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Faculty of the VCA and MCM Audition Monologues 

Monologue Selections for 2018 entry to 
Bachelor of Fine Arts (Acting) and  

Bachelor of Fine Arts (Theatre)  
Please read the following instructions carefully 

 
Audition for BFA Acting 
 
1. Applicants must prepare four memorised contrasting monologues: two classical and two 

contemporary. Each piece must be approximately 2-3 minutes in length.  
 
 The two classical monologues must be in verse. At least one of the two classical selections 

must be from the Shakespeare monologue list provided. The second classical monologue may 
be from William Shakespeare, the Greeks, Christopher Marlowe, John Ford, Lope de Vega, or 
Racine.  

 
At least one of the two contemporary monologues must be from the contemporary monologue 
list provided. The second should range from plays written by Anton Chekhov to present day. 

 
2. During the audition, we will ask each applicant to present one Shakespeare and one 

contemporary monologue from the monologue selection lists provided. The remaining two 
monologues are in reserve, in the event we need to see additional material. 

 
3. Applicants must prepare 16 bars of any song to be sung a cappella (without accompaniment). If 

an applicant is asked to sing, it is an opportunity for our faculty to find out information about an 
applicant’s vocal production. Not all applicants will be asked to sing. If you are asked to sing, it 
is to experience another form of your interpretation of text and less about if you sing well or not. 

Here are some notes to help you prepare and present your monologue:  

 You will be expected to have read the entire play from which your monologue is chosen in 
order to place the speech in context. Be prepared to answer questions about the play and 
the given circumstances of your monologue. 

 It must be memorised. We are unable to audition you otherwise.  

 Use your natural accent.  

 We are interested in seeing how well you personalize the play’s given circumstances while 
interpreting the text to make it your own and relate to it in a personal way. 

 Try to present your monologue in a way which shows your understanding of the text and 
which is simple and truthful. 
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Audition for BFA Theatre 
 
1. Applicants must create a 2-3 minute original devised performance.  
 
2. Prepare two memorised contrasting monologues: one classical and one contemporary, from 

the lists provided. Each piece must be approximately 2-3 minutes in length. 
 

The classical monologue must be in verse and be from the Shakespeare monologue list 
provided. The contemporary monologue must be from the contemporary monologue list 
provided. 

 
3. Applicants must prepare 16 bars of any song to be sung a cappella (without accompaniment). 

If an applicant is asked to sing, it is an opportunity for our faculty to find out information about 
an applicant’s vocal production. Not all applicants will be asked to sing. If you are asked to sing, 
it is to experience another form of your interpretation of text and less about if you sing well or 
not. 

Devised Performance Criteria: 

This is an opportunity for you to create a performance that shows us something about your interests 
and abilities. The piece should combine the strong elements of your theatre aesthetic. Think about 
how you can translate your ideas into theatrical images. This must be a solo performance and not 
include other performers. 

You will have a total of 5 minutes to set up, perform and pack away. This will be strictly timed and 
we will not be able to see any more than 3 minutes of any individual performance piece. In order 
to be equitable to all auditionees we will ask you to stop after 3 minutes. Ensure that you bring 
everything you need to tidy up after yourself if you are using messy materials.  

A starting point for your piece might be a photo, painting, a piece of music, a poem or news article 
that stimulates your imagination.  

Consider including any or all of following in your piece:  

 Text i.e. your own writing or ‘found’ text from a novel, play, poem, graphic novel, newsletter, 
song, speech, overheard conversation etc.  

 Action i.e. gesture, physicality, dance and movement. This could be ‘found’ movement created 
by copying the actions of everyday life (someone walking their dog, using a computer, air 
steward safety demonstration etc.)  

 Objects i.e. props, items of costume, signs, pictures, photographs, symbolic objects (flower, 
religious icons, masks etc.) You must bring these things with you and take them away 
afterwards.  

 Sound i.e. live music (singing, any instrument you play), recorded music, sound effects, 
background noise. There will be a basic sound system provided in the audition room for iPod 
or CD only. A piano will not be available.  
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 Fiction i.e. character, imagined setting, past or future. Think how you might contrast the use 
of fiction with the ‘present moment’ of the performance. You might use the live moment to 
complete tasks or directly address the audience as yourself.  

 Senses. Think about how you can address your audience’s sense to evoke your ideas.  

 Space i.e. the audience configuration (end on, in a circle, in the corner etc.) The audition will 
take place in a large and mostly empty room. You may ask the other auditionees to move to 
a certain part of the room. Remember however that this will be a part of your set up time for 
reasons of safety there cannot be any changes of lighting or the use of live flames (candles, 
matches, fire etc.) Please avoid bringing sharp objects or anything else that may cause harm 
to people or property. Remember keep it simple!  

Here are some notes to help you prepare and present your monologue:  

 You will be expected to have read the entire play from which your monologue is chosen in 
order to place the speech in context. Be prepared to answer questions about the play and the 
given circumstances of your monologue. 

 It must be memorised. We are unable to audition you otherwise.  

 Use your natural accent.  

 We are interested in seeing how well you personalize the play’s given circumstances while 
interpreting the text to make it your own and relate to it in a personal way. 

 Try to present your monologue in a way which shows your understanding of the text and which 
is simple and truthful. 
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VCA SHAKESPEARE MONOLOGUES 
Applicant’s selection of classical speeches are non-gender specific. All genders are welcome to 
select freely from the Shakespeare list provided. 
 
MACBETH 
Macbeth: Act 1, Scene 7 
 
If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly: if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch 
With his surcease success; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 
We'ld jump the life to come. But in these cases 
We still have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double trust; 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off; 
And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubim, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself 
And falls on the other. 
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CARDINAL PANDULPH 
King John: Act 3, Scene 1 
 
So makest thou faith an enemy to faith; 
And like a civil war set'st oath to oath, 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform'd, 
That is, to be the champion of our church! 
What since thou sworest is sworn against thyself 
And may not be performed by thyself, 
For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done, 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then most done not doing it: 
The better act of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again; though indirect, 
Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 
And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new-burn'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept; 
But thou hast sworn against religion, 
By what thou swear'st against the thing thou swear'st, 
And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath: the truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn; 
Else what a mockery should it be to swear! 
But thou dost swear only to be forsworn; 
And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 
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GLOUCESTER  
Henry VI, Part 3: Act 5, Scene 6 
 
What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster  
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted.  
See how my sword weeps for the poor king's death!  
O, may such purple tears be alway shed  
From those that wish the downfall of our house!  
If any spark of life be yet remaining,  
Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee thither:  (Stabs him again) 
I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.  
Indeed, 'tis true that Henry told me of;  
For I have often heard my mother say  
I came into the world with my legs forward:  
Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste,  
And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right?  
The midwife wonder'd and the women cried  
'O, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!'  
And so I was; which plainly signified  
That I should snarl and bite and play the dog.  
Then, since the heavens have shaped my body so,  
Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it.  
I have no brother, I am like no brother;  
And this word 'love,' which graybeards call divine,  
Be resident in men like one another  
And not in me: I am myself alone.  
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HAMLET 
Hamlet: Act 1, Scene 2 
 
