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These monologues are works of fiction.
Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

They may be
used for practice, audition, and classwork purposes without royalty
consideration. Up to five individual monologues may also be
performed royalty-free as part of a larger production. When six or
more monologues from this collection are performed in any staged
production where admission is charged or a donation is requested,
royalty payment is required.

Contact the
publisher for applicable rates and permissions. E-mail is the best
way to do this: jimchev@chezjim.com.

EXCEPTION TO
THE ABOVE: Until January 1,
2013, any or all of these
monologues may be freely used in any stage production, royalty
free, so long as both the names of both the author and the present
collection are duly credited, and basic production information
(including the producer, theater, location and dates) is sent by
email to jimchev@chezjim.com. Unless otherwise requested, this information may (at the
author's discretion) be posted on-line or elsewhere.

Due
authorship credit must be given on all programs, printing and
advertising for productions, whether in part or in whole, of this
work.

Prior
permission is required for any form of recording or broadcast,
including but not limited to radio, television, video, motion
picture and Internet.
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This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.
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 Author's
note

 


This collection combines my interest in
eighteenth century France with my work, for over a decade now, on
monologues for actors.

Having studied various aspects of the French
Old Regime, I was particular struck by the colorful characters and
attractions to be found at the St. Germain, St. Laurent and other
fairs, where people of all classes went for entertainment. Some of
the entertainment was provided by human beings, on display either
for a skill or an accident of birth. But there were also animals
and automatons, and of course puppets and marionettes.

In this collection, some of these speak,
some are observed. No attempt has been made here to organize the
material by age or gender. Whether you simply read these monologues
or take the time to prepare and perform them, I hope they give you
at least a glimpse of how magic entertainment was when it was still
a rare and precious experience and not made up of a glut of
offerings broadcast into every home.


The Man with Two
Heads

 


I have two heads. The king himself can't say
that!

Oh, I know what you're thinking: "What a liar
you are! One more drunkard in a Paris tavern! Why anyone can see
you've only got the one, same as anyone else!" But you'd be
mistaken. You'd be dead wrong.

You just don't know where to look, is all.

Not that I'm about to show you. Oh no. You can
come to the fair like everyone else and pay ten coppers to see it.
Only ten coppers! Why that fat horse from Africa, the one with a
horn, the rhiney, rhina - the rhinosis. It's twenty-four coppers to
see her. (At least, they say it's a her – I pity the man who has to
check.) When there's lots more like her back in Africa. Why soon
they'll be as common as cows. Mark my words, before the king beds
his next mistress, you'll be able to go to any butcher's stall in
Paris and buy a haunch of rhinosis, or a cut of rhinosis ribs –
even a slice of the horn if you want.

While me, there's only one of me. Oh yes. When
did you ever see a man with two heads, eh? Oh you might well enough
have, and never even known it. Because you expect they'd be side by
side, don't you, sticking up between his shoulders?

But there's your mistake. My head, my second
head... Well, I've only to lift my shirt and you'd think it was
staring right up at you. Not that it quite has eyes. More like
little buds. But it has a nose, and a brow, and a bit of a mouth,
too. That's where the teeth are. Sharp teeth, what there are of
them, and when I'm in my booth, and the people want to get up
close, it's only natural, but I advise them not to, I tell them to
keep their distance. He might take a liking to a plump finger, if
it came too close. Or something else, if you're too tall a man.
Well, then, it might be more than a finger that gets the nip. And a
man with only one bollock, what good is he, eh? You couldn't show
him at the fair. Too many of them walking around, what with the
wars and the brawls and such. Even if he put up a sign – "Bollock
bitten off by head in man's belly" – who would take him at his
word? There's too much fraud, don't you see?

Why, didn't the marionette players, whose booth
comes before mine, didn't they urge the people in, "Right this way,
this way to see the man with two heads"? But those that went in
there came out scoffing – "The man with two heads. Ha! Why he's
nothing but a puppet!"

When the whole time they've never even seen the
real thing: they'd never seen me, the real me, the one and only Man
with Two Heads!

 



Tumblers

 


Head over heels, heels over head, hands in the
dirt, legs in the air; one to leap and one to catch, three in a
jumble all at once, and then – pop! – we're a pyramid, – ha! –
we're a ladder; we move so fast, the crowd can't follow, we've
split and spread and hunched and hopped before they know we're
here.

We're woof and warp, we're wind, we're limbs and
sinews, backs and bums; we're grasshoppers, serpents, prancing
steeds; a whirl, a fountain, a frenzy; flashes of flesh, flowers of
muscle, towers of bone; wrapping, rolling, bounding; bouncing,
stretching, twining; turning, tilting, tumbling... tumbling...
tumbling... always tumbling.

We are the tumblers, masters of the handstand,
masters of the twirl, masters of the leap, the lift and the
somersault; we fire the festivities with our fanfare, the fanfare
of the body, the opening exultation, the eruption of energy, the
energy of the fair!


Clara

 


The word is “rhinoceros”. RYE-NOS-ER-UHS. It is
a Latin word and refers to the horn on the animal's head. The
animal is native to Africa and was first described by Herodotus in
the fifth century B. C. It appears that this creature which, with
some imagination, can be considered like a horse, albeit a fat,
squat horse covered in leathery skin, this very animal you see
before you, gave birth to the myth of the unicorn. The unicorn, of
course, is beautiful, and graceful, as this rhinoceros –
RYE-NOS-ER-UHS - most certainly is not.

Some wit has named her “Clara”. It is as good a
name as any for an animal new to us, and it has the advantage of
being familiar, and so you too are welcome to call the creature
Clara, which will no doubt make her seem more like a pig or a cow,
or some other common beast. But not too much so. After all, I doubt
you'd pay the price of a good meal to see a cow or a pig, but
that's what you've paid to come in and see Clara, and so you want
her to be special.

Special, but not too strange. In fact, you want
to pretend she's friendly, that she'd like you to hug her or pet
her, even though she ignores you, ignores you completely, as she
munches her hay and flicks her tail and, from time to time, farts,
farts very loudly. You'd like to think she's an affectionate
creature, the kind of creature one calls Clara.

Go right ahead. So long as you've paid your
entrance fee and don't overstay your visit, you may do what you
like. You may even convince yourself – you wouldn't be the first –
that you've actually seen... a unicorn.
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