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TRIGGER WARNING
We understand that the theme of or content
in some monologues might cause distress or
trigger challenging emotions for some readers.
It is not our intention to cause distress or pain
but to offer a broad range of inspiring material
for young performers.
If you find any content distressing please talk
to someone, a friend, teacher or family member.
If this isn’t possible please follow the links
bellow to find support and resources:
MINDSET HEALTH
mindsethealth.com
PAPYRUS
papyrus-uk.org

MONOLOGUES,
FOR 16 YEARS +
The following monologues come with a warning
and are recommended for ages 16 years +
due to their sensitive subjects:
mia
Includes strong language and sensitive
subject matter including violence and child
exploitation.

GENDER
We acknowledge the gendered legacy of
theatre and refute the separation of these
monologues into male and female categories.
While gender does impact the themes of some
monologues, we encourage and support the
choice of monologue(s) which reflects how
you identify.

Trigger Warning: Child exploitation
WALKS HOME
AS WOLVERINE
Includes strong language and sensitive
subject matter including violence and rape.
Trigger Warning: Rape

SAFELINE
safeline.org.uk/what-we-do/
young-people
THE MIX
themix.org.uk
YOUNG MINDS
youngminds.org.uk
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INTRODUCTION
BY PHILIP
MORRIS
6

A monologue is a speech
performed by a single
person in a play. It is usually
used as a tool to express
the individual character’s
thoughts, whether through
directly addressing another
character or through
solo speech.
A monologue can be a single scene in a play,
or it can be a full-length play in the form of a one
person show. Monologues can be a powerful
tool to effectively convey a character’s emotions.
Structurally a monologue isn’t dependent on
the listener-watcher replying and when the
character is a trickster, can enlist the audience
as a silent accomplice. Sometimes a monologue
is used to relate a story but this function is not
always key to the structure. Choosing and
rehearsing a monologue can be a difficult
process. Many actors fall into the trap of
making avoidable mistakes such as: not
memorising lines, or over memorising lines,
not thinking about the overall lineage of the
story, forgetting to add movement etc. This
guide aims to address such difficulties and
offers solutions to performing a monologue.
‘As actors, you become an
expert at starting over. Every
single role brings with it an
ignorance and an insecurity,
and so you have to approach
it with the same curiosity and
humility. I’m always nervous.
Doesn’t matter how many
times I do this. But I remind
myself it’s because I care.
Steve (McQueen, Director)
would say, ‘Fail and then fail
better!’ And that environment
was so liberating. It’s not
about getting it right. It’s
about getting it truthful.’

PHILIP MORRIS
Philip Morris is the Artistic
Director of Trybe House
Theatre, and is currently
Trainee Director at the
Royal Court.
He was previously Senior
Youth Theatre Director
at Birmingham Rep.
Philip worked as a project
associate for two years
with the National Theatre.
He worked on NT Public
Acts production of Pericles,
which was performed by
two hundred people on
the Olivier stage.
Other work has included
directing two showcases for
the Young Vic Neighbourhood
Voices Monologues.
Philip is also an Associate
Artist at Company Three,
and is currently directing
a play for Paines Plough and
Soho Theatre later this year.

Lupita Nyong’o (for backstage.com)
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PREPARING
A MONOLOGUE
8

One of the most important
things to do prior to
performing a monologue
is to prep, and prep well!
Good preparation can help
boost your confidence
and enables you to
concentrate on delivering
your monologue to the best
of your ability. Put simply,
better preparation will lead
to a better performance!

A key element to prepping for a monologue
is reading and understanding both the
monologue and the wider story and context
in which the play was written. Reading a play
or monologue to the point of memorisation can
help an actor narrow in on their character’s
emotion and intention. This will help to inform
your decisions when playing the character.
Further to this, you should read about the writer
and the period in which the play was written,
and even read similar pieces from the same
time period. Appreciation of the overall style
and tone of the piece will help to guide your
acting choices when playing the piece.
Lastly, having a strong understanding of the
background of the play can help you decide to
whom the monologue is directed. Does your
character talk to a seen or unseen character, as
in Alistair Wilkinson’s boy, oh boy? Or is your
character talking to the audience? Are there
any books or articles you should read to help
you understand the theme or subject; you
should read about tornadoes if you choose to
perform Poppy Corbett’s monologue Tornado.
Another important tool to assist with preparation
and memorisation is writing notes. Monologues
can sometimes appear intimidating due to their
length and depth, therefore making notes can
help you to break the piece down into smaller
more digestible chunks, and this will inevitably
assist you in memorising the piece. Always make
notes when working through the monologue.
For example, you could note down some key
words on the emotion or feeling of a sentence,
or specific part of the monologue. This may help
jog your memory when attempting to learn
and perform the play. Cornmeal Porridge by
Natasha Brown recalls treasured memories with
a grandmother. The tone of the piece is joyful,
energetic and reminiscent so there are clear
guidelines, that are informed by the text, as to
what choices should be made as a performer.

Another benefit of writing notes or breaking
down the monologue into pieces is that it can
help you to better understand the writer’s intent.
For example, is the piece satirical? Is it a farce?
Is it dark comedy? Understanding the writer’s
intent can help you understand the overall
emotion and tone behind the piece, thus giving
you a better understanding of how to play the
character. Sonia Jalaly’s intention in Telepathic:
‘It’s about giving the actor an opportunity to
play up what this revelation might be, so the
audience has their own ideas of what they
think it is, which makes the telepathy reveal
land harder and seem even more left field.
It is also about establishing this anxious
character that questions everything and
doubts themselves, giving an actor loads
of texture to play with.’
Finally, breaking down the monologue into
sections can help the reader to hone in on any
unfamiliar or unusual words. Your monologue
could be written in a different era where older
English was used, or it could be written in a
different country thus some of the terms used
could be of a foreign language and culture.
It is important to ensure any ambiguities are
picked out, researched, and understood
before performing the piece.
To conclude, reading and understanding the
play, its tone and emotion is an imperative tool
to preparing for a monologue performance.
This understanding can only be done through
breaking down the play into smaller consumable
chunks, memorising these chunks, and
researching any ambiguities.
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THE
MONOLOGUES

boy, oh boy
By Alistair Wilkinson
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Cornmeal Porridge
By Natasha Brown
mia
By Josh Azouz
Telepathic
By Sonia Jalaly
Tornado
By Poppy Corbett
um... Grapey?
By Tabby Lamb
Walks Home as Wolverine
By Nessah Muthy
Where my head is at
By Tim Foley
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boy, oh boy
By Alistair Wilkinson
Today my psychic called you a cancer. The disease, not the star sign.
Look at me when I’m talking to you.
I can’t believe what you’ve just told me.
I never thought I’d be here you know, in front of you, saying this. I used to believe
that what we had would last forever. You always said we were two eternal forces,
whose magnetic charge was so powerful, nothing could get in the way of our love.
The attraction was too strong. But you have just obliterated our so-called perfect
relationship, leaving nothing for me to try and salvage.

with me. I was the other. The side dish. Then I became the main. Or so I thought.
I actually thought I’d gone on to be the full three-course dinner, leaving you completely
satisfied. But clearly I just whet the appetite. Got you salivating around the lips.
I suppose we are who we are babe. Reckless. Uncontrolled. Irresponsible.
Our similarities with one another acted as a magnet to draw us in so close, but like
magnets that attract they are also now the thing that repels us the furthest apart.
So no, thanks for asking but, I’m not ok. You have been the greatest love of my life,
thus far, but also my greatest disappointment. I honestly believe that no one will ever
love you as much as I do. I suppose a part of me will always love you. Because the
thing is, love is so amazing, because once you give it out, there’s no getting it back.
But I am serious.
You need to go.
For both our sakes.

