
 

 

 

 
 

Sample Monologues 
 

You’re a Good Man Charlie Brown 
 
Lucy shares her career goals with her unbelieving friends in this comedic monologue.  
Lucy  
Do you know what I intend? I intend to be a queen. When I grow up I’m going to be the biggest 
queen there ever was, and I’ll live in a big palace and when I go out in my coach, all the people 
will wave and I will shout at them, and...and...In the summertime I will go to my summer palace 
and I’ll wear my crown in swimming and everything, and all the people will cheer and I will shout 
at them... What do you mean I can’t be queen? Nobody should be kept from being a queen if she 
wants to be one. It’s usually just a matter of knowing the right people... ..well.... if I can’t be a 
queen, then I’ll be very rich then I will buy myself a queendom. Yes, I will buy myself a queendom 
and then I’ll kick out the old queen and take over the whole operation myself. I will be head 
queen."  
 
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

Brighton Beach Memoirs  
By Neil Simon 
 
Nora reminisces about her father who has passed away. 
Nora 
When I was six or seven Daddy always brought me home a little surprise. He'd tell me to go get 
it in his coat pocket. So I'd run to his coat and put my hand in and it felt as big as a tent. I 
wanted to crawl in there and go to sleep. And there were all these terrific things in there, like 
Juicy Fruit gum or Spearmint Life Savers and bits of cellophane and crumbled pieces of tobacco 
and pennies and rubber bands and paper clips and his grey suede gloves that he wore in the 
winter time. After he died, I found his coat in Mom's closet and I put my hand in the pocket. 
And everything was gone. It was emptied and dry cleaned and it felt cold . . . And that's when I 
knew he was really gone. (thinks a moment) I wish we had our own place to live. I hate being a 
boarder. Listen, let's make a pact . . . The first one who makes enough money promises not to 
spend any on herself, but saves it all to get a house for you and me  
and Mom. Is it a pact?  
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

A Loss of Roses  
By William Inge 
A young woman recalls her first day of school. 
 
Lila 
I remember my first day at school. Mother took me by the hand and I carried a bouquet of roses, too. 
Mama had let me pick the loveliest roses I could find in the garden and the teacher thanked me for 
them. Then Mama left me and I felt kinda scared, ‘cause I’d never been any place before without her; 
but she told me Teacher would be Mama to me at school and would treat me as nice as she did. So I 
took my seat with all the other kids, their faces so strange and new to me. And I started talking with 
a little boy across the aisle. I didn’t know it was against the rules. But Teacher came back and slapped 
me, so hard that I cried, and I ran to the door ‘cause I wanted to run home to Mama quick as I could. 
But teacher grabbed me by the hand and pulled me back to my seat. She said I was too big a girl to 
be running home to Mama and had to learn to take my punishment when I broke the rules. But I still 
cried. I told Teacher I wanted back my roses. But she wouldn’t give them to me. She shook her finger 
and said, when I gave away lovely presents, I couldn’t expect to get them back.....I guess I never 
learned that lesson very well. There’s so many things I still want back. 

 

  



 

 

 

 
 

THE DIARY OF ANNE FRANK  
By Frances Goodrich and Albert Hackett  
 
Anne 
Look, Peter, the sky. (She looks up through the skylight.) What a lovely, lovely day! Aren’t the 
clouds beautiful? You know what I do when it seems as if I couldn’t stand being cooped up for 
one more minute? I think myself out. I think myself on a walk in the park where I used to go with 
Pim. Where the jonquils and the crocus and the violets grow down the slopes. You know the most 
wonderful thing about thinking yourself out? You can have it any way you like. You can have roses 
and violets and chrysanthemums all blooming at the same time…..it’s funny…..I used to take it all 
for granted…..and now I’ve gone crazy about everything to do with nature. Haven’t you?.....I wish 
you had a religion, Peter…..Oh, I don’t mean you have to be Orthodox…..or believe in heaven and 
hell and purgatory and things…..I just mean some religion…..it doesn’t matter what. Just to 
believe in something! When I think of all that’s out there…..the trees…..and flowers…..and 
seagulls…..When I think of the dearness of you, Peter…..and the goodness of the people we 
know…..all risking their lives for us every day…..When I think of these good things, I’m not afraid 
anymore…..I find myself, and God, and I…..  