O that this too too solid flesh would melt,  
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew!  
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd  
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God!  
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable  
Seem to me all the uses of this world!  
Fie on't! ah, fie! 'Tis an unweeded garden  
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature  
Possess it merely. That it should come to this!  
But two months dead! Nay, not so much, not two.  
So excellent a king, that was to this  
Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother  
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven  
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!  
Must I remember? Why, she would hang on him  
As if increase of appetite had grown  
By what it fed on; and yet, within a month-  
Let me not think on't! Frailty, thy name is woman!-  
A little month, or ere those shoes were old  
With which she followed my poor father's body  
Like Niobe, all tears- why she, even she  
(O God! a beast that wants discourse of reason  
Would have mourn'd longer) married with my uncle;  
My father's brother, but no more like my father  
Than I to Hercules. Within a month,  
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears  
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,  
She married. O, most wicked speed, to post  
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!  
It is not, nor it cannot come to good.  
But break my heart, for I must hold my tongue! 
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ANGELO 
Measure for Measure: Act 2, Scene 2 
 
From thee, even from thy virtue! 
What's this, what's this? Is this her fault or mine? 
The tempter or the tempted, who sins most? Ha! 
Not she: nor doth she tempt: but it is I 
That, lying by the violet in the sun, 
Do as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be 
That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness? Having waste ground enough, 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary 
And pitch our evils there? O, fie, fie, fie! 
What dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo? 
Dost thou desire her foully for those things 
That make her good? O, let her brother live! 
Thieves for their robbery have authority 
When judges steal themselves. What, do I love her, 
That I desire to hear her speak again, 
And feast upon her eyes? What is't I dream on? 
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 
With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet, 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite. Even till now, 
When men were fond, I smiled and wonder'd how. 
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ROMEO 
Romeo and Juliet: Act 2, Scene 2 
 
He jests at scars that never felt a wound. 
(JULIET appears above at a window) 
But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 
Be not her maid, since she is envious; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green 
And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. 
It is my lady, O, it is my love! 
O, that she knew she were! 
She speaks yet she says nothing: what of that? 
Her eye discourses; I will answer it. 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks: 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That birds would sing and think it were not night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek! 
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ANTONY 
Julius Caesar: Act 3, Scene 2 
 
Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them; 
The good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious: 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault, 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest-- 
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men-- 
Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see that on the Lupercal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 
Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause: 
What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts, 
And men have lost their reason. Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 
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AARON 
Titus Andronicus: Act 5, Scene 1 
 
Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day—and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compass of my curse,— 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or else devise his death, 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accuse some innocent and forswear myself,  
Set deadly enmity between two friends, 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks; 
Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves,  
And set them upright at their dear friends' doors, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot; 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
'Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead.'  
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things 
As willingly as one would kill a fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 
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LADY ANNE 
Richard III: Act 4, Scene 1 
  
No! why? When he that is my husband now  
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corse,  
When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his hands  
Which issued from my other angel husband  
And that dead saint which then I weeping follow'd;  
O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face,  
This was my wish: 'Be thou,' quoth I, ' accursed,  
For making me, so young, so old a widow!  
And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed;  
And be thy wife—if any be so mad—  
As miserable by the life of thee  
As thou hast made me by my dear lord's death!  
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,  
Even in so short a space, my woman's heart  
Grossly grew captive to his honey words  
And proved the subject of my own soul's curse,  
Which ever since hath kept my eyes from rest;  
For never yet one hour in his bed  
Have I enjoy'd the golden dew of sleep,  
But have been waked by his timorous dreams.  
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick;  
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 
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JOAN LA PUCELLE  
Henry VI, Part 1: Act 5, Scene 4 
 
First, let me tell you whom you have condemn'd:  
Not one begotten of a shepherd swain,  
But issued from the progeny of kings;  
Virtuous and holy; chosen from above,  
By inspiration of celestial grace,  
To work exceeding miracles on earth.  
I never had to do with wicked spirits:  
But you, that are polluted with your lusts,  
Stain'd with the guiltless blood of innocents,  
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,  
Because you want the grace that others have,  
You judge it straight a thing impossible  
To compass wonders but by help of devils.  
No, misconceived! Joan of Arc hath been  
A virgin from her tender infancy,  
Chaste and immaculate in very thought;  
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effused,  
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 
Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity, 
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. 
I am with child, ye bloody homicides: 
Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 
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DUCHESS 
Henry VI, Part 2: Act 2, Scene 4 
 
Ah, Gloucester, teach me to forget myself!  
For whilst I think I am thy married wife  
And thou a prince, protector of this land,  
Methinks I should not thus be led along,  
Mail'd up in shame, with papers on my back,  
And followed with a rabble that rejoice  
To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans.  
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet,  
And when I start, the envious people laugh 
And bid me be advised how I tread.  
Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke?  
Trow'st thou that e'er I'll look upon the world,  
Or count them happy that enjoy the sun?  
No; dark shall be my light and night my day;  
To think upon my pomp shall be my hell.  
Sometime I'll say, I am Duke Humphrey's wife,  
And he a prince and ruler of the land:  
Yet so he ruled and such a prince he was  
As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 
Was made a wonder and a pointing-stock  
To every idle rascal follower.  
But be thou mild and blush not at my shame,  
Nor stir at nothing till the axe of death  
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will. 
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LADY PERCY 
Henry IV, Part 2: Act 2, Scene 2 
 
O yet, for God's sake, go not to these wars! 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endeared to it than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart's dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain. 
Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 
There were two honours lost, yours and your son's. 
For yours, the God of heaven brighten it! 
For his, it stuck upon him as the sun 
In the grey vault of heaven, and by his light 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts: he was indeed the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves: 
He had no legs that practised not his gait; 
And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish, 
Became the accents of the valiant; 
For those that could speak low and tardily 
Would turn their own perfection to abuse, 
To seem like him: so that in speech, in gait, 
In diet, in affections of delight, 
In military rules, humours of blood, 
He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 
That fashion'd others. And him, O wondrous him! 
O miracle of men! him did you leave. - 
The marshal and the archbishop are strong: 
Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur's neck, 
Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave. 
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VIOLA 
Twelfth Night: Act 2, Scene 2 
 
I left no ring with her: what means this lady? 
Fortune forbid my outside have not charm'd her! 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's ring! why, he sent her none. 
I am the man: if it be so, as 'tis, 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it for the proper-false 
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we! 
For such as we are made of, such we be. 
How will this fadge? my master loves her dearly; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As I am man, 
My state is desperate for my master's love; 
As I am woman,--now alas the day!-- 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe! 
O time! thou must untangle this, not I; 
It is too hard a knot for me to untie! 
 
  



	

Faculty of the VCA & MCM, The University of Melbourne  
Bachelor of Fine Arts (Acting) and Bachelor of Fine Arts (Theatre) Audition Monologue Booklet – 2018 Entry 

Page 20 of 54 

JULIET 
Romeo and Juliet: Act 2, Scene 5 
 
The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse; 
In half an hour she promised to return. 
Perchance she cannot meet him: that's not so. 
O, she is lame! love's heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 
Driving back shadows over louring hills: 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, yet she is not come. 
Had she affections and warm youthful blood, 
She would be as swift in motion as a ball; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 
And his to me: 
But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 
O God, she comes! O honey nurse, what news? 
Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away. 
Now, good sweet nurse,--O Lord, why look'st thou sad? 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily; 
If good, thou shamest the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 
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ROSALIND 
As You Like It: Act 3, Scene 5 
 
And why, I pray you? Who might be your mother, 
That you insult, exult, and all at once, 
Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty,-- 
As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed-- 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 
Why, what means this? Why do you look on me? 
I see no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature's sale-work. 'Od's my little life, 
I think she means to tangle my eyes too! 
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it: 
'Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair, 
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain? 
You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman: 'tis such fools as you 
That makes the world full of ill-favour'd children: 
'Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. 
But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees, 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love: 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can: you are not for all markets: 
Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer: 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 
So take her to thee, shepherd: fare you well. 
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PORTIA 
The Merchant of Venice: Act 3, Scene 2 
 
