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When choosing a monologue, look for one that you like: if it appeals to you then you’ll 
do a better job performing it. Make sure you understand EVERY WORD: use the 
dictionary or ask a grownup to explain. As you learn the piece, look for places where 
the character has a change of mood or feeling: ask someone to listen to the piece to 
see if you’re showing these changes clearly. Also look for places where a particular 
atmosphere (scary, excited, sad) needs to be created. Use your voice, your face and 
your whole body to create an interesting performance of your piece. 
 

For Students in Grades 3-6: 
 

THE COLEMAN GENIE - LYDIA 
 

Were you always an outdoors backpacking sort of genie, or have you 
fallen from grace? You know, kicked out of the Genie’s Union for 
fraternizing with the customers or something? You know, this seems 
pretty demeaning for a genie, shilling for the camping-goods 
companies… (sigh) Alright, I’ll take the canoe… And a six-man tent 
with a verandah fly made out of that new nylon stuff that’s 
completely waterproof… (the genie starts to object) You said three 
wishes! I suppose there’s a genie control commission somewhere that 
I could write to and complain? Okay then, the cutlery set. But the full 
set, not one of those beginner’s sets. 

 
 

THE COLEMAN GENIE - GENIE 
 

You’ve been reading too many kids’ books. That’s all nonsense. 
Princes and castles and all that stuff. I don’t get this stuff free you 
know. I’ve got a budget. I’ve got to live with that budget. If I was 
going to save up enough to give you a castle, I’d have to stay in that 
lamp for another three thousand years. Look, I used to be in lawn 
furniture. I’ve still got some contacts. Give me a couple of days and I 
could get you a patio set: table, umbrella, four chairs. The works. 

 



THE BOGGART - NARRATOR 
 

Fred’s the theatre dog. He belongs to Louise Spring - she’s the general manager, 
that busy, bouncy lady with short white hair. Since Louise works sixteen hours a 
day at the Chervil Playhouse, Fred’s always here too, wandering in and out of the 
offices, dressing rooms and rehearsals. Once he wandered onstage, during a school 
matinee of Julius Caesar, just as the conspirators were about to murder Caesar. He 
barked loudly, tugging at Brutus’ toga as he raised his dagger for the stabbing, and 
Caesar, dying, found himself uttering the line, “Et tu, Brute?” into Fred’s warm 
anxious brown eyes. The audience cheered, delighted, but since then Fred’s always 
tied up in Mrs. Springs’ office during performances. As a consolation he’s been 
added to the list of technical staff in the theatre programs. “Security Guard,” it 
reads, “Fred Spring.” 

 
 
 
THE HOBBIT - BILBO BAGGINS 
 

Gandalf! Gandalf? Good gracious me! Not the wandering wizard that gave Old Took 
a pair of magic diamond studs that fastened themselves and never came undone 
‘til ordered? Not the fellow who used to tell such wonderful tales at parties, about 
dragons and goblins and giants and the rescue of princesses and the unexpected 
luck of widows’ sons? Not the man that used to make such particularly excellent 
fireworks! I remember those! Old Took used to have them on Midsummer’s Eve. 
Splendid! They used to go up like great lilies and snapdragons and laburnums of fire 
and hang in the twilight all evening!  

 
 
 
ALICE IN WONDERLAND - ALICE 
 

How curious. I never realized that rabbit holes were so dark . . . and so long . . . and 
so empty. I believe I have been falling for five minutes, and I still can’t see the 
bottom! Hmph! After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling 
downstairs. How brave they’ll all think me at home. Why, I wouldn’t say anything 
about it even if I fell off the top of the house! I wonder how many miles I’ve fallen 
by this time. I must be getting somewhere near the center of the earth. I wonder if 
I shall fall right through the earth! How funny that would be. Oh, I think I see the 
bottom. Yes, I’m sure I see the bottom. I shall hit the bottom, hit it very hard, and 
oh, how it will hurt! 

Skills and memories… to last a lifetime! 