  



 

 

 

 
 

MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM  
By William Shakespeare  
 
Helena 
How happy some o'er other some can be! Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. But what 
of that? Demetrius thinks not so; He will not know what all but he do know: And as he errs, doting 
on Hermia's eyes, So I, admiring of his qualities: Things base and vile, folding no quantity, Love 
can transpose to form and dignity: Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; And therefore 
is wing'd Cupid painted blind: Nor hath Love's mind of any judgment taste; Wings and no eyes 
figure unheedy haste: And therefore is Love said to be a child, Because in choice he is so oft 
beguiled. As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, So the boy Love is perjured every where: 
For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne, He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine; And 
when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt. I will 
go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: Then to the wood will he to-morrow night Pursue her; and for 
this intelligence If I have thanks, it is a dear expense: But herein mean I to enrich my pain, to have 
his sight thither and back again. 
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

SAINT JOAN  
By George Bernard Shaw  
 
Joan 
Yes: they told me you were fools, and that I was not to listen to your fine words nor trust to your 
charity. You promised me my life; but you lied. You think that life is nothing but not being stone 
dead. It is not the bread and water I fear: I can live on bread: when have I asked for more? It is 
no hardship to drink water if the water be clean. Bread has no sorrow for me, and water no 
affliction. But to shut me from the light of the sky and the sight of the fields and flowers; to chain 
my feet so that I can never again ride with the soldiers nor climb the hills; to make me breathe 
foul damp darkness, and keep from me everything that brings me back to the love of God when 
your wickedness and foolishness tempt me to hate Him: all this is worse than the furnace in the 
bible that was heated seven times. I could do without my warhorse; I could drag about in a skirt; 
I could let the banners and the trumpets and the knights and soldiers pass me and leave me 
behind as they leave the other women, if only I could still hear the wind in the trees, the larks in 
the sunshine, the young lambs crying through the healthy frost, and blessed blessed church bells 
that send my angel voices floating to me on the wind. But without these things I cannot live; and 
by your wanting to take them away from me, or from any human creature, I know that your 
counsel is of the devil, and that mine is of God.  
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

A Raisin in the Sun  
By Lorraine Hansberry 
 
Beneatha 

Me?... Me?... Me, I'm nothing... Me. When I was very small... we used to take our sleds out in the 
wintertime and the only hills we had were the ice-covered stone steps of some house down the 
street. And we used to fill them in with snow and make them smooth and slide down them all 
day... and it was very dangerous you know... far too steep... and sure enough one day a kid named 
Rufus came down too fast and hit the sidewalk... and we saw his face just split open right there 
in front of us. And I remember standing there looking at his bloody open face thinking that was 
the end of Rufus. But the ambulance came and they took him to the hospital and they fixed the 
broken bones and they sewed it all up... and the next time I saw Rufus he just had a little line 
down the middle of his face... I never got over that. * That that was what one person could do 
for another, fix him up--- sew up the problem , make him all right again. That was the most 
marvelous thing in the world... I wanted to do that. I always thought it was the one concrete thing 
in the world that a human being could do. Fix up the sick, you know--- and make them whole 
again. This was truly being God. * No--- I wanted to cure. It used to be so important to me. I 
wanted to cure. It used to matter. I used to care. I mean about people and how their bodies 
hurt... 

 
  



 

 

 

 
 

I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings  
By Maya Angelou 
 
Marguerite 
Mr. Principal, dear teachers, fellow graduates, and dear parents and friends.  Our speaker just 
told us that he was improving the education facilities in Stamps.  He’s given us the chance to 
become basketball players and cooks.  Well, I want to thank you Mr. Johnson for this chance, but 
I don’t think I’m going to take it.  I didn’t memorize the whole of The Rape of Lucrece so I could 
be a cook or a cleaning lady.  See, I give Mr. Johnson all the rights he wants, but I don’t believe 
he has the right to decide that my only hero has got to be a first line football player.  I got other 
heroes.  For example, Edgar Allen Poe because like what he said, and I lied the way he said it. My 
teachers, because they showed me a map.  And on that map, I saw that the world went past 
Stamps, Arkansas, United States of America, North American Continent.  And I got another 
hero…me!  And me as not just a proud member of the graduating class of The Lafayette County 
Training School.  Me as a proud member of the Negro race, the wonderful, beautiful Negro race.  
Well, I’d like to thank Mr. Johnson for the paved playing fields, but I’m not gonna run on it.  I got 
other things to do. 
 