You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand, 
Such as I am: though for myself alone 
I would not be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better; yet, for you 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times more rich; 
That only to stand high in your account, 
I might in virtue, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account; but the full sum of me 
Is sum of something, which, to term in gross, 
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractised; 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn; happier than this, 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn; 
Happiest of all is that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself and what is mine to you and yours 
Is now converted: but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 
Queen o'er myself: and even now, but now, 
This house, these servants and this same myself 
Are yours, my lord: I give them with this ring; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 
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VCA MALE CONTEMPORARY MONOLOGUES 
 
DEAD HEART by Nick Parsons  
	
RAY 
No! No! No! Don’t give me that bullshit. That spooky Aboriginal bullshit. I don’t want to hear it; I 
don’t want to know. Christ. Time was the man was dead and that was it. A man was just a man. 
Now they follow you round. If he’s dead he should be in the ground: in the cold fucking ground; 
he should be ... growing into something else, not ... crawling out and trailing you with his long 
rope hangin’ off him. That’s not ... the way it’s done. I won’t stand for it.  
 
I’ve worked for people. I’ve tried to make ... They gotta learn to be whitefellas! (Tapping his head) 
Up here. That’s what the world is. You know that Dave; You – you seen it. Tribal way is finished; 
it doesn’t have a chance, and Poppy is not gunna drag this on and on and on till every last young 
fella’s drunk himself to death or ... strung himself up because he doesn’t know what he is any 
more. And some poor fuckwit walks out the station and sees that ... see that ... that thing ... 
hangin’ there and ...and carries it round for the rest of his life. I’m telling you: Poppy is going down 
for what he’s done. I’ve got something on him and he’s going down.  
 
(Pause)  
 
I try and think of him ... like he was, you know? Like on the footy field or something. But I can’t 
see his face any more; it’s all got ... sucked out somehow. All I can see is a ... black tongue 
hangin’ out. Swollen up. Nothing else will come, you know? That’s all that’s left. Of him. In my 
head. A black ... tongue.  
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PLAYLAND by Athol Fugard 
 
GIDEON 
Hell Marty, you’re asking for a lot tonight. First it’s the Bible stories I must believe and now it’s 
your dreams…! (Beginning to lose patience again.) What’s the matter with you man? You can’t 
believe them like they was real, like they was something that really happened to you. A 
dream…is just a bloody dream. It’s what goes on in your head when you are sleeping, when your 
eyes are closed. Like when you imagine things. Don’t you even know the difference between that 
and what is real? Must I also now explain that to you?  
 
Real is what you can believe because you can touch it, and see it, and smell it…with your eyes 
wide open. Next time you sit there in the bush and have a boskak, have a good look at what you 
leave there on the ground, because that is what real means. When you can show me Heaven 
and Hell like I can show you shit, then I’ll listen to the dominees and believe all your Bible stories. 
 
And let me just also say that for somebody who is so certain he is on his way to Hell, you seem to 
be taking things easy, buddy boy. According to your Bible that is a fairly serious state of affairs 
you know. It’s not like going to gaol. When you get down there, you stay down there. There’s no 
such thing as getting time off for good behaviour. It’s a one-way ticket my friend. Suffering and 
agony non-stop. And for ever. But if you got no problems with that, then okay. Good luck to you. 
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I’VE COME ABOUT THE ASSASSINATION by Tony Morphett 
 
YOUNG MAN 
Violent? Violent, are we? Tell me what else we’ve ever been shown, Dad. Eh Dad? Eh? What 
else have we ever seen, eh? Teenager ordered the bomb dropped on Hiroshima, eh Dad? Bit of 
a kid worked out the answer to the Jewish problem, eh Dad? All you kids. All so violent. You were 
a violent kid, Dad, weren’t you? Fighting in the revolution. Cutting people’s throats an all. Who 
was it told you to cut the throats, Dad? Teenager was it? Or was it some old bastard with a grey 
moustache and one foot in the grave? 
 
Eh, Dad? Eh? Who nutted out the area bombing in Germany? Who worked out the flying bombs 
for England? Who said for every one bomb that drops on our kids, we’ll drop ten on theirs? 
Rotten pimply-faced teenage hooligans, wasn’t it? Eh, Dad? You know why you say we’re 
violent? Because some of us have taken a wake-up to you. I wouldn’t swat a fly for you or anyone 
else your age. 
 
But if I needed to, for myself, I’d cut God’s throat. I’m not killing for old men in parliaments. I’m 
killing for myself. And do you know why, Dad? Because all along, right down the line from the 
man with the club killing on the witchdoctor’s say-so, right through to the poor helpless bastards 
spitted on bayonets in what a warm, fat bishop could call a just war, right down the line, there’s 
always been another generation of kids to send off to get killed. But this is it. Since that bomb. If 
we muff it, it … is … this … generation … that… picks … up … the …cheque. So that’s why I’m 
not listening to anyone but me. And for all sorts of confused reasons, I am going to kill that man in 
the car. 
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PUNK ROCK by Simon Stephens 
 
CHADWICK 
Human beings are pathetic. Everything human beings do finishes up bad in the end. Everything 
good human beings ever make is built on something monstrous. Nothing lasts. We certainly 
won’t. We could have made something really extraordinary and we won’t. We’ve been around 
one hundred thousand years. We’ll have died out before the next two hundred. 
 
You know what we’ve got to look forward to? You know what will define the next two hundred 
years? Religions will become brutalised; crime rates will become hysterical; everybody will 
become addicted to internet sex; suicide will become fashionable; there’ll be famine; there’ll be 
floods; there’ll be fires in the major cities of the Western world. Our education systems will 
become battered. Our health services unsustainable; our police forces unmanageable; our 
governments corrupt. There’ll be open brutality in the streets; there’ll be nuclear war; massive 
depletion of resources on every level; insanely increasing third-world population. It’s happening 
already. It’s happening now.  
 
Thousands die every summer from floods in the Indian monsoon season. Africans from Senegal 
wash up on the beaches of the Mediterranean and get looked after by guilty holidaymakers. 
Somalians wait in hostels in Malta or prison islands north of Australia. Hundreds die of heat or fire 
every year in Paris. Or California. Or Athens. The oceans will rise. The cities will flood. The power 
stations will flood. Airports will flood. Species will vanish forever. Including ours. So if you think 
I’m worried by you calling me names, Bennet, you little, little boy, you are fucking kidding 
yourself. 
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SECRET BRIDESMAIDS BUSINESS by Elizabeth Coleman 
 
JAMES 
Look, sex and love are separate things…Well, they can be, that’s all I’m saying. This thing with 
Naomi-okay, it should never have happened-but it didn’t have to impact on what I have with Meg. 
I thought that was the deal. It was a separate arrangement. She told me she just wanted a bit of 
fun, and now she turns around and does this…! I mean, where the hell did that come from? If I’d 
known Naomi felt like that I would’ve broken it off with her months ago. Well maybe. Oh shit, 
maybe not. But I just-I just wish women would say what they mean. You know-plainly, clearly 
state what they want instead of expecting you to be psychic. Meg bought me this T-shirt at the 
Warner Brothers store, and it’s got a picture of Superman on it. He’s wearing this perplexed 
expression and he’s saying you want me to leap tall buildings and be sensitive and supportive?! 
That’s how it is with women. They want you to slay a dragon for them one second, then cry at a 
guide dog commercial the next. 
 
