamma, | lost at the age of
three. But although she may prevent us from becoming man and wife, and |
may marry some one else, and marry often, nothing that she can possibly do
can alter my eternal devotion to you. The story of your romantic origin, as
related to me by mamma, with unpleasing comments, has naturally stirred
the deeper fibres of my nature. Your Christian name has an irresistible
fascination. The simplicity of your character makes you exquisitely
incomprehensible to me

You have admired me? Yes, | am quite well aware of the fact. And | often
wish that in public, at any rate, you had been more demonstrative. For me
you have always had an irresistible fascination. Even before | met you | was
far from indifferent to you. We live, as | hope you know, Mr Worthing, in an
age of ideals. The fact is constantly mentioned in the more expensive
monthly magazines, and has reached the provincial pulpits, | am told; and
my ideal has always been to love some one of the name of Ernest. There is
something in that name that inspires absolute confidence. The moment
Algernon first mentioned to me that he had a friend called Ernest, | knew |
was destined to love you.
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BlackRock (Michael Gow)

Cherie: It was my fault. If we stuck together like we said, you and me and
Leanne, you wouldn’t be here. But | lost youse all. Now I’ve lost you. And no-
one knows how. You should hear the rumours. Someone seen a black Torana
with Victorian number plates. It was a stranger in a Megadeath T-shirt, it was
a maddie from the hospital, even your stepdad. All these ideas about who
did it, who did it, like it was a TV show. It is a TV show. Every night on the
news. | want to yell out, this is not a body, this is Tracy you’re talking about.
Someone who was here last week, going to netball, working at the Pizza Hut,
getting the ferry, hanging out. You were alive. Now you’re dead. But | know
you can hear me. | can hear you. She plays a bit of the song. Your song.
Times we danced to that, you and me and Shana, Shana singing dirty words,
remember? Mum hearing and throwing a mental.... | shouldn’t laugh, should
I? Not here. But all | can think of is the other words. She turns off the tape.
You were wearing my earrings. You looked so great. And some guy took you
off and did those things to you. Wish | knew who. You know, Trace. Nobody
else does. If | knew, but I’'d go and kill him. I’'d smash his head in. I’d cut his
balls off. I'd make him die slowly for what he did to you.
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Male Monologues
Europe (Michael Gow)

Douglas: What a great place. This area’s like something out of Thomas
Mann or Kafka. God it’s exciting being in Europe. So alive, isn’t it? So...
pulsating. I've had a great morning. | saw your Roman mosaic. Went on a
tour of that poet’s house. Had a look at the inn where what’s-his-name wrote
his opera. And | went to this great exhibition at the big gallery. There’s some
amazing things in there. Stuff | knew quite well. And that altar they’ve got!
But there was this performance art thing. Incredible! There was this big pool
full of fish, carp, | don’t know, and this guy, nothing on, you were right, with
all these crucifixes and beads in his hair, wading through the water, dragging
this little raft behind him; he had the rope in his teeth. On the raft was this
pile of animal innards with candles sticking out of it. Then these other people
dressed as astronauts and red Indians ran round and round the pond
screaming and then they lit this fire and threw copies of the Mona Lisa into it.
And then, | don’t know how they did it but the water turned bright red. Just
incredible. You must see it. It’s great being here. Everything’s so exciting. I've
been keeping everything | get. Every little item, every bus ticket, gallery
ticket, the train tickets. Every postcard. Every coaster from every bar, every
cafeé.
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Death of a Salesman (Arthur Miller)

Biff: Now hear this, Willy, this is me. You know why | had no address for
three months? | stole a suit in Kansas City and | was jailed. | stole myself out
of every good job since high school. And | never got anywhere because you
blew me so full of hot air | could never stand taking orders from anybody!
That's whose fault it is! It's goddamn time you heard that! | had to be boss
big shot in two weeks, and I'm through with it! Willy! | ran down eleven flights
with a pen in my hand today. And suddenly | stopped, you hear me? And in
the middle of that office building, do you hear this? | stopped in the middle of
that building and | saw - the sky. | saw the things that | love in the world. The
work and the food and the time to sit and smoke. And | looked at the pen
and said to myself, what the hell am | grabbing this for? Why am | trying to
become what | don't want to be? What am | doing in an office, making a
contemptuous, begging fool of myself, when all | want is out there, waiting
for me the minute | say | know who | am! Why can't | say that, Willy? Pop! I'm
a dime a dozen, and so are you! | am not a leader of men, Willy, and neither
are you. You were never anything but a hard-working drummer who landed in
the ash- can like all the rest of them! I'm one dollar an hour, Willy! | tried
seven states and couldn't raise it! A buck an hour! Do you gather my
meaning? I'm not bringing home any prizes any more, and you're going to
stop waiting for me to bring them home! Pop, I'm nothing! I'm nothing, Pop.
Can't you understand that? There's no spite in it any more. I'm just what |
am, that's all. Will you let me go, for Christ's sake? Will you take that phoney
dream and burn it before something happens?
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Summer of Seventeenth Doll (Ray Lawler)

