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There is a vitality, a life force, an energy, a quickening that is translated through you into action and because there is only one of you in all of time this expression is unique and if you block it, it will never exist through any other medium and be lost, the world will not have it.

—Martha Graham
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FOREWORD

As a young man taking acting classes or reading for audition material one of the great problems was where to find suitable scenes or monologues.

And later when I taught acting the dilemma still existed. Where to send my students for scenes or monologues that hadn’t been done to death?

If I were a young actor or a teacher of acting I would have that problem solved for me by Craig Slaight and Jack Sharrar’s Great Scenes for Young Actors from the Stage and this second volume Great Monologues for Young Actors. They have chosen for both books challenging, perceptive, and unhackneyed material.

Both volumes meet the young actor’s continuing need for scenes and monologues of substance.

—Horton Foote
New York
December 2, 1991





INTRODUCTION

Great Monologues for Young Actors is designed to serve young actors and their teachers as a tool to remove actor obstacles. Beyond the need for young actors to find cuttings from plays for auditions, working on monologues provides an exciting opportunity to exercise the basic techniques that make actors vital, interesting, and alive. In preparing this collection, we’ve kept as our constant objectives both the quality of the literature and the needs that face young actors as they continue growing and developing in their craft.

Much of the material in this book is appropriate for auditions, some is not. The demands of each audition will dictate the choices. In many cases non-dramatic literature is not allowed for an audition. We have included this material, however, because we believe exploring such literature can provide an exciting alternative to developing actor choices. In some instances the cuttings included are longer than the standard time allotted for auditions. Most importantly, young actors must study these monologues in the context of the total work. All of the characters live in the world of relationships, wants, needs, and desires, and are conditioned by the given circumstances of their Active experience. Students must work to discover the other characters that live within the context of each of these monologues. Who is being addressed and why? What is the expectation and want? Finally, to help students in their explorations, we have included only material from published works.

As with our companion book, Great Scenes for Young Actors from the Stage, students and teachers of acting will find material here suitable for years of studio work—material which opens up to young actors a dynamic cross-section of culturally diverse characters, and expands technique beyond the immediate life experience.

—Craig Slaight
Jack Sharrar
San Francisco
November 26, 1991
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Section I
Contemporary Stage Monologues for Young Men





ALBUM
by David Rimmer

Billy


A comedy about growing up and coming of age in the turbulent sixties, Album chronicles the adventures and misadventures of two teenaged couples, Peggy and Billy, and Trish and Boo. The action takes them from playing strip poker in Trish’s room to summer camp and graduation day. The play is a sometimes frank yet poignantly humorous look at those last carefree days of youth. In Act 1, sc. 2, sixteen-year-old Billy sits in his tent at summer camp late at night rereading a letter by flashlight that he has just penned to a friend.



BILLY: Dear Marston,

You incredible dipshit, what’m I doin’ wastin’ my time writin’ a letter to you? Bein’ a junior counsellor sucks. I hate tellin’ kids what to do. They have to call me “Mister.” I wake up in the mornin’, they go, “Hey, Mister Buddwing, I wet my bed,” and I think, “No, sorry, my father isn’t here right now.”

One cool thing. We had a party with the girl counsellors at this place Camp Idle Pines for Girls across the lake. We bought some beer. That’s the other cool thing. The older guys go into town and get it for you. Anyway, I got some great action at that party. Y’know that album The Beach Boys Today? Cool album for parties. They put all the fast songs on the first side and all the slow songs on the second side, y’know, for dancin’ and then makin’ out. Really a cool idea. The Beaties oughtta do somethin’ like that. Course it doesn’t matter, everybody buys their records anyway— (Crosses it out.) —God, who gives a shit about that?— So I end up with this girl Rita, and she’s not exactly slutty or anything, but she’s kinda fast. We’re goin’ at it, and they put on side two of that album. On “Please Let Me Wonder,” we’re dancin’ close—very close; on “I’m So Young,” squeezin’ legs; on “Kiss Me Baby,” lickin’ ears; on “She Knows Me Too Well,” swapin’ spit; and by the time we hit “Way Into The Back of My Mind,” my tongue was so Way In The Back Of Her Head we didn’t even hear the rest of the shit on the album! Woo! (Fearing he’s too loud, he looks around, flashing the flashlight) So that’s how it is up here, you turd-ball, ’cept I’m lyin’ just a little to show you how cool I am. Aaah, I’m wastin’ my time. You stupid asshole, what the hell you doin’ goin’ away to school way up in the goddamn woods? Go ahead, I’m not gonna stop ya, whadda I care, I’m not gonna miss ya, that ain’t cool. Get on up there. See ya sometime.