And somehow you’re expected to guess when they want you to be controlling and when they 
want you to be crying-and if you don’t make the right guess at the right time it’s instantly 
construed as proof that you don’t love them enough. If you really loved me you wouldn’t need to 
ask. How many times have I heard that? Well I’m sorry, I’ve loved a few people a lot, but no-one’s 
ever stepped out of the shadows and handed me a crystal ball. Anyway, I know I’m trying to 
change the subject. The fact is, I’ve been acting like a prick. 
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DEATH OF A SALESMAN by Arthur Miller 
 
BIFF 
Now hear this, Willy, this is me… You know why I had no address for three months? I stole a suit 
in Kansas City and I was in jail… I stole myself out of every good job since high school!... And I 
never got anywhere because you blew me so full of hot air I could never stand taking orders from 
anybody! That’s whose fault it is! I had to be boss big shot in two weeks, and I’m through with it! I 
ran down eleven flights with a pen in my hand today. And suddenly I stopped, you hear me? And 
in the middle of that office building, I saw the things that I love in this world. The work and the 
food and time to sit and smoke. And I looked at the pen and said to myself, what the hell am I 
grabbing this for? Why am I trying to become what I don’t want to be? What am I doing in an 
office, making a contemptuous, begging fool of myself, when all I want is out there, waiting for me 
the minute I say I know who I am! Why can’t I say that, Willy?... Pop! I’m a dime a dozen, and so 
are you! I 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! Do 
you gather my meaning? I’m not bringing them home!... Pop, I’m nothing! I’m nothing, Pop. Can’t 
you understand that? There’s no spite in it anymore. I’m just what I am, that’s all. (CRYING, 
BROKEN) Will you let me go, for Christ’s sake? Will you take that phony dream and burn it before 
something happens? 
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THE LIBERTINE by Stephen Jeffreys 
 
ROCHESTER 
Allow me to be frank at the commencement: you will not like me. No, I say you will not. The 
gentlemen will be envious and the ladies will be repelled. You will not like me now and you will 
like me a good deal less as we go on. Oh yes, I shall do things you will like. You will say ‘That 
was a noble impulse in him’ or ‘He played a brave part there,’ but DO NOT WARM TO ME, it will 
not serve. When I become a BIT OF A CHARMER that is your danger sign for it prefaces the 
change into THE FULL REPTILE a few seconds later. What I require is not your affection but 
your attention.  
 
Now. Ladies. An announcement. (He looks around.) I am up for it. All the time. That’s not a boast. 
Or an opinion. It is bone hard medical fact. I put it around, d’y know? And you will watch me 
putting it around and sigh for it. Don’t. It is a deal of trouble for you and you are better off 
watching and drawing your conclusions from a distance than you would be if I got my tarse 
pointing up your petticoats. Gentlemen. (He looks around.) Do not despair, I am up for that as 
well. When the mood is on me. And the same warning applies. Now, gents: if there be vizards in 
the house, jades, harlots (as how could there not be) leave them be for the moment. Still your 
cheesy erections till I have had my say. But later when you shag – and later you will shag, I shall 
expect it of you and I will know if you have let me down – I wish you to shag with my homuncular 
image rattling in your gonads. Feel how it was for me, how it is for me and ponder. That is my 
prologue, nothing in rhyme, certainly no protestations of modesty, you were not expecting that I 
trust. I am John Wilmot, Second Earl of Rochester and I do not want you to like me. 
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LONG DAY’S JOURNEY INTO NIGHT by Eugene O’Neill 
 
EDMUND 
You've just told me some high spots in your memories. Want to hear mine? They're all connected 
with the sea. 
 
Here's one. When I was on the Squarehead square rigger, bound for Buenos Aires. Full moon in 
the trades. The old hooker driving 14 knots. I lay on the bowsprit, facing astern, with the water 
foaming into spume under me. Every mast with sail white in the moonlight - towering high above 
me. I became drunk with the beauty and singing rhythm of it - and for a second I lost myself, 
actually lost my life. I was set free! I dissolved into the sea, became white sails and flying spray - 
became beauty and rhythm, became moonlight and the ship and the high dim-starred sky. I 
belonged, without past or future, within peace and unity and a wild joy, within something greater 
than my own life, or the life of man, to Life itself! To God if you want to put it that way. 
 
And several other times in my life, when I was swimming far out, or lying alone on the beach, I 
have had the same experience. Became the sun, the hot sand, green seaweed anchored to a 
rock, swaying in the tide. Like a saint's vision of beatitude. Like the veil of things as they seem 
drawn back by an unseen hand. For a second you see - and seeing the secret, are the secret. 
For a second there is meaning! Then the hand lets the veil fall and you are alone, lost in the fog 
again, stumbling on toward nowhere, for no good reason! 
 
It was a great mistake, my being born a man. I would have been much more successful as a 
seagull or fish. As it is, I will always be a stranger who never feels at home, who does not want 
and is not really wanted, who can never belong, who must always be a little in love with death. 
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THE THREE SISTERS by Anton Chekhov 
 
ANDREY 
I'll say something then I'll go. Directly. In the first place, you have something against Natasha, my 
wife, and I've been aware of this from the very day of our wedding. Natasha is a wonderful, 
honest person, good natured and full of integrity—that’s my opinion. I love my wife and respect 
her, understand?—respect—and I demand that others respect her as well. I repeat, she's honest 
and has integrity, and all your dissatisfaction with her is, if you will pardon me, sheer 
capriciousness!  
 
PAUSE 
 
Secondly, you seem to resent my not doing academic work, annoyed I'm not a professor. But my 
work is with the County Council. I'm a member of the board. And I consider service to the local 
community every bit as valuable and important as any academic job. I'm a town councilor, and - 
in case you’re interested—I’m proud of it! 
 
PAUSE 
 
Thirdly. I have something else to say…I mortgaged the house, without asking your 
permission…That was wrong of me, I know, and I ask you to forgive me...  I had to do it to pay 
my debts…thirty-five thousand…I don't gamble any more…I gave it up a long time ago, but the 
main thing I have to say in my defence is that you, you girls, have your pensions from father's will, 
whereas I had nothing…no income, that is… 
 
Translation by Aubrey Mellor with Ludmilla Natalenko 
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UNCLE VANYA by Anton Chekhov 
 
ASTROV 
In general, I love life, but our life, the provincial parochial life in Russia, that I simply can't stand, 
and I despise it with all the strength I can muster. And as far as my personal life is concerned 
well, God knows, there's absolutely nothing good about that. You know when you're walking 
through a forest on a dark night and you see a small light shining in the distance, you don't notice 
how tired you are or how dark it is, or the sharp branches hitting you face…I work - as you 
know—harder than anyone in the district - Fate never ceases to knock me around. At times I 
suffer unbearable—but for me there's no light shining in the distance. I no longer expect anything 
for myself, I don’t love people. I haven’t loved anyone for a long time. They exhaust me. All of 
them, our good friends, are shallow in thought, shallow in feeling and can’t see beyond their 
noses - in other words, they're stupid. The cleverer and more important among them are 
hysterical, eaten up with self-analysis and introspection…they're always whining, always hating 
someone or something. I love the forest, that's strange; I don't eat meat—that’s also strange. 
There's no spontaneous, pure, free relationship between Nature or people any more…Not 
anymore! 
 
Translation prepared by Robert Dessaix and Aubrey Mellor 
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THE GOLDEN AGE by Louis Nowra  
 
FRANCIS 
Are you looking at the sunset? (Startled BETSHEB turns around. Smiling) I’m not a monster... No 
more running. Look at us reflected in the water, see? Upside-down. (He smiles and she smiles 
back. Silence) So quiet. I’m not used to such silence. I’m a city boy, born and bred. 
 