 

 

 
  



 

 

 

 
 

How to Eat Like a Child: And Other Lessons in Not Being a Grownup  
By Delia Ephron 
This musical comedy revue is treated like an instruction manual for children. Each song, sketch, 
or monologue has a title. The following monologue is called “How to Watch More television.” The 
actor can actually recite the title prior to performing the monologue if he/she chooses. Darien 
was the name of the child that originally performed this piece. There is no specific age or gender 
assigned to this monologue. Be careful not to play it all one way. Use different tactics. Beg, 
negotiate, threaten, sob, flatter etc…  
 
Darien  
Please, Mom, please. Just this once. I’ll only ask this once. I promise, if you let me watch this 
show, I’ll go to bed the second it is over. I won’t complain. I won’t ask for a drink of water. I won’t 
ask for anything. Please. If you let me do this, I’ll never ask you for anything ever again. Never. 
Please, Mommy, please. You are the nicest mommy. You are the sweetest, nicest mommy. I 
promise I won’t be cranky tomorrow. I promise I’ll go to bed tomorrow at nine. Please, please, 
please.  
(pause)  
Why not! Just give me one reason. I told you I’ll be good. I told you I’ll go to bed. Don’t you believe 
me? Don’t you trust me? Some mom- doesn’t even trust her own kid. Look, I’ll just close my eyes 
and listen. I won’t even watch it! Oh, Mom, why can’t I? 

 

  



 

 

 

 
 

You’re a Good Man Charlie Brown  

By Clark Gesner 

 

Snoopy: (on top of doghouse, speaking over music) Here's the World One I flying ace high over 
France in his Sopwith Camel, searching for the infamous Red Baron! I must bring him down! 
Suddenly, anti-aircraft fire, 'archie' we used to called it, begins to burst beneath my plane. The 
Red Baron has spotted me. Nyahh, Nyahh, Nyahh! You can't hit me! (aside) Actually, tough flying 
aces never say 'Nyahh, Nyahh, Nyahh'. I just, ah...Drat this fog! It's bad enough having to fight 
the Red Baron without having to fly in weather like this! All right, Red Baron! Where are you? 
You can't hide forever! Ah, the sun has broken through...I can see the woods of Montsec 
below...and what's that? It's a Fokker triplane! Ha! I've got you this time, Red Baron (SFX: machine 
gun fire) Aaugh! He's diving down out of the sun! He's tricked me again! I've got to run! Come on 
Sopwith Camel, let's go! Go, Camel, go! I can't shake him! He's riddling my plane with bullets! 
(SFX: machine gun fire) Curse you, Red Baron! Curse you and your kind! Curse the evil that causes 
all this unhappiness! (SFX: plane engine sputtering towards silence) Here's the World War I flying 
ace back at the aerodrome in France, he is exhausted and yet he does not sleep, for one thought 
continues to burn in his mind...Someday, someday I'll get you, Red Baron! 

 
  



 

 

 

 
 

The Right Box 
By Eleanor Harder 
 
(A school hallways.  TINA (or TOM), a high school student, stomps in angrily, carrying a paper and pen, 
stops, and addresses the audience.) 
 
I’m really steamed!  I have to fill out this dumb form, and it’s got these little boxes that say “Caucasian,” 
“Black,” “Asian,” “Native American,” “South Pacific,” and stuff, and I’m supposed to check which one I am.  
And I told the lady that, and she give me this bored look and says, (imitating) “just check the right box and 
bring it back to me!”  The right box?  I don’t fit in any of them. (Grins) 
 
I have a friend who told them she was “Blaxican,” and she didn’t see any box for that.  Well, I could say 
that, too.  Blaxican, I mean, “cuz I’ve got some black on my dad’s side and Mexican on my mom’s.  But my 
dad’s great-grandfather was Native American, and my mom’s grandmother was Irish!  So---What am I?  I 
don’t see any box her for me. 
 
We’ve got this big ol’ dog.  Got him out of the pound when he was just a puppy.  He’s two now, and 
nobody can figure out what he is.  Well, he’s a mix, we know that.  But a mix of what is a real mystery.  
He’s got a lot of fur that I guess you’d call multicolored, and his tail can’t decide to curl up or down, and 
his eyes are kind of yellowish.  I’m making him sound terrible.  But he’s really a great looking dog.  And 
when we took him to the vet’s for his shots, the vet said so, too.  He said he could have some German 
shepherd and collie, maybe some chow, even a little coyote in him, he wasn’t sure, but he was certainly 
a splendid-looking dog.  That’s just what he said—a splendid-looing dog.  I know they call dogs that aren’t 
purebreds “mutts.”  So, (shrugs) guess ours is a mutt.  A splendid looking one.  (Thinks.) 
 