 
 

For Students in Gr 7 and up: 
 
 

THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN Act 3, Scene 4—Jailer’s Daughter (edited) 
 

I am very cold, and all the stars are out too, 
The little stars and all that, that look like aglets -- 
The sun has seen my folly. Palamon! 
Alas, no, he's in heaven. Where am I now? 
Yonder's the sea and there's a ship -- how't tumbles! 
And there's a rock lies watching under water -- 
Now, now, it beats upon it -- now, now, now, 
There's a leak sprung, a sound one -- how they cry! 
Open her before the wind -- you'll lose all else…! 
(the ship has sunk) Good night, good night, you're gone.  
   I am very hungry. 
Would I could find a fine frog -- he would tell me 
News from all parts o'th' world, then would I make 
A carrack of a cockle-shell, and sail 
By east and north-east to the King of Pygmies, 
For he tells fortunes rarely.  
   ...Now my father, 
Twenty to one, is trussed up in a trice 
Tomorrow morning. I'll say never a word. 

 
RICHARD III Act 1, Scene 2—Richard (edited) 

 

Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
And what [my] sorrows could not thence exhale 
Thy beauty hath - and made them blind with weeping. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry –  
But ‘twas thy beauty that provokèd me. 
Nay, now dispatch; ‘twas I that stabb’d young Edward –  
But ‘twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 
Take up the sword again - or take up me. 
. 
 

Skills and memories… to last a lifetime! 



COSMICOMICS—STORYTELLER  
 

The spot where the Moon was lowest, as she went by, was off the Zinc Cliffs. We used 
to go out with those little rowboats they had in those days, round and flat, made of 
cork. They held quite a few of us: me, Captain Vhd Vhd, his wife, my deaf cousin, and 
sometimes little Xlthlx – she was twelve or so at that time. On those nights the water 
was very calm, so silvery it looked like mercury, and the fish in it, violet-coloured, unable 
to resist the Moon’s attraction, rose to the surface, all of them, and so did the 
octopuses and the saffron medusas. There was always a flight of tiny creatures – little 
crabs, squid, and even some weeds, light and filmy, and coral plants – that broke from 
the sea and ended up on the Moon, hanging down from that lime-white ceiling – or else 
they stayed in midair, a phosphorescent swarm we had to drive off, waving banana 
leaves at them. 
 
 

THE BILLY CLUB PUPPETS—MOSQUITO   
 

Men and women, attention! Son, shut your little mouth, and you, little girl, sit down. 
[…] Now hush so the silence can grow as clear as if it were in its own spring. Hush so 
the dregs of the last whispers can settle down. My company and I have just come from 
the theatre of the bourgeoisie, […] a gold and crystal theatre where the men go to fall 
asleep and the women to fall asleep too. My company and I were prisoners there! You 
can’t imagine how unhappy we were. But one day, through the keyhole, I saw a star 
twinkling like a little fresh violet of light all aglow. I opened my eye as wide as I could 
[…] and there, under the star, and furrowed by slow ships, a wide river smiled. Then I, 
ha! ha! ha!, told my friends about it, and we ran away over the fields, looking for the 
plain people, to show them the things, the little things, and the littlest little things of 
this world, under the green mountain moon and the rosy seashore moon.  
 
 

THE MADWOMAN OF CHAILLOT—The RAGPICKER  
 

No! I don’t worship money, Countess. Heavens, no! Money worships me. It adores me. It 
won’t let me alone. It’s embarrassing, I can tell you. […] The first time money came to 
me I was a mere boy, a little golden-haired child in the bosom of my dear family. It came 
to me suddenly in the guise of a gold brick which in my innocence, I picked out of a 
garbage can one day while playing. I was horrified, as you can imagine. I immediately 
tried to get rid of it by swapping it for a little rundown one-track railroad which, to my 
consternation, at once sold itself for a hundred times its value. In a desperate effort to 
get rid of this money, I began to buy things. I bought refineries, galleries, munitions 
works. And now I’m stuck with them! It’s a horrible fate – but I’m resigned to it. I don’t 
ask for your sympathy, I don’t ask for your pity – all I ask for is a little common human 
understanding.  
 

 
*** 
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THE GLASS MENAGERIE—JIM  
 

Why, man alive, Laura! Just look about you a little. What do you see? A world full of 
common people! All of ‘em born and all of ‘em going to die! Which one of ‘em has one-
tenth of your good points? Or mine? Or anyone else’s, as far as that goes – Gosh! 
Everybody excels in some one thing. Some in many. All you’ve got to do is discover in 
what! Take me, for instance. My interest happens to lie in electro-dynamics. I’m taking a 
course in radio engineering at night school, Laura, on top of a fairly responsible job at 
the warehouse. I’m taking that course and studying public speaking.  
 