You’ve never seen a city or town, have you? Where I live there are dozens of factories: shoe 
factories, some that make gaskets, hydraulic machines, clothing. My mother works in a shoe 
factory. (Pointing to his boots) These came from my mother’s factory.  
 
(Silence)  
 
These sunsets here, I’ve never seen the likes of them. A bit of muddy orange light in the distance, 
behind the chimneys, is generally all I get to see. (Pause). You’d like the trams, especially at 
night. They rattle and squeak, like ghosts rattling their chains, and every so often the conducting 
rod hits a terminus, and there is a brilliant spark of electricity, like an axe striking a rock. ‘Spiss!’ 
On Saturday afternoon thousands of people go and watch the football. A huge oval of 
grass. (Miming a football) A ball like this. Someone hand passes it, ‘Whish’, straight to me. I duck 
one lumbering giant, spin around a nifty dwarf of a rover, then I catch sight of the goals. I boot a 
seventy-yard drop kick straight through the centre. The crowd goes wild!  
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BIG LOVE by Charles Mee 
 
GIULIANO 
I knew a man once 
so kind and generous. 
I was a boy 
I was on a train going to Brindisi 
and he said, I'm going to marry you. 
He asked how far I was going. 
To Rome, I said. 
No, no, he said, 
you can't get off so soon, 
you need to go with me to Bologna. 
He wouldn't hear of my getting off in Rome 
or he would get off, too, and meet my family. 
He gave me a pocket watch 
and a silk scarf 
and a little statue of a saint 
he had picked up in Morocco. 
He quoted Dante to me 
and sang bits of Verdi and Puccini. 
He was trying everything he knew 
to make me laugh and enjoy myself. 
But, finally, 
he seemed so insistent 
that I grew frightened of him. 
He never touched me, 
but he made me promise, finally, 
that I would come to Bologna in two weeks time 
after I had seen my family. 
I promised him, 
because I thought he might not let me get off the train 
unless I promised. 
He gave me his address, which of course I threw away, 
and I gave a false address to him. 
And when I got off the train, 
I saw that he was weeping. 
And I've often thought, 
oh, well, 
maybe he really did love me 
maybe that was my chance 
and I ran away from it 
because 
I didn't know it at the time. 
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CHOIR BOY by Tarell Alvin McCraney 
 
PHARUS 
I know, I know, Momma…I’m not going to 
 embarrass anybody, 
It will be good. Maybe…I don’t know if I am going to  
Be singing this year. I know that’s the thing I’m good 
At. No, I’m not giving any speech. You know I don’t  
 like 
Being up having freedom of will to say what I please. 
Right. Right…Something I didn’t mean come right on 
Out. I just called to say hey, really. I mean it’s getting 
 close, 
I didn’t even really believe it would happen 
I mean I did, I know you would have killed me, but… 
Mama, that’s not Christian. Or ladylike. I’m sorry, 
I’m not trying to tell you how to be a woman. What? 
I…right…right. He’s good. He asked about you 
 the other 
Day. No that’s, that’s David, he’s the one going to be  
A minister. Anthony is my roommate. On the…right 
On the baseball team. Mama, please don’t let nobody 
 catch 
You saying that Anthony is a fine-ass li’l boy. They will! 
They will put you in jail. No…I don’t know what 
 they doing for 
Graduation, prolly just walking like I’m is…I am. 
You…you coming, right? I know you got a lot but I  
Just asked. Right you don’t have to be here to 
Know I graduated. Hope you proud. You will be… 
You will be. 
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OFF CENTRE by Haresh Sharma 
 
VIDOD 
Ask me another one…no, there is an answer. You see when we are on the conveyor belt in 
babyland, God gives us something special…blind, AIDS, hole-in-heart, short-sighted, 
schizophrenia, depression… actually He’s not there standing at the conveyor belt. That’s too 
tiring. His administrative assistant does it. God works from His aircon room. And that’s where He 
decides. And it’s not easy. But He does it well. And you know what I think? [whispers] I think it’s 
His admin assistant that’s corrupted…anyhow change, change. I was supposed to be given a 
good voice… be a top singer. Instead He gave me mental illness. Yours also is a mistake. You 
were supposed to be a doctor.  
 
It doesn’t matter, Saloma. God… God is not important. I’ll take care of you, ok? 
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THE NORMAL HEART by Larry Kramer 
 
BRUCE 
No one did. He wouldn’t tell anyone. Do you know why? Because of me. Because he knows I’m 
so scared I’m some sort of carrier. This makes three people I’ve been with who are dead. I went 
to Emma and I begged her: please test me somehow, please tell me if I’m giving this to people. 
And she said she couldn’t, there isn’t any way they can find out anything because they still don’t 
know what they’re looking for. Albert, I think I loved him best of all, and he went so fast. His 
mother wanted him back in Phoenix before he died, this was last week when it was obvious, so I 
get permission from Emma and bundle him all up and take him to the plane in an ambulance. The 
pilot wouldn’t take off and I refused to leave the plane—you would have been proud of me—so 
finally they get another pilot. Then, after we take off, Albert loses his mind, not recognizing me, 
not knowing where he is or that he’s going home, and then, right there, on the plane, he 
becomes…incontinent. He starts doing it in his pants and all over the seat; shit, piss, 
everything…and I sit there holding his hand, saying, “Albert, please, no more, hold it in, man, I 
beg you, just for us, for Bruce and Albert.” And when we got to Phoenix, there’s a police van 
waiting for us and all the police are in complete protective rubber clothing, they looked like 
fucking astronauts, and by the time we got to the hospital where his mother had fixed up his room 
real nice, Albert was dead. 
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DEATH AND THE KING’S HORSEMAN by Wole Soyinka 
 
OLUNDE 
How can I make you understand? He has protection. No one can undertake what he does tonight 
without the deepest protection the mind can conceive. What can you offer him in place of his 
piece of mind, in place of the honour and veneration of his own people? What would you think of 
your Prince if he refused to accept the risk of losing his life on this voyage? This…showing-the-
flag tour of colonial possessions.  
 
You believe that everything which appears to make sense was learnt from you…you white races 
know how to survive; I’ve seen proof of that. By all logical and natural laws this war should end 
with all the white races wiping out one another, wiping out their so-called civilization for all time 
and reverting to a state of primitivism the like of which has so far only existed in your imagination. 
Then I slowly realised that your greatest art is the art of survival. But at least have the humility to 
let others survive in their own way. 
 
Mrs Pilkings, what do you call what those young men are sent to do by their generals in this war? 
Of course you have also mastered the art of calling things by names which don’t remotely 
describe them…Mrs. Pilkings, whatever we do, we never suggest that a this is the opposite of 
what it really is. In your newsreels I heard defeats, thorough, murderous defeats described as 
strategic victories. No wait, it wasn’t just on your newsreels. Don’t forget I was attached to 
hospitals all the time. Hordes of your wounded passed through those wards. I spoke to them. I 
spent long evenings by their bedsides while they spoke terrible truths of the realities of that war. I 
know how history is made. 
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VCA FEMALE CONTEMPORARY MONOLOGUES 
 
THE 7 STAGES OF GRIEVING by Wesley Enoch and Deborah Mailman  
 
MURRI WOMAN 
Have you ever been black? You know when you wake up one morning and you’re black? Happened 
to me this morning. I was in the bathroom, looking in the mirror and I thought, “Nice hair, beautiful 
black skin, white shiny teeth... I’m BLACK!”  
 