Let’s face it Sam, we’re not a positive influence on each other’s lives. We’re not.
No matter what you say. I know I was the one that said we should try again. Start over.
Work on us. But I realised something earlier. You know what that was? We’re not right
for one another. We never have been. I’m done chasing a happiness I’ll never find.
I’m ending things now, before it gets worse. I’m breaking the chain, for good.
Stay away.
I’m trying really hard to be ok.
It’s so difficult, but I do want to be ok.
Do you remember our first night together? When my lips locked yours, and you
put your arms around me after we’d finished, resting your chin on my forehead?
I fell in love then. With you. And you said you’d fallen in love with me too. I hope
you remember that moment. You made me feel safe. And now in my bed there’s
going to be a large gap, where you once were. At night I’ll go to reach my hands
over to the side where you normally sleep, stretching out to snuggle, only to find
my arms will fall flat onto the cold duvet. There’ll be no other magnet there to
pull myself towards.
Get away from me.
Don’t touch me.
Don’t do that.
You think after what you’ve done, you can just step towards me, with those piercing
blue steel eyes and get me to forgive you? Don’t smile at me like that. You know
I can’t handle it. Your smile reminds me of so many happy memories, but the thing
is babe, our memories aren’t enough to connect us forever. I know I should have
foreseen this. After all you’ve done this before. Not to me. You did it to someone else,
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CORNMEAL PORRIDGE
By Natasha Brown
No one in the world makes a cornmeal porridge quite like my nanny. It’s a fact
she reminds me of every Saturday morning for our weekly cooking class. Today
is no different.

I smile.
‘Good morning, Jesus!’ my nanny exclaims upon entering East Ham Pentecostal
Church the following Sunday morning. Choking in a cloud of Khus Khus perfume,
I shuffle in after her, head bowed, thoughts ungodly. I shake hands with Uncle Lloyd
(no relation), say hello to Michael the drummer, and decline a hot drink from
Mrs Rose.
Greetings out of the way, I scan the room. There. Beautiful. I walk up to Pew Number 4
and take the seat on the far left. On the margins. The closest to her.

‘People tink say dey can mek it but dem cyant. Yuh haffa mek sure yuh add da right
amount of nutmeg and vanilla yuh nuh. Iss all about di spices’ she proclaims with
a twinkle in her eye.

She’s wearing this blue floral dress her Aunty brought back from her trip to Jamaica last
summer. It’s the fourth time she’s worn it to church now. Yes, I remember these things.

Ever since I was a baby, I would sit in nanny’s kitchen watching her cook up the
tastiest meals; her large frame a testament to her good food. Jerk chicken, curry
goat, ackee and saltfish, everything. But whether I’m feeling happy or sad or sick,
nothing beats the sweet and filling comfort of cornmeal porridge.

Her hair’s up which means I get to spend this service studying the spirals of her
baby hairs on the back of her neck. My favourite thing. She knows I’m behind her
because her shoulders have done that tense thing they do whenever I’m close by.
I watch her slowly exhale. Finally, she turns around.

After 5 weeks of learning, I still haven’t managed to make it like nanny yet. It’s not
as easy as I thought. Last week I put too much condensed milk in. The week before
that, not enough salt. Nanny can’t tell me actual quantities. ‘Yuh just know when
yuh know, my dear.’

‘Good morning’ she says, her eyes playful. ‘Follow me, after this.’ I reply.

Once again, I pour the ingredients into the saucepan and, this time, I say a little prayer.
Now comes the stirring.

With a final ‘Amen’ the service ends and my sleepy eyes widen abruptly with
adrenaline. I tap her on the shoulder and lead her to the kitchen, hastily. Hungrily.
Get there quickly before we get trapped in blessings and goodbyes.
I go to the fridge hoping nanny remembered to put it in there before the service. There.
Beautiful. I reach for it, my heartbeat racing as I realise the gravity of this moment.

‘Yuh muss stir da whole time yuh cooking. Keep stirring! Keep stirring!’
‘Is that cornmeal porridge?’ she asks.
I stir and I stir. My right arm begins to ache so I switch over to my left. If this comes out
lumpy like three Saturdays ago, nanny might disown me. You cannot have lumpy
cornmeal porridge!

I can’t tell her tone.
‘Yeah.’ I stutter. ‘I made it. For you.’

14

Then, nanny says ‘making food for someone is an act of love yuh nuh. Me teach
yuh dis so yuh can mek it for ya future ‘usband.’

She smiles, enjoying the gravity of this moment.

And I pretend I don’t hear her but my chest tightens.

‘Warm it up then.’ she replies.

‘Issa simple meal but it says so much.’ she continues.
We wait as the porridge simmers. Eventually, the moment arrives. Nanny takes
a sip of my latest creation. She beams.

I heat the porridge up in the microwave and the room slowly smells of sweet cinnamon.
I watch her grab a spoonful and eat, careful not to spill any on her dress. She pauses.
She’s thinking something. Then she turns to me and says ‘this is the best cornmeal
porridge I’ve ever tasted!’

‘Yes my granddawta! Dis is da one! Well done! Drink up. Yuh go live long!’

I believe her.