Sincerely yours, you dipshit,
Signed Billy Bones
P.S. Have a good life.
(Beat.)
What a bunch of shit.





AMULETS AGAINST THE DRAGON FORCES
by Paul Zindel

Chris


This sensitive yet biting play by Pulitzer Prize winner Paul Zindel, uncovers a complex story of a shy teenage boy forced to follow his mother, a practical nurse, from household to household as she nurses dying patients. Circumstances lead Chris and his mother to look after the dying mother of Floyd Dipardi, a dockworker who drinks heavily and is a match for Chris’s blunt and efficient overprotective mother. Floyd is also keeping a young man, Harold, who finds friendship with Chris as they plot to escape their dim existence together. Having often been ridiculed by others for his shyness and special interests, Chris takes this moment to share with Harold how an inspiring teacher influenced his life.



CHRIS: They always show up—the same figures. I never even noticed about them until I had Miss Burger for English at New Dorp. She was the only one who didn’t think I was a misfit, and— she was the only high school English teacher I had ever heard of who had a doctorate in Shakespearean Studies. She was so brilliant I was the only one in her class who wasn’t bored and didn’t throw Good and Plenty candies at her.

[HAROLD: She was really very brilliant?]

CHRIS: [Oh, God, yes.] She told me things about myself I’ll never forget. The kinds of things that changed my life. Until she finally had a severe nervous breakdown and they took her away.

[HAROLD: Why did she breakdown?]

CHRIS: I was there! I saw it! She was reading a beautiful speech one day from Macbeth, and the Good & Plenty’s were bouncing off her head—boing! boing! Until she couldn’t stand it any longer—and so she opened a classroom window and leaped up on the ledge! Three stories high above a cement handball court! And she said to the class, “If you don’t stop it, I’m going to jump!” And that was the first time I learned how much everybody likes action and suspense, because everyone except me yelled, “Jump!” But the Dean of Boys rushed in and pulled her off in time. I really miss her. She’d even let me stay after school and show her my stories. I’d perform them for her with puppets and marionettes and all sorts of things. One Saturday—she was Jewish—she let me come over to her house and turn her electricity on for her and her father—who was an Orthodox rabbi, and they gave me my first yogurt—and I performed my best stories for her. One was about a man who ran a grocery store and would mix up a ton of wheat, barley, peas, and lentils every night and then tell his stepson that if he didn’t have them separated by the morning he would kill him. But I had a sorcerer appear and bring an army of ants to help him sort out the grains. And in another story I had a witch threaten to make a girl marry someone she didn’t love if she didn’t collect a basket of wool from a flesh-eating sheep, but an old man appears and teaches her how to gather the wool from a thicket where the monster has grazed. Miss Burger would let me tell her all my stories. She’d just sit there smiling at me, encouraging me—I even told her a story in which I invented the perfect sleeping room—a room that was painted all black with just a mattress—and a boy has fantastical dreams of heaven and death—though Miss Burger suggested I shouldn’t write too many stories about God and death because she said that usually means a writer is finished—but she said she was certain I had nothing to worry about—that I was filled with life! Filled! That I had amulets! There were amulets in my stories to protect me from demons! That I’d always find a way out. I’d escape! I’d win! She was the only one to tell me I wasn’t completely deranged! I was just a writer!





ASCENSION DAY
by Timothy Mason

Randy


This provocative short play explores the decisions made in our youth that chart the course of events for the rest of our lives. Set in a Lutheran Bible camp in Wisconsin, late in May, 1947, the story centers around nine teenagers. In this seemingly tranquil environment, on the shores of a beautiful lake, loon song abounding, a series of moments compose a score that will not only change many lives, but will allow us the opportunity to reflect on the path our lives have taken. In this second scene in the play, Randy addresses his fellow campers with a testimony: a declaration of faith.