You get a lot of attention, special treatment from being black. I’m in this expensive shop and there’s 
this guy next to me, nice hair, nice tie, nice suit, waving a nice big gun in the air and the shop 
assistant says, “Keep an eye on the nigger... eye on the nigger.”  
 
OK, so I went to try on a dress and the shop assistant escorts me to the ‘special’ dressing room, the 
one equipped with video cameras, warning to shop lifters, a security guard, fucken sniffer dog... ‘Get 
out of it’. Just so I don’t put anything I shouldn’t on my nice dress, nice hair, beautiful black skin and 
white shiny teeth...  
 
Now I’m in this crowded elevator, bathed in perfume, in my nice dress, nice hair, beautiful black skin 
and white shiny teeth... ‘Hey which way’.  
 

The Woman sniffs the air.  
 
Somebody boodgi and they all look at me!  
 
Now I go to my deadly Datsun, looking pretty deadly myself, which way, lock my keys in the car. Eh 
but this Murri too good, she got a coat hanger in her bag! Fiddling around for a good five seconds and 
started hearing sirens, look around, policeman, fireman, army, fucken UN and that same sniffer dog. 
Just to make sure everything’s OK.  
 

Spoken in an American accent while holding the audience at ‘gunpoint’. 
 
“Who owns the car, Ma’am?”  
 

Indicating herself.  
 
“ME.”  
 
Finally get home, with the help of the policeman, fireman, army, fucken UN. Still looking deadly in my 
nice dress, nice hair, beautiful black skin and white shiny teeth. Aunty comes in, “Eh Sisgirl, nice 
dress, can I borrow it? ‘Mmmm’.  
 
Thinking that tomorrow will be a better day, I go to bed. Morning comes, I wake up, looking in the 
mirror. Nice hair, beautiful black skin, white shiny teeth. I’M STILL BLACK! NUNNA!   
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VICTORY by Howard Barker  
	
DEVONSHIRE 
I do feel clean here. I do feel clean. The wind off the estuary. And the low cloud racing, and the 
grey flat water, the thin surf on the mudbank, really it is better than a marine landscape by Mr Van 
Oots and in any case I don’t think I like sex. [Pause. She breathes.] Oh, this is pure, this is 
absolute life, I never felt so whole and so completely independent, this is the third letter in a week 
begging me back and in verse too! All very flattering but really it is pure dick, a woman should 
never forget a poem is actually dick, should she?...  
 
To look at me you’d think she knows no pain, no, wouldn’t you? I’m sure you say that, privately. 
Admit you say that...  
 
Oh, you do, you do! Her lovely this, her lovely that, you do, of course you do, you think I have no 
agonies. But there are pains and pains, aren’t there?...  
 
I am twenty-four and have miscarried seven times. That is wicked, isn’t it, of God?...  
 
It is particularly cruel because I care for men. Last week I thought the floor of my body was being, 
was being bitten out, by rats, by dogs, I thought my whole floor was going, have you had that?...  
 
I cannot keep a child in, absolutely cannot, yet I conceive from a look, what is the matter with 
God, my womb is only fit for a nun, is that His way, do you think? What’s your advice? I believe in 
asking strangers for advice, you cannot trust your friends, I believe in essence all your friends 
wish you dead. Say yes or no.  
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JERUSALEM by Michael Gurr  
 
NINA 
And what is that idea? That everyone gets the disease they deserve? Yes, I am interested in it. 
And I’m particularly interested in the fact that you never hear it from the parents of a child born 
with its brain hanging out of its head. Karma? What goes around comes around? There’s 
something very nasty hiding in the idea of karma. It’s another way of not thinking. People get 
what they deserve? Sounds like the Liberal Party with a joint in its mouth.  
 
Beat.  
 
All bad deeds are accounted for? Really? In my experience there are great numbers of very bad 
people leading very happy lives. It’s a pretty false comfort, wouldn’t you say, to think they’ll all get 
a spank in Hell. To think they’ll all come back as a piece of dogshit.  
 
Beat.  
 
Surely the point is what we do now. Who we become, how we behave. To leave all the 
judgement up to God or the karmic compost— that’s a terrible impotence, isn’t it? Adults, grown 
men and women, with a dummy in the mouth. And look closely at this, Malcolm, look at the 
people who glue themselves to these ideas. For the happy and healthy these ideas are a way of 
feeling smug. Fifty cents in the poor box and the knowledge that the poor will always be with us. 
And those who actually suffer? What are they saying? I am suffering because God wants me to? 
I think of those American slave songs, so uplifting, and I want to be sick. In my training they take 
you around the wards. There was a woman, both breasts long gone into the hospital incinerator. 
She tried to hold my gaze while the sutures were taken out. Until the hospital chaplain came 
sliding across the lino. And her pale fierce eyes slid him right back through the curtain.  
 
Beat.  
 
You see, I don’t believe that justice is something you light a candle for. It’s just the way you 
behave.  
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PROOF by David Auburn 
 
CATHERINE 
I lived with him. I spent my life with him. I fed him. Talked to him. Tried to listen when he talked. 
Talked to people who weren’t there . . . Watched him shuffling around like a ghost. A very smelly 
ghost. He was filthy. I had to make sure he bathed. My own father . . . 
 
After my mother died it was just me here. I tried to keep him happy no matter what idiotic project 
he was doing. He used to read all day. He kept demanding more and more books. I took them out 
of the library by the carload. We had hundreds upstairs. Then I realized he wasn’t reading: he 
believed aliens were sending him messages through the Dewey decimal numbers on the library 
books. He was trying to work out the code . . . 
 
Beautiful mathematics. The most elegant proofs, perfect proofs, proofs like music . . .Plus fashion 
tips, knock-knock jokes – I mean it was nuts, OK? Later the writing phase: scribbling nineteen, 
twenty hours a day . . . I ordered him a case of notebooks and he used every one. 
 
I dropped out of school . . . I’m glad he’s dead. 
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LOVE, LOSS AND WHAT I WORE by Nora and Delia Ephron 
 
ROSIE 
The truth is, I have no fashion sense – never did.   For many years I blamed this on my mom’s 
death.  Then again, I blame pretty much everything on that, my weight, my addiction to television, 
my inability to spell.  In my fantasy world, had my mother lived, I would be extremely well-
dressed. I would know what went with what, and everything I tried on would fit.  Mom and I would 
shop together at the places that moms and daughters go – a department store, an outlet mall, the 
flea market.  I would wear a lot of tasteful make-up too.  We would lunch someplace while 
shopping.  It would be at a café where we would have salad and like it.  We’d laugh about how 
great our lives turned out and make plans for the things we were still going to do.  But that’s all a 
dream, because my mother did not live.  She died when she was 39 years old.  (Beat)  The fact is 
that no item of clothing has ever moved me in any way – except one.  After my mom died, my 
father took his five motherless children to Belfast, Northern Ireland.  I guess he thought we could 
best recover from the trauma of her death by living in a war zone.  The IRA was nowhere near as 
scary as what had just happened to our lives.  When we returned, we found her side of the closet 
empty.  All her clothes were gone.  (Beat)  A few years later my dad got remarried to a lovely 
woman.  She was a schoolteacher named Mary May.  After the wedding she moved in.  That first 
morning she was there, I was eating breakfast with a few of my siblings when my new stepmom 
walked down the stairs and into the kitchen.  She was wearing a long burgundy velour three-
quarter sleeve zip bathrobe with a thick vertical white stripe down the center, surrounding the 
zipper.  No one said a word. My mother had had the same exact bathrobe – in blue.  Electric 
blue. (Beat)   To this day that bathrobe is the only piece of clothing I can actually see in my mind. 
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THE CALL by Patricia Cornelius 
 
