Audition Monologs for Student Actors Il

Listen to Our Voices
by Claire Braz-Valentine

Male — Comic

(This monolog is really in two parts: the first section up to the
point where the babysitting story begins, is spoken by th‘e
entire cast in the original play; then the second seailon 1.s
spoken by Luis. It can be shortened by editing-down in this
way, if time is a ‘requirement. On the other hand, the two
sections can be performed as a unit, as the monolog a,?pears
here — in which case the actor gains the opportunity for
strong contrast. The rhythmic first section can be done almost
as a rap, followed by a very naturalistic con'lmentary —
directly to the auditors — about babysitting one’s brother. It
is a high-energy piece, and Luis undoubtedly knows how

funny he really is.)

Parents tell you when to eat, what to wear on your feet,
when to sleep. Don’t drink beer, don’t pierfze your ear.
Do your chore. It’s such a bore. Clean the kitchen. Stop
your bitchin’. Clean your room. Use the broom. The;
garage is a mess. | hate your dress. Clean the h.ouse. l
hate your blouse. Wash the clothes. Your frlen.ds

loathe. You forgot to walk the dog. You always eat llkfa a
hog. Wash the car. Don’t go far. Water the plarjts. Hlte
up your pants. Grocery shop. Use the m?p. Don't ?mo e
grass. Show a little class. Your music stinks. Don.t take
any drinks. Don’t get sexual. Be an intellect}xal. Fix your
awful hair. Don’t let me hear you swear. Time to “fake
up. You need a little shake up. Come hom? on time.
Don’t commit any crime. Don’t get high. Don’t ask why.

104

O N O G BRh WN =

Monologs for Men

Do the dishes. Grant my wishes. Don't give me
resistance. I'm responsible for your existence. You
better change your ways. You're going through a phase.
You will be my ruination. All this of my creation. Don’t
make up another story. Don’t say again that you’re
sorry. Just shape up. Just wake up. Just clean up. Just
be good. For god’s sake be good. You really should just
be good. I've got to say that most of time I think I try
with my family. I mean I even do chores. Well some of
the time I do chores. The worse possible chore is baby-
sitting. Now I really like my little brother, JoJo. He'’s
Just learning how to talk and man some of the things he
says you know, they really crack you up. But when I'm
watching him, like when I'm supposed to be taking care
of him? 1 just don’t understand it because the minute
we’re alone, he takes one look at me and then guess
what he does? He loads his diaper. Now that's really
sick. And he just walks around pretending that it didn’t
happen. Now I know he knows, I mean how can you not
know? Just thinking about it makes me want to throw
up right now. He does it on purpose. He looks me right
in the eyes and then he loads his pants. Then he just
goes right to his toys and wants me to play with him.
That’s so sick. And the smell! Damn, now that’s
something. He’s so little. How can he smell so bad?
Every where he walks it’s like this brown cloud is over
him and pretty soon the whole house is stinking. But he
doesn’t care. He just strolls around (HE strolls around
looking cool, walking like a teenager, not like a baby) as if
nothing happened. Sometimes he walks with his legs a
little far apart like this. (HE does this, but not as a baby
walk, as a cool teen walk, but with legs apart.) Maybe if I
Just wait till my mom comes home I can say | didn’t
smell anything. Maybe I'll open all the windows and
doors and then the smell might blow out. Then you’ll
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never guess what he does. I can’t stand it. Jus.t as if he
doesn’t have this big old load in his pants he snts. down.
Then I can’t believe my eyes cause then like this stuff
squirts out the side of his diaper! Then what am I
supposed to do? Talk about nasty! One time my friends
came over when | was watching him and gets this cool
idea. He shakes his leg like this. (Shakes one leg.) We}l of
course, JoJo does the same thing except this little piece
of poop falls out of his pants. Rolls right and across the
kitchen floor. 1 thought we'd die we laughed so hard.
Course my brother thinks now he’s got this real c-omecfy
act cause he’s walking around the house shaking his
legs and this stuff is falling out all over th.e place. We
were laughing so hard I thought we were going to thro’w
up. Then my mother walked in. She didn't laugh. That’s
the thanks you get.
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War of the Buttons
by Jonathan Dorf

Male — Serious

(In this monolog, Siggy is speaking about his escape from
Bosnia to threg,of his new friends in the American tofon where
he now lives. Tm§ challenges the actor because th¢images are
so powerful, and l‘n order for it to work it cannotfbe played as
a vague dream or és a casual memory. Norgcan it work if
played in a sort of erftotzonally dulled mongtone, as though
Siggy were still denylng? the past. Siggy fakes a great effort
to recall these buried memqnes, and hegsuffers great pain in
expressing them to his friend‘Sz-,‘_But only by struggling to bring
them out in the open and grapﬁtgng ith his emotions, can he
hope to lay the painful memon;s;’ o rest.)
When the war happened, tjiey car;;‘q through the village,
and if the people already killed had anything worth
money, the soldiers #ould take it. They'd strip the
bodies. The men and boys that were aiiye they’d bring
together, and in sgme villages shoot therﬁ That’s what
we heard from people running from the army, people
who came thyough our village. Naked dead bodies,
clothes in a pile. (Pause.) When we found out the: soldlers
were coming, my father told me take off all my clothes
and put them in a pile. He and some of the other: \men
did the Same, and my mother and the other women told
the sgldiers that their army had already been through
(Payse.) We thought if they saw the bodies with nQ

’cl’c";thes they’d think we were dead and they wouldn’t *

bother with us. I had my eyes open, like I died with my
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