RANDY: Hello. Some of you here at camp know me as Randy, some of you don’t know me. Most of you don’t know me. A few of you know me as Boner. I’m from Stanley, all the friends I have here at Solid Rock Lutheran are from Stanley, that’s northeast of Eau Claire and west of Wausau and way northwest of Madison, and anyway we’re from Our Savior’s over in Stanley and we’re glad to be here. For some of you, this is your first time here, this is my second time, I guess nobody here has been here more than twice since this is only the second year that camp has been open after shutting down during the war, but now Japan lies in ruins and we’re all glad to be back. Pastor Tollefson asked for testimonies and…I don’t know, nobody else got up, so I guess I’m it. We’re going to be doing this for the next week, it’ll probably get easier as we go along, but…It’s not always easy to talk about how you stand with Jesus. Kids think you’re strange if you do, but most of the kids I know, they already think I’m strange so, you know, I don’t have an awful lot to lose. Anyway. I used to have terrible skin. But it says in the Bible, if you have faith the size of a mustard seed, you can move a mountain. And I don’t know, but I believe that’s just what I did with my acne.





AUGUST SNOW
by Reynolds Price

Neal


August Snow is the first play of three that compose New Music by award-winning writer Reynolds Price. This trilogy concerns three characters over the course of fifty-seven years in a small North Carolina town. Neal, his wife, Taw, and his best friend, Porter, travel a rocky and dramatic emotional journey of friendship, love, confinement, and responsibility. In private addresses to the audience, they each have an opportunity to demonstrate their particular point of view about the situation and each other. In the two speeches here, Neal and Porter offer personal glimpses of themselves.



NEAL: One thing I know I’m not is conceited. So believe what I say, in this one respect. The trouble, my whole life, has been this— people fall for me, what they think is me. They mostly call it love, and it generally seems to give them fits. They think life can’t go on without me—when I know life can go on in the dark if they blind you, butcher you down to a torso, stake you flat on a rank wet floor and leave you lonesome as the last good soul.

Neal Avery can’t save the shrubbery from pain, much less human beings. It may be the reason I act so bad to Taw and my mother and Porter, my friend. It may be why I’m soaked to the ears so much of the time—I know I’m me, an average white boy with all his teeth, not Woodrow Wilson or Baby Jesus or Dr. Pasteur curing rabies with shots.

Who on God’s round Earth do they think I am? Who would patch their hearts up and ease their pain? If I stand still here for many years more, won’t they wear me away like the Sphinx or a doorsill, just with the looks from their famished eyes?

If I wasn’t a Methodist, if this wasn’t home, wouldn’t I be well advised to strip and run for the nearest desert cave and live among wolves or crows or doves? Wouldn’t they simply elect me gamekeeper?

Am I ruined past help? Could I take ten steps on my own—here to there—much less flee for life, for my good and theirs?





AUGUST SNOW
by Reynolds Price

Porter


See introduction above.



PORTER: In a town this size, everybody’s known your family since the Seven Years’ War; so you have to live most of your life in code—little signs and fables for the kind and wise, not actual touch or plain true words. That’s been all right by me most times; it keeps you from having to make up your mind too fast, or ever.

For years you can walk around some strong magnet and never ask why or be told to explain. Then when you least expect it, somebody you’ve known from the dark of the womb will step up and reach for the trunk of your life and shake it like a cyclone, and you’ll shed your apples in full public view.

It happened to me my first year in high school, fourteen years old—English class, of course. Miss Speed Brickhouse went round the room asking everybody what they hoped to be; and everybody answered some sensible way—storekeeper, bank teller, practical nurse. Then she called on me—“Porter, what’s your plan?”

I was already helping at Avery’s Store—Neal and I on Saturdays—and I figured I’d sell men’s clothing for life. But what I said was what slipped out. To Miss Speed’s withered face, and twenty-six children vicious as bats, I said, “I hope to be a lighthouse for others.”

Miss Speed tried to save the day be saying the church was the noblest career, but everybody knew she was wrong, and they howled—right on through Commencement three whole years later.

I found the strength to hold my ground though, and I never explained. I knew I’d found, and told, the truth—a real light, for safety, in cold high seas.

Not for others though; I lied in that—just for Neal Avery, the one I’d long since chosen as being in special need and worthy of care. I may well have failed.
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