Barney: To hell with Dowd! To hell with all the boys! They can pick grapes or
do anythin' they want to, | won't even get in touch with them. We'll go off on
our own, Roo, we'll make a fresh start. There's plenty of places we can go to
- that bloke up in Warwick, he always said he'd give us a job any time we
ever wanted one. Or even - look, we don't have to go any place we've ever
been before, even. How about that, Roo? We've been goin' to the same
places for so long and doin' the same things that we've started to run
ourselves into the ground. That's what's wrong with us! [Moving behind
ROO] And there's a whole bloody country out there - wide open before us.
[ROOs gaze fixes on the seventeenth doll on top of the piano.] There's all the
West - we can hit Perth, and then work our way right up to Broome there. Or
even — [ROO breathing heavily , picks up the doll. Barney, knowing he has
failed, carries on in desperate rising tone, but backing away from the wrath
he senses is to come] Look, Roo, this is even better. That Rum jungle you
hear so much about! There's a packet in it, they reckon. | bet fellas like us
could really clean up there - and we wouldn't have to give a Continental for -
Come on, Roo. Come on, boy.
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Fool For Love (Sam Shepherd)

Eddie: And we walked right through town. Past the donut shop, past the
miniature golf course, past the Chevron station. And he opened the bottle up
and offered it to me. Before he even took a drink, he offered it to me first.
And | took it and drank it and handed it back to him. And we just kept
passing it back and forth like that as we walked until we drank the whole
thing dry. And we never said a word the whole time. Then, finally, we reached
this little white house with a red awning, on the far side of town. I’ll never
forget the red awning because it flapped in the night breeze and the porch
light made it glow. It was a hot, desert breeze and the air smelled like new
cut alfalfa. We walked right up to the front porch and he rang the bell and |
remember getting real nervous because | wasn’t out for a expecting to visit
anybody. | thought we were just out for a walk. And then this woman comes
to the door. This real pretty woman with red hair. And she throws herself into
his arms. And he starts crying. He just breaks down right there in front of me.
And she’s kissing him all over the face and holding him real tight and he’s
just crying like a baby. And then through the doorway, behind them both. |
see this girl. She just appears. She’s just standing there, staring at me and
I’m staring back at her and we can’t take our eyes off each other. It was like
we knew each other from somewhere but we couldn’t place where. But the
second we saw each other, that very second, we knew we’d never stop
being in love.
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Glass Menagerie (Tennessee Williams)

Tom: | didn’t go to the moon. | went much further-for time is the longest
distance between two places. Not long after that | was fired for writing a
poem on the lid of a shoebox. | left St. Louis. | descended the steps of the
fire escape for a last time and followed, from then on, in my father’s
footsteps, attempting to find in motion what was lost in space. | traveled
around a great deal. The cities swept about me like dead leaves, leaves that
were brightly coloured but torn away from their branches. | would have
stopped, but | was pursued by something. It always came upon me
unawares, taking me altogether by surprise. Perhaps it was a familiar bit of
music. Perhaps it was only a piece of transparent glass. Perhaps | am
walking along a street at night, in some strange city, before | have found
companions. | pass the lighted window of a shop where perfume is sold. The
window is filled with pieces of coloured glass, tiny transparent bottles in
delicate colours, like bits of a shattered rainbow. Then all at once my sister
touches my shoulder. | turn around and look into her eyes. Oh Laura, Laura, |
tried to leave you behind me, but | am more faithful than | intended to be! |
reach for a cigarette, | cross the street, | run into the movies or a bar, | buy a
drink, | speak to the nearest stranger—anything that can blow your candles
out! For nowadays the world is lit by lightning! Blow out your candles, Laura
— and so goodbye...

STAGEMILK DRAMA SCHOOL SCHOLARSHIP