15

She grabs another bite, and then another. I watch her, again. She notices.
And now we’re just gazing at each other.
Muffled voices move towards us at pace. Our time slipping away. She goes to
say something and stops. Her mouth frozen. No need. Simple meal says so much.
We smile. We slowly exhale.
I thank nanny for this moment.
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mia
By Josh Azouz
16 years +: Includes strong language and sensitive subject matter including
violence and child exploitation. Trigger Warning: Child exploitation
NOTES
... a breather, a struggle to articulate a thought, a concealing of thought, a moment
where MIA’s universe changes.
Spacing between lines are suggestions for silence.
MIA looks at a man that has been tied up and gagged. Long pause.
MIA: (To the man) I’m not a violent person.
When I get vexed I don’t go slap someone or cut myself, I’ll just go for a walk.
Eat a pack of hula hoops. Maybe kick a bollard.
And yet... what’s this... you tied up, a scarf shoved down your throat, and my girl
Florence heating up a spoon.
Let’s talk about Chloe.
That’s the name of the girl you were fucking. Now Chloe has a mum a dad and a little
sister. She’s from Harrogate, likes to chill, bun a zoot with her mates, listen to Billie
Eilish. And then, aged 14, she was bundled into a car to service you.
I’m not gonna lie, your actions have polarised the collective. Many hours were spent
discussing you. In the end we took a vote.
When Florence is done heating up that spoon — we’ll spoon out your eyes.
My girl Cherelle wanted to go further, you see, the boys our age are dead. Their eyes
want porn star bodies — shaved, oiled, toned. Fuck that tho, I’m hairy. So what are
my options? To be fuckable or unfuckable. He or she. Guilty or innocent — sometimes
I’m both! What about love? Start a relationship with someone mature, someone who
didn’t learn how to fuck online — yeah! Cool! But I go to your yard, a man’s yard and
find you inflicting all manner of nastiness. At least the boys don’t know what they don’t
know, but you, your eyes don’t want a woman, they want a vessel. And for all your
talk about beauty — beauty only exists in the eye of the beholder if you fucking look!
We’re not here to mirror, we’re done being fuckable or invisible, we’re out of options,
backed into a corner where all we can do now is go Armageddon!
Relax, relax — breathe — breeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaathe.
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Nobody’s saying you don’t have a good brain, a good heart, a soul. Only your eyes,
their history, it’s worse than the boys. There was talk of getting the drill out and
lobotomizing your history, but none of us are brain surgeons. You look confused. Let me
be blunt. We’re saying your eyes have consumed too much junk. We’re saying your
eyes are ill. We’re saying they’re terminal.
MIA breaks focus with the man and turns to us.
At that moment I should have spooned out his eyes.
Instead.
I ran.
And then I blinked. I blinked and fifty years had passed.
Inside I still feel sixteen, but the liver spots on my hands tell a different story. The man
sat opposite me, in the dining room, the dining room! is eating brussel sprouts. He isn’t
the man I tied up all those years ago although he has the look of him.
As his teeth chomp down on the brussels I’m transported back to my thirties. I was
very light in my thirties, I don’t mean in weight, I mean...I was like victoria sponge. Fluffy.
Full of air. Yet also distinct. It was a mask of course...I was so clear in the way I thought
about the world, I could produce the mask effortlessly. I would sponge up ideas and
people, flirt outrageously with perverse fantasies, making certain the flirtations never
left the safety of my mind. There was an elegance to that. A sort of discretion. And that
was real. That wasn’t a show.
But then the years passed and the mask began to slip. It became a strain to be like
victoria sponge. I began to argue with everyone. At the dinner parties, I took on the
despots, the bores who held court with stories of money and territory, and if anyone
was ever to watch me, they would think of me as a revolutionary standing up for the
small man.
Then more years passed and I started to pick on the small man. And the small woman.
I harangued and bullied and squashed the small people. Everywhere I went, a trail
of debris. I became red raw, my knuckles bloody, a hundred thousand little bruises
from petit squabbles at work, in a post office, on holiday. No time for scabbing and
healing, just lots of wounds eternally open. And now, almost bedbound, my whole
being one pussy state of affairs, I try to be light again. I put on the mask... made
from sponge...
But I shake. I repeat myself. Practise my thoughts, my speeches, a hundred times
before I — even this — what I’m telling you now, has the feeling of being rehearsed.
When I was young my language was wild and lilting. Now my speech plods. My
thoughts plod.
I’d like to make an impression. Is it too late?
MIA turns towards the man.
Take out his eyes. Take out his eyes. Take out his eyes.
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TELEPATHIC
By Sonia Jalaly

drown it out. Like when Katie Malone kept worrying about her parent’s divorce in
Maths or when Miss Warburton was crying in the classroom that day or when dad
grew a beard and mum was really into it and oh my god she kept looking at him
with these eyes and I could hear her thoughts I could hear her like — eugh no no
no no no lalalalalalalala.

I want to tell you something.

But then suddenly it all just stopped.

It’s not a big deal. It’s not like a — big deal. It’s just something I’ve been thinking
about. Not even worrying about. Well kind of worrying about but I thought I’d just
say it and maybe you’d be like oh my god me too and then I’d be like great, or
maybe you’d be like no that’s weird there’s something wrong with you and then I’d
be like cool I know that now and can deal with that accordingly.

I don’t know what happened.

And just before I tell you the thing I want to tell you, I just want you to know I don’t
feel like this anymore. I’ve not felt like this in ages actually. I’ve just been thinking
about it, how I used to feel I mean, and well I never talked to anyone about it at
the time, probably because I never had someone I could talk to like this, like I can
with you, or at least I think I can with you. Is that ok to say? Sorry. Sorry I know I
shouldn’t apologise. But anyway the thing I want to tell you is that when I was little I
thought I was telepathic.
Or I was telepathic. That’s the bit I’m not sure about.
Basically I used to see someone on the bus or whatever and I’d do this thing. Like
I’d really focus on them, not in a weird way, just like, aware of their presence. And
I’d close my eyes and tilt my head down like this, like I was connecting with their
brain or something and I’d just let all their thoughts like Bluetooth into mine, you
know?

It just went quiet.
And obviously I started doing better at school and stuff. Miss Warburton even said
at parents evening that I was much less distracted and that I was really applying
myself which I probably was because everything was just
So
Quiet.
And yeah. I’ve been thinking about that.
And I just wondered if, and it’s totally ok if it isn’t, but I just wondered if that’s
something that you — you know.
And it’s fine if you think I’m weird or whatever, I mean I am weird because
everyone’s weird, you know, what’s even normal? But I think I just wanted to tell you
this, I just needed to tell you this in case you were like yeah, I’m weird like that too.

I mean I couldn’t really have been doing that. I couldn’t have actually had a
superpower like that, that would be ridiculous. But I think I just imagined it so hard
right, just tilting my head like this, going all red from concentrating and doing it so
intensely that sometimes it actually felt like it was real. Like maybe that did actually
happen.
You know like when you’re in church or assembly or a funeral or whatever and you
suddenly have this urge to stand up and scream FUCK SHIT BOLLOCKS and you
feel it so hard don’t you, so real, from the bottom of your belly that suddenly you
think to yourself wait a minute, did that just happen?
And I tried not to hear anything I shouldn’t have done. You know I had that kind of
ethical conversation with myself, as much as I could have an ethical conversation
with myself at the age of seven. And I decided that if I heard something I shouldn’t
hear, that it wasn’t my business to hear, I would sing really loudly in my head to
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TORNADO

2. A young person steps on a plane.

By Poppy Corbett
NOTES
* Every asterisk represents a twist in time.
CHARACTER
Ash, 16, any gender, any ethnicity.
1. A tornado whips across the sky.

*
3. Ash:
When Dorothy clicks her heels and says ‘there’s no place like home,’ I’m like, ‘really’?
What about all the other places? Yeah, home’s alright, but there’s a million other
places than home.
*

*

Tornadoes happen when a warm front meets a cold front, which creates a storm.
They’re unpredictable and destructive. Some tornadoes are invisible, which makes
them hard for scientists to understand. But they don’t last long. Only last like
10 minutes before they tire themselves out.
*
‘Get off me, Mum. Not here. I’ll be fine.’
Mum draws back her outstretched arms into a tight fold.
She’s hurt, I —

22
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I don’t want a scene here. No hug. No kiss. No scene.

I’ve snapped them before though and they seem cool.

‘Bye, then. Don’t forget their gift — in the big pocket.’

*

I just want a quick goodbye and to get on the coach.
Like it doesn’t matter to me.

First Day. Tours around the school and stuff. School’s massive. Very, um, quite
modern. Much nicer than our musty school is. They’ve got keypads to get in
to places. All kinds of stuff.

Like I fly across an ocean every day.

*

Dunno what she’s making such a big fuss about anyway. I’ll be back in 10 days.

My host family are... full on. Very... American. The Dad seems cool. John. The Mum.
Gracie. So nice. So friendly. So warm.

The coach leaves. I‘m at the back. Obvs. Mum’s waving frantically. I turn my head
away into the whirl of Joe and Rakaya who are chatting about, I dunno, will there
be cowboys in Dallas, or something.
I leave Mum behind on the car park gravel. Dust from the coach swirls around her,
until she’s invisible.
There’s a million other places than home.