DENISE 
This mother thing sucks. I hated it right from the start. Complete strangers came up and patted 
my belly as if it was going to bring them luck. And after the birth, which was fucking torture, mad 
people cooed and gurgled and talked in high-pitched voices. They smiled at me and expected me 
to smile back. Like, what the fuck! It’s this ‘You’ve got a little baby’ stuff. I go crazy while she 
sleeps in her cot and you’re at work and my friends have got a life and I’m on my own and I think, 
‘Jesus Christ, what have I done. How in hell am I going to get through this?’ I push her in her 
pram to the shops because I’ve run out of baby swipes. I push her to the shops to buy disposable 
nappies and spend my last fifteen bucks. I push her to the shops because I can’t think of 
anywhere else to push her. Sometimes I think if I leave her there someone nicer might come and 
get her and it’d be much much better. I meet with other mothers and I pray to fucking God that I 
don’t look like them, or sound like them, or am like them. They tell me how smart their kid is, how 
early she talked, or walked. How their three-month-old baby is reading Shakespeare. And I look 
down at my fat little bald baby sucking on her dummy and think, ‘Oh, that’s funny because mine’s 
as thick as a brick’. This mother thing is weird. I’m bored. I’m lonely. And it doesn’t stop. 
  



	

Faculty of the VCA & MCM, The University of Melbourne  
Bachelor of Fine Arts (Acting) and Bachelor of Fine Arts (Theatre) Audition Monologue Booklet – 2018 Entry 

Page 45 of 54 

 
TRUCK STOP by Lachlan Philpott 
 
SAM 
Now. Right now. And it’s my birthday tomorrow. Turning fifteen. Mum gave me my present early, 
tickets to the Ke$ha concert. Most embarrassing night of my life. Mum took me but she looked so 
out of place. She bought all this glitter and shit so she could cover up her wrinkles, she said it 
was so we could bond again. 
 
There were all these hot guys there and they could tell she was a freak all I did was try to lose 
her. Didn’t enjoy the music at all. 
 
My new school sucks but it’s better than being at that shithole by the highway. Not that many 
friends yet. On the weekend I was so bored I even cleaned up my room. Chucked out stuff, tiaras 
and princess shit Dad bought for me. 
 
I’m not a princess, I’m not a movie star. I’m a… 
 
Bitch. I’m a bitch. I’ve been a total bitch to everyone. 
 
I thought my life was a music clip or a movie. But it is not. I guess I’m just… 
 
The fly circles around the room. Around me. 
 
Camera pans in. 
 
Close up on my eyes, on the tear as it dribbles over my cheekbones. 
 
On my lips. Music starts. 
 
Camera circles me. 
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DAGS by Debra Oswald 
 
GILLIAN 
All right. I’m going to admit something I never thought I’d admit to anyone ever. I’ve got a crush 
on Adam. Head over heels. Uncontrollable passion, etcetera. Unrequited passion, of course. Now 
I know this sounds like I’m throwing away everything I’ve said so far. And I guess I am. I know 
every girl at school except Monica is in love with him. I know he’d never go for a dag like me. I 
know it’s hopeless. I know all that. But I can’t help it. Just thinking he might look at me, my heart 
starts pounding like mad. And then I worry about whether he can tell my heart’s going crazy, and 
I have to act really cool. This crush – it’s like a disease. Do you know – oh, I’m almost too 
embarrassed to admit this – Adam misses the bus sometimes. ‘Cos he’s chatting up some girl or 
something. And do you know what I do? I get off the bus after one stop and walk back to school, 
so I can hang round the bus stop hoping he’ll turn up. Just so I can ride on the same bus with 
him. Isn’t that the most pathetic think you’ve ever heard? I’m crazy. I can lie here for hours 
thinking about him. Writing these movies in my head where Adam and me are the stars. I try to 
imagine how he’d notice me and fall hopelessly in love with me and all that. Like, one of my 
favourites is that the bus breaks down one day in this remote place and there we are stranded 
together. He discovers that I was this really fascinating woman all along. Far more interesting 
than all those silly girls at school. But – I say that I can’t bear to be just another notch on his belt. 
So Adam has to beg me to go out with him. Grovel almost. That’s a pretty over-the-top version. 
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THE CRUCIBLE by Arthur Miller 
 
MARY WARREN 
I never knew it before. I never knew anything before. When she come into the court I say to 
myself, I must not accuse this woman, for she sleeps in ditches, and so very old and poor. But 
then- then she sit there, denying and denying, and I feel a misty coldness climbin' up my back, 
and the skin on my skull begin to creep, and I feel a clamp around my neck and I cannot breathe 
air; and then (ENTRANCED) I hear a voice, a screamin' voice, and it were my voice- and all at 
once I remembered everything she done to me! (LIKE ONE AWAKENED TO A MARVELLOUS 
SECRET INSIGHT) So many times, Mr. Proctor, she come to this very door, beggin' bread and a 
cup of cider-and mark this: whenever I turned her away empty, she mumbled. But what does she 
mumble? You must remember, Goody Proctor. Last month-a Monday, I think--she walked away, 
and I thought my guts would burst for two days after. Do you remember it? 
 
And so I told that to Judge Hathorne, and he asks her so. "Sarah Good," says he, "what curse do 
you mumble that this girl must fall sick after turning you away?" And then she replies 
(MIMICKING AN OLD CRONE) "Why, your excellence, no curse at all. I only say my 
commandments; I hope I may say my commandments," says she! Then Judge Hathorne say, 
"Recite for us your commandments!" (LEANING AVIDLY TOWARD THEM) And of all the ten she 
could not say a single one. She never knew no commandments, and they had her in a flat lie! 
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THE SEAGULL by Anton Chekhov 
 
NINA 
Why do you say you kissed the earth I walked on? I deserve to be killed. (Bends toward the table) 
I'm so exhausted! I need to rest... to rest! (Lifts her head) I'm a seagull. No, it's not that, I'm an 
actress. Yes, that's it! (Hearing ARKADINA and TRIGORIN laugh, she listens. then rushes to the 
door on the left and looks into the keyhole) And he's here too . . . (Returns to TREPLEV) Yes... It 
doesn't matter... Yes... He didn't believe in the theatre, he kept laughing at my dreams, and little 
by little I, too, stopped believing in it, and I lost heart... And then there were the lovers quarrels, 
the jealousy, the constant fear for my little one... and I became petty and worthless, my acting 
made no sense at all... I didn't know what to do with my hands, I didn't know how to stand on the 
stage, I couldn't control my voice. You have no idea what it feels like when you know that you’re 
acting appallingly, I'm a seagull. No, not that. Do you remember shooting down that seagull? 
Someone just happened to come along, saw it and for want of anything better to do, destroyed 
it... It would make a good short story. But it's not that... (Wipes her forehead) What was I saying? 
I was talking about the theatre. I'm not like that any more... I'm a real actress now, acting gives 
me pleasure, it excites me, being on the stage intoxicates me, makes me feel beautiful. And since 
I've been here, I've been walking around, walking around and thinking, thinking and feeling my 
inner strength growing with each day... I understand now, Kostya, I now know, that the main 
thing, in our sort of work — it doesn't matter whether we're acting or writing — the main thing isn't 
fame and glory or the things I dreamed of, but the ability to endure. One must be able to bear 
one's cross and have faith. I have faith, and it's not so painful for me now. And when I think of my 
vocation, I'm no longer afraid of life. 