Then maybe people are like mutts, too?  I don’t think I like the sound of that.  Mutts.  Somewhere I read 
that mutts are stronger than purebreds, and they live longer, too.  I don’t know if that works for human 
mutts, but I hope so.  ‘Course, when I think of the people I know, or have heard about, most of them are 
mutts, too.  Well, like, most everybody’s a mix of something.  So what does that mean?  We’re all stronger, 
and we’ll all live longer?  I don’t know.  (Looks at paper)  Maybe I’ll just write down “mutt” on this.  I can 
just see the lady’s face when I hand it in.  (Grins.)  Or maybe I’ll make up a name just for me, like (thinks) 
Hmm—Native American, Irish, Black and –Nat-Am-Iri-Blaxicana.  Nat-Am-Iri-Blaxicana. (Repeats in 
rhythm.) Nat-Am-Iri-Blaxicana.  Yeah!  Sounds good.  A lot better than mutt.  (Grins as she marks paper)  
There.  Now that the right box!  (Exits triumphantly.) 

 
  



 

 

 

 
 

The Day My Father Died 
BY CARL COHEN  
 
In the following monologue, a boy explores his mixed emotions after the death of his father.  
Carl  
My father died this morning. I was in the middle of Dr. Strange when my mom told me. She said 
I could finish my comic but then I had to come into the living room and cry with her and my sister. 
It wasn't sudden or anything. I knew for a long time that he was dying. We all did. My mom tried 
to tell me that he was getting better, but 1 knew it was a lie. See, the thing is, I really didn't want 
him to get better. He was a much nicer person when he was sick. He didn't have the strength to 
hit me and he hardly ever yelled anymore. He was sent home from the hospital for a while, but 
there were oxygen tanks and syringes all over the house. It was getting kind of ugly so my mom 
had him sent back. I felt really bad for a long time because the sicker he got, the happier I became. 
See, he didn't just hit me, he used to beat me up pretty bad, and as he got worse and worse, I 
got less and less afraid of him. Sometimes, when I was by myself I even laughed, because I would 
look into his eyes and I knew he was afraid. I wanted him to feel the way he made me feel. You 
know, I really loved him a lot. Even when he was hitting me I loved him. Each time, I thought, 
after this, everything will be alright. But it never was. I bet he really loved me a lot too. He just 
didn't know how to show it. 

 
  



 

 

 

 
 

You’re a Good Man Charlie Brown 
By Clark Gesner 
 
Charlie Brown 
I think lunchtime is about the worst time of day for me. Always having to sit here alone. Of course, 
sometimes, mornings aren't so pleasant either. Waking up and wondering if anyone would really 
miss me if I never got out of bed. Then there's the night, too. Lying there and thinking about all 
the stupid things I've done during the day. And all those hours in between when I do all those 
stupid things. Well, lunchtime is among the worst times of the day for me. Well, I guess I'd better 
see what I've got. Peanut butter. Some psychiatrists say that people who eat peanut butter 
sandwiches are lonely...I guess they're right. And when you're really lonely, the peanut butter 
sticks to the roof of your mouth. There's that cute little red-headed girl eating her lunch over 
there. I wonder what she would do if I went over and asked her if I could sit and have lunch with 
her?...She'd probably laugh right in my face...it's hard on a face when it gets laughed in. There's 
an empty place next to her on the bench. There's no reason why I couldn't just go over and sit 
there. I could do that right now. All I have to do is stand up...I'm standing up!...I'm sitting down. 
I'm a coward. I'm so much of a coward, she wouldn't even think of looking at me. She hardly ever 
does look at me. In fact, I can't remember her ever looking at me. Why shouldn't she look at me? 
Is there any reason in the world why she shouldn't look at me? Is she so great, and I'm so small, 
that she can't spare one little moment?...SHE'S LOOKING AT ME!! SHE'S LOOKING AT ME!! (he 
puts his lunch bag over his head.) ...Lunchtime is among the worst times of the day for me. If that 
little red-headed girl is looking at me with this stupid bag over my head she must think I'm the 
biggest fool alive. But, if she isn't looking at me, then maybe I could take it off quickly and she'd 
never notice it. On the other hand...I can't tell if she's looking, until I take it off! Then again, if I 
never take it off I'll never have to know if she was looking or not. On the other hand...it's very 
hard to breathe in here. (he removes his sack) Whew! She's not looking 
at me! I wonder why she never looks at me? Oh well, another lunch hour over with...only 
2,863 to go. 
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