Mum’s been messaging loads and I just... haven’t replied. I’m guessing the school’s
updating them.
*
John’s been talking about this storm a bit, and it’s kind of been in the background
on TV and stuff. Saying one’s coming. And it supposed to be like ‘a big one’. And
I’m like yeah, whatever.

They sing to the tune of DJ Otzi’s song ‘Hey Baby’.
‘Hey, Mrs Saunders. Ooh. Aah. I wanna know, why you’re such a —’

‘I bet you don’t get tornadoes a lot over in London.’
No John, no we don’t. ‘Except my mum.’ And we all laugh.

Mrs Saunders tells us all to sit down and shut up, or she’ll turn the coach around
before we’ve even reached Heathrow.

We go out for dinner. The family hardly ever cook at home. It’s always going out,
or takeout.

The school exchange to Dallas. I am so ready for this.

Back in from the car. With our fro-yo. Put it on the counter.

*

John’s like ‘it’s got really serious.’ And then the sirens start. And this alarm goes off
on my phone. Like I didn’t even know I’d set it up for alerts.

The plane is long.
‘Get in the car.’
In the air. At the base of the clouds. I have this sense of... possibility. Getting up
and away.

Jamie’s like ‘what about the pets’?

*

‘Get in the car!’

Our host students meet us at the airport.

Gracie’s freaking out about the fact she hasn’t even got a bra on.

‘ Jamie.’ Bit awkward.

*

Our teachers matched us up from passport photos and a Q&A about our hobbies.
Like a weird dating agency.

24
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Then I see Dorothy picking up Toto by the gate to Aunty Em’s farm. And the horses
bolting.

We’re driving.
We’re just driving.

‘Oh, I’ve got to get home right away.’
What’s going on?
‘I’ve got to get to her right away.’
Jamie’s crying. Gracie’s
crying.

*
I try frantically to text her but my phone doesn’t have service so texting from Jamie’s
phone but I don’t know if the numbers are recognised, so I’m trying to message Joe
and Rakaya via Jamie’s Instagram to see if they could snap my brother.

I just sort of feel... cold.
Like ice. Just frozen.
All this rain. All this wind.

*
Stuff flying about.

The radio’s saying ‘if you’re in University Park
area, get off the roads’.
We’re in University Park area.

John seems to be driving into the tornado. I don’t know
why. There must some geographical reason. Either
we’re trying to outrun it or drive towards it.
But the man on the radio is like
‘do not try and outrun this, get off the street’.
‘Listen to the radio, John!’

They cover their face with their hands and stomp on the storm shelter.
The wind is too loud.
*
Of course, eventually, it was all fine. Else, how could I be telling you this?
We drive home.

‘I know what I’m goddam doing, Gracie!’
And I’m thinking I’m gonna become one of those front pages:
‘British school kids killed in American cyclone’. There’ll be a vigil.
And everyone’s crying and screaming and driving
whips me up and up until I realise
I am crying too, I am screaming,
and all I want is to
click my heels
and be home.
A cold fear turned warm.
And the only thing
in my head
is Mum.
*
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‘Aunty Em! Aunty Em!’

My fro-yo’s still there on the counter.
Melted.
Drive around to look at hurricane damage. Trees through telephone wires, the roof
of the school gym is blown off. ‘Hoo boy. What a doozy that was...’, John says.
The rest of the trip passes pretty quickly. I’m kind of just counting the days.
*
And I’m in the air again. At the base of the clouds. Coming down to earth.
We land. There she is by the barrier. She’s got this balloon that says ‘Welcome Home’
and two weeks ago I would have yelled at her for that, but this time I’m running.
And this time it’s me with the arms outstretched.
A hug. A kiss. A scene.
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*
There’s no place like home.
No. Really.
There’s no place like home.
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UM...GRAPEY?
By Tabby Lamb
I used to have this thing where I couldn’t recall the texture of a grape, like I’d be at
a picnic or some shit & I’d load my plate up; bit of ham, bit of cheese, maybe a pork
pie or a chicken wing, slice of lemon, handful of grapes, that kinda vibe right — and
like 5 minutes after I’d eaten a grape it would suddenly occur to me that I had no
idea what grapes taste like.
Right now, if I was to say ‘think about a strawberry’ to someone, I know for a fact,
they’d start salivating. Those little taste buds at the back of your tongue would pop
up and be like ‘yassss bitch, gimme that strawb’, but that never happened with
grapes. I still can’t really describe the flavour of a grape beyond ‘um…. Grapey?’
Did you know that grape in French is raison? And raisin in French is raison too.
Like, what the hell? Surely that gets confusing? I mean, no one likes raisins, but at
least some people like grapes? There’s this bloke who holds the Guinness World
Record for eating 205 grapes in 3 minutes. That’s 1.138 recurring grapes a second.
Good job this is a calculator exam or I’d never have worked that out! Random maths
is always more fun than exam maths isn’t it? Like, I don’t care which fictional train
arrives first, but I do care how Dinesh Shivnath Upadhyaya beat his own previous
world record by 4 grapes just one month later.

I’d be angry if I could be arsed, but the truth is — I really couldn’t care less. 3 more
exams and I’m done with this place. I wasn’t going to stay for Sixth Form anyway.
I’m going to college. New town, new name, new me. I can start fresh, without the
cliche ugly duckling origin story. This is my Spiderman: Homecoming. (I know
Spiderverse was better, but it doesn’t fit the not an origin story metaphor that I’m
going for here) I’m doing a BTEC in Performing Arts y’know, I’m gonna be an actor
so I can be the first Trans (slash Non Binary, I haven’t quite decided yet) Superhero
in the MCU, or at least be Trans story of the week on Holby City.
I don’t even need to know French to be an actor. At least maths was relevant at
one point in history — before they invented the calculator. I just need to be able
to prrrooojjjeeccctttt darling. I barely even need to be able to act — have you seen
some of the Trans actors on telly? I just need a couple of hundy thou Instagram
followers and I’m set.
Can’t wait ‘til I’m on the Graham Norton sofa chatting about how weird grapes are
with Miriam Margoyles and Rihanna all cackling away until Graham does that faux
sincere face he does whenever he’s talking about something you just know the
producers are screaming in his ear to ask ‘So, Alex — as one of the most famous
Trans people in the world… how do you describe your gender’ and i can look him
dead in the eye and say ‘um…. Gendery?’