 
ANTIGONE - Antigone 
 

And what will my happiness be like? What kind of a happy woman will Antigone grow 
into? What base things will she have to do, day after day, in order to snatch her own little 
scrap of happiness?  
Tell me – who will she have to lie to? Smile at? Sell herself to? Who will she have to avert 
her eyes from, and leave to die?  
I want to know what I have to do to be happy! Now, right away, because now is when I 
have to choose. You say life’s so wonderful. I want to know what I have to do to live. 
You disgust me, all of you, you and your happiness! And your life, that has to be loved at 
any price. You’re like dogs fawning on everyone they come across. With just a little hope 
left every day – if you don’t expect too much.  
I don’t want to be sensible, and satisfied with a scrap – if I behave myself! I want to be 
sure of having everything, now, this very day, and it has to be as wonderful as it was 
when I was little. Otherwise I prefer to die. 

 
 
THE LARK - Joan  
 

Now listen, Robert, and don’t bluster again, because it isn’t any use. What is the 
important decision, which will get you noticed and talked about higher up? I can tell you, 
Robert. It’s me.  
First of all, you have to stop thinking of me as a girl, that’s what is getting you confused.  
Robert, if you want to help yourself, you have to help me, too! When I tell you the truth, 
acknowledge it and say, “Yes!” Otherwise we shall never get anywhere.  
And now you can imagine you have already given me the suit of clothes I asked for, and 
we can discuss things together, sensibly and calmly, as man  to man.  
Discuss what? Your own important decision, my splendid Robert. Your great achievement 
which will make everyone take notice of you. 
You can’t treat war like a tournament. You have to win. You have to be cunning. (she 

touches her forehead) You have to wage it here. With all your intelligence, Robert, you know 
that better than I do. 

 
 

Skills and memories… to last a lifetime! 



 
 
ROSENCRANTZ & GUILDENSTERN ARE DEAD - Player  

 
You left us! (bursts out) We can’t look each other in the face! (pause. More in control.) You don’t 
understand the humiliation of it – to be tricked out of the single assumption which makes 
our existence viable – that somebody is watching…  
The plot was two corpses gone before we caught sight of ourselves – demented children 
mincing about in clothes that no one ever wore, speaking as no man ever spoke, 
swearing love in wigs and rhymed couplets, killing each other with wooden swords – and 
every gesture, every pose, vanishing into the thin, unpopulated air.  
We ransomed our dignity to the clouds, and the uncomprehending birds listened.  
(rounds on them) Don’t you see?! We’re actors – we’re the opposite of people!  

 
 
THE AMERICAN DREAM – Mommy 
  

Grandma has always wrapped boxes nicely. When I was a little girl, I was very poor, and 
Grandma was very poor, too, because Grandpa was in heaven. And every day, when I 
went to school, Grandma used to wrap a box for me, and I used to take it with me to 
school; and when it was lunchtime, all the little boys and girls used to take out their 
boxes of lunch, and they weren’t wrapped nicely at all, and they used to open them and 
eat their chicken legs and chocolate cakes; and I used to say, “Oh, look at my lovely lunch 
box; it’s so nicely wrapped it would break my heart to open it.” And so, I wouldn’t open 
it. 
 

 
THE TINGALARY BIRD – Old Woman 
 

Whew! What a wind! It’s nearly blown my hair right off!  I’m so glad to be safe indoors in 
my dear little home with my dear little – (voice changes  abruptly) What have you been doing 
up that chimney again, HEY?  Look at the soot! Look at you. Oh, what a mess! Sooty 
fingerprints everywhere … and footprints. I don’t know what you’d do if you hadn’t ME 
to look after you. Now! Aren’t you glad to see me after being alone all day? I expect 
you’re longing for a-nice-little-chat. (amiably) A little bit of talk is what makes these long 
winter evenings so cosy – (snaps suddenly) – and I want the truth, remember … and see that 
your idea of the truth is my idea of the truth, which isn’t always the case. (pause) Has 
anybody been here today while I’ve been out earning our living?  