The Dark at the Top of the Stairs 

by William Inge 

SAMMY: I always worry that maybe people aren't going to like me, when I go to a party. Isn't that 
crazy? Do you ever get kind of a sick feeling in the pit of your stomach when you dread things? 
Gee, I wouldn't want to miss a party for anything. But every time I go to one, I have to reason 
with myself to keep from feeling that the whole world's against me. See, I've spent almost my 
whole life in the military academies. My mother doesn't have a place for me, where she lives. 
She...she just doesn't know what else to do with me. But you mustn't misunderstand about my 
mother. She's really a very lovely person. I guess every boy thinks his mother is beautiful, but my 
mother really is. She tells me in every letter she writes how sorry she is that we can't be together 
more, but she has to think of her work. One time we were together, though. She met me in San 
Francisco once, and we were together for two whole days. She let me take her to dinner and to 
a show and to dance. Just like we were sweethearts. It was the most wonderful time I ever had. 
And then I had to go back to the old military academy. Every time I walk into the barracks, I get 
kind of a depressed feeling. It's got hard stone walls. Pictures of generals hanging all over...oh, 
they're very fine gentlemen, but they all look so kind of hard-boiled and stern...you know what I 
mean. Well, gee! I guess I've bored you enough, telling you about myself. 
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

The Breakfast Club 
By John Hughes  
High school jock Andrew explains how he landed himself in Saturday detention--with a very 
surprising result.  
 
Andy  
Do you guys know what I did to get in here? I taped Larry Lester's buns together. Yeah, you know 
him? Well then, you know how hairy he is, right? Well, when they pulled the tape off, most of his 
hair came off and some skin too. And the bizarre thing is, is that I did it for my old man. I tortured 
this poor kid because I wanted him to think I was cool. He's always going off about, you know, 
when he was in school, all the wild things he used to do, and I got the feeling that he was 
disappointed that I never cut loose on anyone, right? So, I'm sitting in the locker room and I'm 
taping up my knee and Larry's undressing a couple lockers down from me and he's kinda skinny 
and weak, and I started thinking about my father and his attitude about weakness, and the next 
thing I knew I… I jumped on top of him and started wailing on him. Then my friends, they just 
laughed and cheered me on.  
And afterwards, when I was sittin' in Vernon's office, all I could think about was Larry's father and 
Larry having to go home and explain what happened to him. And the humiliation, the complete 
humiliation he must have felt. It must have been unreal. I mean, how do you apologize for 
something. 
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

Nice People Dancing to Good Country Music  
By Lee Blessing 
 
Jason 
You only been here a few hours.  I been here all summer.  He’s nuts.  He makes me work in his 
crumby business.  I’m on my vacation, and he makes me push beer cases around in the back room 
down there.  He’s a creepoid jerk.  Today he told me to move twenty cases of Schlitz from the 
front wall to the back wall, and restack ‘em.  It’s the same twenty cases I moved from the back 
wall to the front wall yesterday.  He can’t decide where they’re “the most efficient.”  Efficient, 
my roaring butt.  I’m going home tomorrow---what the hell do I care where they are?! 
I’m doing this work for him, and when I’m done he comes in and looks at it, and say he liked it 
better the other way.  So I dumped three cases of Schlitz on his foot.  He start screaming like 
crazy, and threw a bottle at my head.  He could’ve killed me, the stupid mother.  You know, that’s 
the only thing Jim ever did I liked.  Started callin me Jay Bob.  Jay Bob is just as stupid a name as 
Jason, but at least you can claim your folks didn’t know any better. 
 

  



 

 

 

 
 

A Midsummer Night’s Dream 
By William Shakespeare 
 
Bottom  
[Awaking] When my cue comes, call me, and I will answer: my next is, 'Most fair Pyramus.' Heigh-
ho! Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God's my life, stolen 
hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare vision. I have had a dream, past the wit of man 
to say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go about to expound this dream. Methought I 
was--there is no man can tell what. Methought I was,. and methought I had,.. but man is but a 
patched fool, if he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye of man hath not heard, the 
ear of man hath not seen, man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart 
to report, what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream: it shall be 
called Bottom's Dream, because it hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the latter end of a play, 
before the duke: peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall sing it at her death. 
 