Where’s the question on that AQA? Eh? Instead I have to answer ‘While on holiday
in France, you read some reviews to decide where to eat: La Cachette — Restaurant
sympa qui vient de changer de nom et de propriétaire.’ Mate, I’m vegan. I’m not
gonna be eating anything in France I didn’t make myself. Back when I was just
vegetarian I ordered a vegetarian pasta thing and it had chicken in it? Apparently
‘poulet’ is different to ‘viande’. It still used to be alive dude. You still had to literally
murder it to pop it into my tea, no ta.
Language is fucking weird isn’t it? Like the French differentiate between birds
and mammals as if harming one is worse than the other, the same way people here
try to differentiate between Cis and Trans people as if harming one is worse than
the other. Newsflash! We’re! All! Still! People! I mean, don’t get me wrong —
I’d much prefer to be doing this exam, in here on my tod, rather than in that stanky
ass sports hall, but it’s a bit bloody mad that I’m in here for wearing the correct
uniform isn’t it?
They’re bigots.
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WALKS HOME
AS WOLVERINE
By Nessah Muthy
16 years +: Includes strong language and sensitive subject matter including
violence and rape. Trigger Warning: Rape.
CHARACTER
Remmie, 15.
Remmie is walking whilst on the phone.
REMMIE:
Fucks sake, it’s pissing down now.
Fuck Mrs Gover and fuck her stupid ass detention.
It’s not funny
No, no umbrella
No, no coat
Oh yeah hilarious
Run?
Are you for real?
Have you ever even seen me walk fast?
Not doing P.E is literally the reason I’m in this mess in the first place.
I’ve bunked pretty much… yeah I’ve never done P.E. lol
Apart from when that fit teacher was there
Mr. Mollison
Yeah.
I don’t know training teacher or something
He was fit!
Well you and me have different tastes
I actually have taste and you don’t!
He was twenty two I think
That’s like nothing, in the real world
If I wore my stilettos
No, no, and that dress
He wouldn’t know
If we met like, yeah, like not at school
I dunno
At the Co-op
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I love the Co-op!
Well I can’t exactly go to a club can I?
Well actually, maybe if I got a fake ID
I dunno
Online
No, I wouldn’t bring you
Because you look like you still watch CBeebies
Seriously
I know it’s harsh
But you literally remind me of that girl from JoJo and Gran Gran
She’s cute!
My sister watches it
Yeah, JoJo
I mean she’s like four
I can’t help it that she’s who you remind me of
I’m joking
Jokes!
You’re not gonna hang up are you?
Thanks.
I’m coming up to the ponds.
Nah, there’s literally no one.
Yeah I’ve done the English.
As if
Do it yourself
It’s my one nine
Yeah, Miss predicated me a 9
I don’t know, probably because I actually like it
Ok
Ok
I’ll help you
I will
Twenty quid
I’m not even joking
If your Mum paid for a tutor it would be twenty quid to just walk through the door
Alright, alright, just give me...
Oh, I dunno, what you got?
What have you actually got that would be of interest to me?
No. I don’t want your scuzzy makeup
Ugh do you know how many germs are in that
And I swear down you got an alien species growing in your eye shadow
It’s green
And wet
Did you pop one of your spots in there or something?!
Because there was that real pus greeny one you had
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Remmie laughs.
Oh my days
I’m winding you up!
Where you going?
You there?
Oi?
Take me with you
Go on seriously.
I’ve heard you wee before!
Erm, literally every lunch time
Today!
Today in fact
Because I didn’t wanna go in turd toilet
Don’t you think I tried!
It wouldn’t flush
It was literally attack of the turd
I swear it had teeth
Who does that?
Shits at school
Like at least have the courtesy to hold it in
You’re doing a poo aren’t ya?
Ok, ok, calm down, it’s all good
Yeah but some times it can turn into a poo
Can’t it though?
Like you think you’re just doing a wee and suddenly, you’re like oh my days, I wasn’t
expecting you!
Pahahahaha
Enjoy your burrito for dinner!
Ah I wish my Nan made burritos
Can I come to yours one day and have a burrito?
Please
I’ll send you my English essay
Yeah and what, now you got something I actually want
Ok, ok
Yeah, I’m coming up to the fields
Fucking hailing
Nope, no one
Not that I can see
Thank you for doing this
Nah but I appreciate it though
Nah I wouldn’t have wanted to make you wait
My fault init
Not yours
Yeah
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I got chunky heeled shoes on today, so that should be ok
I got battery yeah
I’m by the field bit
Yeah, yeah
Oh I’ll do the keys now
Hang on
Ok
Remmie puts her house keys between her fingers.
Wolverine ready
I got a few
Porch, front door, back door and I think my Grandad’s shed is on here as well
Yeah in the eye
Or the penis I guess
I was thinking about biting you know?
Like I don’t give a shit about it
Like the police or whatever
But, but the thing that proper worries me is what if they’ve got like some nasty
disease and I bite them and then I’ve got their blood in my mouth…
I dunno, you have to think about these things init?
Remmie trips.
Oh
No nothing
There was just a rock
Really?
But it looked well heavy
Seriously?!
Ugh
Alright I’m going back for it
Ugh
Where the fuck is it
Ah I got it, got it
Hang on let me put my bag over my shoulder
Ok
Yeah Wolverine in my left
Rock in my right
I look like a total fucking dick you know
Yeah it might do
It’s fucking heavy though
Nearly at the woods now
Remmie walks.
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You’re gonna think I’m well weird right.
But sometimes...
Sometimes I think I’m too ugly to be raped. No seriously, reckon they’d look at me
and run the other way. Or maybe they’d just murder me.
Do they always rape and murder?
Some of them might just murder.
Yeah maybe I should stop saying murder in the middle of the woods.
There’s an old lady and her dog.
Yeah
A bit
Not like she could do much though

WHERE MY HEAD IS AT
By Tim Foley
A lone figure feels their stomach.
I think there’s
They feel their stomach again.
I think that’s my nose

Remmie walks.
They feel their stomach again.
Jesus
No it’s nothing, nothing! Soz
Just a twig I think
A branch hitting the ground
I’m not
I’m walking fast
Long silence.
Remmie dials.
Sorry, sorry, my signal went.
It’s the trees
Blocking it and that
On the main road
Can see my Nan’s house.

Don’t wanna press too hard, might poke my eye out
They feel their stomach again... and stop.
I know it looks, like my head is where a head should be
Like somewhere here, yeah? On the top of my neck
But I’m pretty sure it’s
In here
Like deep in here
I was gonna say ‘in my belly’, but I’m not sure it’s...
Like we did the digestive system a while back, so I know that stomach acid is
Acid
And my face isn’t being dissolved in here
Not being digested, that’d be gross
Beat.

Thanks.
But actually I might prefer that
Breaking down inside me
Cos I can just, feel it
This lump, this stupid clump
Of skull in my gut
And I need to...
Get it out
Beat.
I lie awake
Feeling butterflies, and I realise
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It’s my eyelids fluttering
And I hear, my heart, my blood, swimming in my ears
I wanna scream, I wanna scream so bad, but if I open my mouth
I might, I dunno, swallow my appendix
Like a hair on your tongue but it’s meat and flesh
And I know the human body doesn’t need the appendix cos Danny got his out last year
But that doesn’t mean I wanna, eat it
And then I can’t breathe, of course I can’t breathe, I’m suffocating in here, in here
And I try to poke an air hole in my belly button
And I just, I just, I just, I just
I don’t know what to do
I don’t know why it happened in the first place
Did I knock my head or something?
I was smacked by a swing when I was five
Maybe that, loosened it
But no it hasn’t fallen off
It’s fallen in
Probably cos of the pressure
Not air pressure, life pressure
The big hand above just coming down to crush you
I saw this thing that said stress makes you shorter
If you worry too much, you stunt your growth by a whole foot
Never mind a whole foot, what about a whole head?
I went to the doctor about it
Course I did, my head is inside of me, that is a medical emergency
And she said
She said it’s unlikely that that’s what’s happening here
In her professional opinion
Heads don’t typically relocate to a lower region
(Which is mad if you think about it
Cos how thin your neck is, compared to your head
Your heavy heavy head, full of wonders and worries
And your neck is meant to carry all that)
She spoke to me about
About, anxiety
Depression
Was everything alright, at home, at school, at life
And I didn’t want to talk about any of that
I’m needing to know if we can fish out my head
If I have to start sleeping upside down
Like a bat
Make it pop back into place
I didn’t want to talk, I didn’t want to talk, I didn’t want to —
‘Talk,’ she said, ‘That’s what you need to do’
‘And will that get it out?’ I asked
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‘It’ll all come out,’ she said
And so I’m talking
Talking, here, now
And the pain’s still
They feel their stomach again.
But saying it aloud
Voicing it, I dunno
Maybe she has a point
Cos maybe now you know, or you’re starting to know
Where my head is at
Even if I don’t.
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The writer’s of
the monologues