Translation by Aubrey Mellor and Robert Dessaix 
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BIG LOVE by Charles Mee 
 
LYDIA 
You know, everything you say may be right, Thyona 
but I have to ask myself, 
if it is 
then why don’t I feel good about it? 
I have to somehow go on my gut instincts 
because sometimes 
you can convince yourself in your mind 
about the rightness of a thing 
and you try to find fault with your reasoning 
but you can’t 
because 
no matter how you turn it over in your mind 
it comes out right 
and so you think: 
I know it’s right but I don’t think it is 
or I think it’s right but I know it isn’t 
and you could end up thinking 
you’re just a moron 
or some sort of deficient sort of thing 
but really there are some things 
when you want to know the truth of them 
you have to use not just your mind or even your mind and your feelings 
but your neurons or your cells or whatever 
to make some decisions 
because they are too complicated 
they need to be considered in some larger way 
and in the largest way of all 
I know I have to go with my whole being 
when it says I love him and he loves me 
and nothing else matters 
even if other things do matter even quite a lot 
even if I’m doing this in the midst of everyone getting killed 
I can’t help myself 
and I don’t think I should. 
Probably this is how people end up marrying Nazis 
but I can’t help it. 
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WELCOME TO ARROYO’S by Kristoffer Diaz  
 
LELLY SANTIAGO 
No, but what do you think about sushi? I think about sushi, I think about Japan. It’s an 
archipelago -- I mean, it’s a bunch of islands, so they fish. Fine, that makes sense. Then I think 
about the fact that they don’t cook it. Then I think about crab roe. And seaweed. And wasabi and 
ginger. And yes, I know, I'm just exoticizing the other, I've read Edward Said, I'm familiar with 
orientalism. But wasabi and ginger? Where did that genius come from? I think about how what 
they eat affects their body types, and their body types affect the amount of energy they have, and 
their energy affects the way they live, and the way they live affects what they produce, and that 
affects what we produce, and that affects what I eat, whether I turn around and eat sushi or not. 
 
And you’re probably wondering what this has to do with you, and it really doesn’t have anything to 
do with you, except that…well, lately I’ve been thinking about you the same way I think about 
sushi. 
 
(Silence) 
 
I mean, you’re a bartender. 
Bartenders do important work. You help teachers burn off the stress of mandatory testing and 
escalating violence with a beer and some good company. Big business gets done over rounds of 
shots. Babies get made in your bar -- I mean, not made, but planned -- I mean, not planned, but 
the process gets started and you start it. 
 
Those drinks -- and by extension, this bar -- and by extension, you -- make up a central 
concentric circle of this neighborhood, which happens to be one of the central concentric circles 
of New York City, which, as everyone knows, is the center of the universe, which makes you one 
of the central concentric circles of the center of the universe in a way, and oh my god why am I 
saying concentric so much like an arrogant neophyte college student and oh my god, neophyte?-- 
I’m doing it again. I’ll shut up now. 
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HUMAN EMOTIONAL PROCESS by José Rivera 
  
CASSANDRA 
Lorenzo!  Do you hear it?  That’s the sound of the earth’s rotation.  That rusty, squeaky spinning 
sound ... so hard to hear sometimes.  Sounds like crickets?  Or rustling leaves?  So sad and far 
away ... you can only hear it when you’re absolutely alone in the world.  When all your loved ones 
are gone or silent.  That’s me right now.  I don’t hear you, dear Lorenzo.  Not your laughter or that 
painful little sigh after making love.  Not your sarcasm or your evasions and cheap jokes.  You’ve 
broken free.  You’ve escaped my arms and flown to older dimensions and erased your presence 
in our biosphere and left me to wander the dumb, unfinished house like a weak wind.  I’ve been 
trying to hear the echoes of your words, hoping they’d still be bouncing around this tired house 
like magic rubber balls.  Sometimes I think I hear them -- your voice still attached to the space.  I 
try to chase them and catch them and stick them in my ear and hope they wander down to my 
heart and fill it, fill it, fill it with you!  But I think I’m only dreaming.  But no, in my complete 
loneliness, all I hear is the rusted spin of the world, monotonous and shrill and just barely within 
perception ... they say only dogs and crazy people can hear that ... I’m afraid that if I listen to it 
too much, for too long, that I will really lose my mind, dear Lorenzo. 
 
  



	

Faculty of the VCA & MCM, The University of Melbourne  
Bachelor of Fine Arts (Acting) and Bachelor of Fine Arts (Theatre) Audition Monologue Booklet – 2018 Entry 

Page 52 of 54 

DREAMPLAY ASIAN BOYS VOL.1 by Alfian Sa’at 
 
AGNES 
I am a daughter of a god. While travelling, I saw a globe spinning in space, surrounded by mist. 
My father told me, it is a place called Earth. But it will be gone very soon, since its inhabitants are 
destroying each other. “But Father,” I said, “Surely there is something that we can do.” And he 
said, “There is a little red dot on the face of the Earth, do you see that? That is where the poison 
is brewing. If you want to save the Earth, that is where you should begin your mission. Because 
that is where the ill winds blow and the people are suffering. That is where they are destroying 
each other. Where they worship false goddesses like Barbara Streisand, Greta Garbo, Bette 
Davis, Madonna, Gloria Gaynor, Diana Ross, Ge Lan, Meena Kumari and Anita Sarawak. They 
will never recognize a true celestial being like yourself…But I told my father, no, let me go down 
and see it myself. I will show them the way to true happiness. I must lead them from their false 
glory holes where they are looking for counterfeit crystals and dazzle them with the real diamonds 
of my tiara. I must teach them not to use blood of their ancestors for nail polish and the placenta 
of their descendants for foundation. For I am Goddess. I am Diva. I am Mother! 
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CLYBOURNE PARK by Bruce Norris 
 
LENA 
Anyway. All right. (Taking her time.) Well…I have no way of knowing what sort of connection you 
have to the neighborhood where you grew up? 
 
And some of our concerns have to do with a particular period in history and the things that people 
experienced here in this community during that period—both good and bad, and on a personal 
level? I just have a lot of respect for the people who went through those experiences and still 
managed to carve out a life for themselves and create a community despite a whole lot 
obstacles? Some of which still exist. That’s just a part of my history and my parents’ history—and 
honouring the connection to that history—and, no one, myself included, likes having to dictate 
what you can or can’t do with your own home, but there’s just a lot of pride, and lot of memories 
in these houses, and for some of us, that connection still has value, if that makes any sense? 
 
For those of us who have remained. 
 
And respecting that memory: that has value, too. At least, that’s what I believe. And that’s what 
I’ve been wanting to say. 
 
  



	

Faculty of the VCA & MCM, The University of Melbourne  
Bachelor of Fine Arts (Acting) and Bachelor of Fine Arts (Theatre) Audition Monologue Booklet – 2018 Entry 

Page 54 of 54 

KING HEDLEY II by August Wilson 
 
TONYA 
About seventeen years. That’s a whole lot of difference. I’m thirty-five years old. I done seen the 
whole thing turn around. When I had Natasha I was as happy as I could be. I had something 
nobody could take away from me. Had somebody to love. Had somebody to love me. I thought 
life was gonna be something. Look up and the whole world seem like it went crazy. Her daddy in 
jail. Her step-daddy going to jail. She seventeen and got a baby, she don’t even know who the 
father is. She moving so fast she can’t stop and look in the mirror.  She can’t see herself. All 
anybody got to do is look at her good and she run off and lay down with them. She don’t think no 
further than that. Ain’t got no future ‘cause she don’t know how to make one. Don’t nobody care 
nothing about that. All they care about is getting a bigger TV. All she care about is the next time 
somebody gonna look at her and want to lay down with her. 