JOSH AZOUZ
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THE
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Josh recently wrote an
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TIM FOLEY
Tim Foley is a writer
based in Manchester, and
is the Associate Artist for
Pentabus Theatre. His play
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2017 Bruntwood Prize
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REHEARSING
A MONOLOGUE
46

So now it is time to
begin rehearsals!
At this point you should have a full
understanding of the tone and context of the
monologue, and you should have memorised
your lines and any unusual words (as long
as you have followed the points above!).
However, you don’t want to fall into the trap
of learning your lines in a fixed way, as this
can make the performance of your monologue
very flat and stiff, lacking the dynamic energy
it deserves. The following section will talk
you through best practice for rehearsing
your monologue, from rehearsing in front of
somebody or recording yourself, to playing
around with the monologue and rehearsing
it in different styles.
As mentioned in the preparation section,
understanding the tone and memorising the
lines of a monologue is important, however
don’t be static in your approach to performing
the piece. It is important to be flexible in your
style of memorising lines and in practising
the monologue. Sometimes we can get so
fixated on learning the lines that our rehearsal
or performance of the piece begins to lack
energy and as a result is lacklustre. To prevent
this, try to be as playful as possible in your
approach to rehearsing the speech, even if it
feels silly. This could be playing with different
pitches to your voice, the pace at which you
speak and playing around with your movement
(which we will get into further detail later),
or trying different acting styles. Whatever your
choice, try not to be too uncompromising with
your style of performance when rehearsing.
Another useful tool when rehearsing for
a monologue is to record yourself (whether
that be on a smart phone or camera etc.).
Although it can be difficult to watch yourself
back, recording yourself is very valuable in
that you get to see first-hand what you like
or don’t like.

You may notice that you fidget too much, or
that you don’t move around enough! It could
be that you convey emotion well in some
sections and not others, the list goes on.
Watching yourself back and making notes
on the performance of the monologue is a
great tool in improving your technique during
rehearsals. Alternatively, if watching yourself
back is too hard you could perform in front
of someone. This is a useful way to get some
constructive criticism on your monologue.
Secondly, it is a great tool for getting you
more comfortable in performing the piece in
front of people and will lessen your chances
of stage fright or anxiety when it comes to
performance day. So, whether it be for yourself,
or for others, recording yourself can be a great
way to hone in on what is going well, and
make improvements where necessary.
Lastly, when rehearsing, remember to be
inquisitive in your approach. Asking yourself
questions can help the actor better understand
what motivations and energies push the
monologue forward. For instance, why does
this play exist? Who am I talking to and why?
What was happening during the time of the
play? What happened before the character
started speaking and what happens after
the end of the monologue? These types of
question can help inform the actor when
choosing a technique to play the character.
To conclude, when rehearsing you want to
ensure that whatever method or technique
you choose it is one with which you are familiar
and comfortable, only then will you be able
to bring the piece to life. You need to be open
to constructive criticism from your peers, or
be prepared to provide that criticism yourself,
to ensure you are giving the best of your
ability to the piece.
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The play was a Greek tragedy called
‘Hippolytus’ (pronounced ‘hippo-lite-us’),
which is the name of one of the characters.
It tells the story of a woman who falls in love
with her stepson, and like all tragedies,
it doesn’t end happily.

PHOTO: ROB EAGER

DIRECTING
A MONOLOGUE
BY ELEANOR
WARR
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The first time I directed
a monologue, I cheated.

Plays from Ancient Greece, like ‘Hippolytus’,
‘Medea’ and ‘Antigone’, are structured in a
unique way — the scenes alternate between
dialogues and monologues. So, you have
one two-person scene, for example between
Hippolytus and Phaedra (his stepmother),
followed by a monologue performed by one
of the Greek gods, or the Chorus. The Chorus
are a group of actors and it’s understood
that when the plays were first performed,
the Chorus sang the monologues together
like a choir. In my production, I took a pair
of scissors to the monologues and cut them
up, so each member of the Chorus had a line
of their own. This meant we could develop
individual characters and bring out the
discussion and the clash of ideas that is
written into the monologues.
The second monologue play I directed was
a two-person play — a two-hander — called
Howie the Rookie. This extraordinary play is by
Irish writer, Mark O’Rowe; it’s a rollercoaster
through late-night Dublin from the perspective
of two violent, disillusioned, wounded young
men. This was a real monologue challenge
because the entire play consists of two
monologues — one for Howie and one for
Rookie. It’s an hour and twenty minutes long,
which means each actor had to learn FORTY
MINUTES worth of material.

We used exercises inspired by Stanislavski,
starting with character questionnaires.
A character questionnaire is essentially a list
of everything you’d ever want to ask a character
from a play — imagine that the character has
stepped out of the script and walked straight
into the rehearsal room. Write a list, from basics
like ‘What’s your name?’ and ‘Where do you
live?’, to practical stuff like ‘Are you a stranger
in this town?’, to more probing questions like
‘What is your deepest fear?’ or ‘What is your
first memory?’. Then, go through the monologue
and find the answers.
You can do this as preparation before
rehearsals begin or make it a team activity with
the cast. You have to look at the text carefully
and dig out clues about the character. Often,
I’ll try to find an audio play of the monologue
or ask the actors to record a version of them
reading it, so I can listen to it on repeat, keeping
my ears tuned for anything I might have missed.
Some answers might be right in front of you,
but you will also have to do a lot of detective
work. Sometimes you’re making a good guess;
sometimes you’re full-on making it up and
imagining a backstory for the character that
helps you understand what they do and say.
This exercise enabled us to get under
the characters’ skins, and meant we got to
know the monologues inside out. From the
questionnaires, we then put together lists
of all the characters Howie and Rookie met
or mentioned, and how they knew them.
We also listed the locations that they passed
through on the night when the action takes
place and drew out maps of the town,
focusing on places where any significant
action took place.

We rehearsed the play in a way designed to
create a vivid picture of the characters’ worlds
in the actors’ heads. I wanted the performers to
be able to literally move through the spaces they
were describing and remembering, as if they
were physically eating, breathing and sleeping
in Howie’s bedroom or Rookie’s front room.
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TIME
Time can be a slippery thing in a monologue.
Your character is speaking to the audience in
the present, right here and now, but they might
be talking about something that happened to
them five years ago. In Josh Azouz’s mia, the
monologue starts when MIA is 16, then skips
ahead to when she’s 66, goes back in time
as she recalls her 30s. I find timelines really
useful to map out the way that time works
in a monologue. Stick some scrap paper on
the walls in the rehearsal room, draw a long
horizontal line and work with the cast to put
events along the timeline. I’d recommend using
a pin board, Post It notes or writing in pencil,
especially when starting out, because you will
find that you need to move things around.

IMPROVISING
Throw the lines out the window and focus on
the scenario. The key is to give the improvisation
clear boundaries. For example, you could create
an improv of the scene when Ash, in Poppy
Corbett’s Tornado, says goodbye to their mum.
The boundaries of the improv could be:
— T
 he bus is leaving in exactly
60 seconds
— Mum and Ash need to get Ash’s
suitcase onto the bus
— Mum wants to give Ash a hug before
they leave
— Ash does not want Mum to give them
a hug in front of their school friends
If it’s just you and one actor in the rehearsal
room, create the improv with them. Once you’ve
established clear boundaries, you can play
around with them:
— T
 he bus is leaving in exactly
90 seconds
— Mum and Ash need to get Ash’s
suitcase onto the bus
— Mum wants to give Ash a hug BUT
doesn’t want to embarrass them in
front of their school friends
— Ash does not want to give Mum
a hug in front of their school friends
BUT doesn’t want to hurt Mum
You will find that these improvs create
material you can build into your production
or performance, from emotion memory
to physicality.
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TOP TIPS FOR
REHEARSING
A MONOLOGUE
BY ELEANOR
WARR
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READ IT, THEN
READ IT ALOUD
Your reading brain might skip through sections
or repeated phrases that take on a whole new
meaning when they are spoken out loud. This
can be useful for getting to grips with the text
and for thinking about pace when you come
to rehearse.
READ IT BACKWARDS
Not letter by letter, but in sections. You might
accidentally short-change the end of the play
or monologue by giving it less energy and
attention than the beginning.
CREATE CHARACTER
QUESTIONNAIRES
To get to know the character and the world
they inhabit.
VISUALISE YOUR
CHARACTERS’ SPACES
List and/or map out the places described in
the monologue, to help visualise the spaces
your character moves through.
CREATE A TIMELINE
SHOWING THE EVENTS
DESCRIBED IN THE
MONOLOGUE
You may discover that your character speaks
about the past far more than about the present
or the future. What does that tell you about
their state of mind?

USE YOUR TIMELINE AND
MAPS TO LEARN LINES
You can lay the locations out on the floor or
pin them to the walls in the order they appear
in the monologue, then move past them as
you run your lines, as if you’re in a gallery.
IMPROVISATION
Create improvs with clear boundaries to
populate the scenes in the monologue and
generate material that you can draw from
when you come back to the text.
WORK OUT WHO
YOUR CHARACTER
IS TALKING TO
Are they speaking to themselves, to a judge,
to a room of their peers at a work conference?
Are different sections addressed to different
people?
EXPLORE USING DESIGN
If you have the opportunity to work with a
designer of any kind explore how you can
bring the piece to life through lighting, sound,
set or costume. Do the audience see or
hear where the character is speaking from,
such as the exam room in Tabby Lamb’s
um.... Grapey?, or are we closer to where
they are imaginatively?
LET IT BREATHE
It can be tempting to fill the whole rehearsal
day as you would when working with a bigger
cast. Remember that this level of detail can
be tiring so find a schedule that enables
you to do the work without burning out.
Let it breathe.
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EXERCISES
BY GAVIN
JOSEPH
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TENSION AND EMOTION
There is often a fixation on the vocal approach
of a monologue with an overt stressing on
intention and objectives, whilst this is important
and fruitful for the development of your
performance, it can come at the detriment of
other aspects of your performance, most notably
your physicality. To combat this, try to perform
your monologue without words. Sounds weird
right? The sole purpose of a monologue is so
we can hear what the character has to say?
Right? Right?!! — Yes you’re right, but, there
is so much to a performance beyond the words
being spoken and your body plays a key part
in that. So for this exercise:
1.

 ead the monologue and recognise
R
the various emotions that exist within
the monologue and at what points.
At what state of tension do you start
the monologue at? What is the
emotional arc of this character?

2.

 alk around in your space as your
W
character (remember not to vocalise
any thoughts).

3.

 ind a point in the space that feels
F
comfortable to settle, it must be
a space that allows your character
to speak with their body.

4.

 nce you have found this space, you can
O
now begin to perform your monologue
simply with your body — convey the
states of tension, the emotional arc, and
dynamism of the piece. Once you have
felt that you have conveyed the whole
monologue — leave your entry point.

Hopefully you will have found some physical
nuance within the piece that you can combine
smoothly with your text. If you feel like there
is still more nuance to discover, repeat the
exercise but find a new entry point in the
space, only this time it is not a space that
feels comfortable for your character.
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DELIVERY
In the early stages of working on your
monologue it’s vital that you experiment
and play with the monologue. Trying out
your monologue under different scenarios
is always helpful — especially finding out
who your monologue is addressed to.
For this exercise we are going to play
with who your audience is.
1.

2.

3.
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 hen you first recite your monologue,
W
imagine that you yourself as the character
are the audience. Deliver this monologue
to yourself and explore how this
personalisation of the monologue alters
elements of the monologue that may
clearly be meant for someone else.
What does this isolation introduce to
this piece?
 fter doing this, if you have the option,
A
try to deliver the monologue to another
person. It is important that the person you
are delivering your monologue remains
neutral and avoids any form of expression.
This is to ensure you are not acting for the
‘audience’ and playing up to get reactions.
Keep it natural and don’t be swayed by the
audience. How does introducing another
person alter the performance now? Is there
a power dynamic that exists between the
two? If so, who wields most of the power?
 ow, for your final delivery, perform the
N
monologue as if speaking to the ‘gods’.
What does this monologue now look like
when you are communicating with the
most-high, what does this high/low status
dichotomy bring to your piece? What
moments of nuance can you find when
you alter the status of your character?
As an extra exercise, imagine yourself
as the ‘god’ speaking to a mortal.

The purpose of these exercises may not seem
necessary or relevant to your monologue but it
is important that you break out of a performance
style with which you have grown comfortable
or you have rehearsed the same way multiple
times. These exercises offer a broader scope
in terms of delivery and will help undermine,
subvert, and challenge your traditional
performance style. When experimenting with
your monologue, not everything will stick,
but in these moments of experimentation you
will definitely find something useful no matter
how miniscule.
WORD STRESS
A good monologue should feel like a flavourful
and well-bodied cup of coffee with interesting
notes and tones — another exercise that can
help you achieve this is by creating texture
through your voice. For this exercise you
are going to need to pick a line from the
monologue. It can be any line, but try to pick
a line that reveals an event or something
that would interest an audience.
1.

 eliver the line and only stress the
D
first word.

2.

 o through the line and stress each
G
subsequent word. This may change the
complete meaning of the text and offer
a new insight into what the monologue
could offer.

3.

 n alternative to this is to stress the most
A
important words first; then stress the least
important words.

You should find that your text has adopted
a different meaning simply due to a stress on
a word that you may not have initially thought
important. This may open up the monologue
to you and highlight different interpretations
that may elevate your speech.
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PERFORMING
A MONOLOGUE
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After prepping and
rehearsing comes the
moment of performing
your monologue. Now
is the chance to put into
practise all that you have
previously learnt. In this
section we are going to
break down some useful
tips such as focus points,
movement and clarity
when finally performing
in front of an audience,
or a panel when
auditioning.

The key to performing a good monologue is
finding a focus point to direct your speech
towards. Maintaining a clear eyeline during
your performance can help with concentration
and sometimes even anxiety. You might choose
to focus on a corner of the room, a door, a spot
in the ceiling etc. Whatever the choice,
maintaining a clear focus can help the actor
to block out distractions and concentrate on
the task at hand. Having a clear focal point
also helps those who suffer from stage fright
and anxiety. This is through enabling the actor
to concentrate on the piece, whilst not
becoming too reliant on the reactions of
the audience. Good audience reaction can,
at times, act as a confidence booster to
a performer. However, it is important not to
get too tied up in this, as it could also help to
build further anxiety for a performer. Keeping
a clear focus during your monologue can
prevent this anxiety, and act as a tool to keep
the mind from wandering. With this said,
switching focus during your monologue is
sometimes necessary. We see this in Josh
Azouz’s mia, the focus point first on the man
and then on an unseen listener or the audience
(or seen listener). Or, for instance, when acting
out a flashback or memory, the actor may
choose to switch focal points. This can help
to inform the audience that there has been
a shift in thought and add further context and
texture to your performance. Therefore, having
a clear eyeline can help alleviate the actor of
worries and questions (such as what are the
audience thinking and do they like it?), and
help them to hone in on the performance
at hand.
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Another important tool to a good
performance is movement. How you move
is just as important as what you say. It is
crucial to think about how your physicality
might inform the audience of your character
as a whole (what they are thinking, how they
are feeling and where they are). Further to
this, good movement helps to keep the
audience engrossed and engaged in your
monologue. However, it is important to make
sure that your movement is well thought
through and not diverting. Fidgeting can
be very distracting for an audience. Having
your body under control will help you feel
comfortable and perform to the best of your
ability. Remember, movement can be the
difference between a good performance,
and bad performance.
When performing a monologue, it is vital
to vocally project with power and clarity.
It is essential that when a monologue is
performed it upholds a high level of energy
and quality, wherever it is being showcased.
Ideally, no matter where somebody is sitting
(whether right in front of you or at the back
of the auditorium) you want the experience
to remain the same. If your dialogue is clear
in speech, the audience will be able to follow
the narrative and enjoy the journey of your
monologue. Whether in front of a panel
or a 200 seat auditorium, it is the clarity
and projection of the actor that keeps the
audience member hooked in and interested.
So, it is important to make sure that you are
speaking as clearly as possible, ensuring that
every word that comes out of your mouth
is landing into your listener’s ears.
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Finally, when performing on a monologue
try not to worry about mistakes. It is natural
to trip up on lines, and sometimes mistakes
happen. What is important here is to pick
yourself back up and keep going. It is
perfectly fine to ask for another attempt at
reperforming your monologue, or to restart
a line when auditioning. Take a deep breath,
take a sip of water, and zone in to conquer
any nervousness or anxiety. Alternatively,
if you are performing on stage and forget
a line, you can repeat the previous sentence
again to help run back into your monologue.
Such actions can help to prompt an actor’s
memory and allow for the forgotten words
to flow back. In conclusion, when a mistake
has been made during a performance, the
actor should try to realign the story they are
portraying, in order to build back momentum.
To conclude, it is important to know that
monologues are not always as daunting as
they might seem. Through the use of good
planning (research, memorisation, making
notes), and then putting that planning into
action (having a playful approach, accepting
constructive criticism) most actors will be
able to undertake a monologue, and perform
it well. Try not to be too fixed in how you
approach the piece. Be as spontaneous as
possible but keep the piece simple and direct
— this helps to hold engagement by keeping
the audience on their toes!
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FURTHER
READING,
WATCHING
& LISTENING

If you want to find
out more about
monologues
check out
the following
recommendations.
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This is not an exhaustive
list, there are so many other
writings and resources on
theatre and monologues.
Please do remember what
works for one person may not
work for you, it’s important
you find your own path.
Keep experimenting and
playing with your learning
to understand how it fits into
your work as this will change
and evolve over time as your
practice does.

THINGS TO READ
Audition Speeches for
Black, South Asian and
Middle Eastern Actors
Edited by Simeilia
Hodge-Dallaway

THINGS TO
WATCH

THINGS TO
LISTEN TO

BBC iPlayer —
CripTales

The Mono Box —
Monologue Library
Hampstead
Theatre

bbc.co.uk/iplayer/
episode/m000p38d/
CripTales: Six Monologues criptales-series-1-1Curated by Mat Fraser
audition
National Theatre
Connections Monologues
Edited by Anthony Banks

Bush Theatre —
Hijabi Monologues
London

ONLINE

youtube.com/playlist?list=
PLM_bVvZ-NvDpZAZUyx6x
hBM4x4I3n44U7

Backstage —
Everything UK
Actors Need
to Know About
Monologues
backstage.com/uk/
magazine/article/
everything-uk-actorsneed-to-know-aboutdelivering-monologues68362
Monobox —
8 Tips to help
actors with
Dyslexia and/or
Dyspraxia

Directed by Milli Bhatia,
focusing on real-life
experiences of local and
international Muslims

themonobox.co.uk/
monolibrary
Octagon Theatre,
Bolton —
One Night
in Bolton
Monologues
octagonbolton.co.uk/getinvolved/octagon-online/
one-night-in-boltonmonologues

Theatre Centre —
#SpeakYourPeace
theatre-centre.co.uk/
projects/speak-your-peace
Young Vic —
My England
youngvic.org/
my-england#close

themonobox.co.uk/
single-post/2017/09/07/
8-tips-to-help-actors-withdyslexia-andor-dyspraxia

Website links correct at time of publication
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GLOSSARY
OF TERMS

ASSONANCE
The repetition of identical
or similar vowel sounds.
Intentionally used for effect.
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CADENCE
A rhythmic flow to the sound
of a speech. Sometimes the
falling inflection of the voice.
EMPHASIS
Extra stress or value given
to a word, group of words
or sentence when speaking.
INTENTION
The focus or energy given to
action or a particular action.
This focus or energy helps to
convey meaning or to achieve
an actor’s or character’s aim.
INTERACTION
How a character moves and
responds to the space they are
in. How a character behaves
in relation to other characters.
OBJECTIVE
The aim or what a character
wants in a scene or by the
end of the monologue or play.
A character’s objective
can change during a scene.
A character will have more
than one objective through
the process of a play.

Interested
in taking
monologues
further?

PACE
To speak at a particular
speed or the speed at which
you speak. Pace can quicken
or slow down, for effect or
to reflect emotion, during
a monologue or piece
of dialogue.

This is not an exhaustive list
but it’s a good place to start.
Talk to your local theatre to see
what opportunities they offer.

PAUSE
A brief interruption in speech
or action. Speech or action
stops for a short moment
of time.

COMPETITIONS
Mandy’s
Monologue
Competition
mandy.com/competition/
monologue-competition2021

PITCH
The level of speech or degree
of highness or lowness of the
tone of voice.
PROJECTION
The process of increasing
audibility without shouting.
Engaging the breath and
abdominal muscles to support
and enable the voice to travel
across, or fill, large spaces
with clarity. Forward
placement of the voice.
TONE
The modulation or attitude
of speech. Changing the
quality and strength of the
voice to convey a particular
feeling or idea.

TriForce
MonologueSlam
monologueslamuk.com/
about-monologueslam

NEXT
STEPS

ACTION
Gestures made by the actor/
character, as well as the plot
of the play or monologue.

Sponsored by Spotlight,
MonologuesSlam is a free
showcase for actors.
TRAINING
Graeae —
Write to Play
graeae.org/our-work/
write-play-previous-years
Graeae’s flagship writer
development programme,
cultivating and championing
Deaf and disabled playwrights
nationwide.

Website links correct at time of publication
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