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MALE AUDITION MONOLOGUES

Auditions are now open for our 2022 intake for the Brisbane Youth Drama Ensemble (BYDE). Registration is essential. 
	

REQUIREMENTS

Auditions will be held on December 12 at Brisbane Arts Theatre from 10am till 4pm with each slot lasting 20-minutes. For your audition, you will be required to prepare the following:

1 x monologue of your choosing
1 x of the monologues below
1 x musical theatre song
1 x pop or rock song


Please ensure you bring a backing track on a device with MP3 capabilities as an accompanist will NOT be available.
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BUG-EYED CREATURE  - LUKE

Being the new kid at school is like discovering a new planet. Everything is strange and confusing and you're the weird alien everyone is afraid of - well not fear - you are the gross bugged eyes creature that's completely misunderstood.
 
(LUKE speaks like an alien to someone passing) 

"I come in peace." Ignored as usual. Maybe I have on my cloaking device? No one seems to see me. 

(He tries talking to more people as they pass and does the related hand motions for the following [ie Star Trek, Mork and Mindy]) 

Live long and prosper! Nano nano! Those are my geek gang signs. 

May the force be with you. How come that one doesn't have a hand sign? It really needs one. 

(He tries out different hand and arm motions) 

May the force be with you ... may the force be with you ... may the force make you live long and prosper. I like that. I need to make a t-shirt with that on there. 

You know, the principal made me change my shirt. I had one with Spock doing the Vulcan hand signs saying "Go Trek Yourself' Like anyone could be offended by that. He said students are not allowed to wear anything with words on it. Isn't that ironic? A school banning words. 

School is not the place to be unique or stand out. They have this mold they want everyone to fit into. If you're not a certain way the whole school says you're not their type and they reject you. 

Rejection - life is all about rejection. I am proud to say I have always been the last to be picked for any school activity. Especially when it's sports. I try to make sure I'm last - and if I am really lucky they have too many team members so I have so sit out. To make sure I am last to be picked I always limp so they think I am a liability - and if they don't notice the limp, I add in a nose pick because who wants to pass the ball to a nose picker? Oh, that's a good idea for a hand sign.

(LUKE picks his nose and holds out his finger)

May the force be with you.

(Laughs)

They noticed that one. I know that's gross but hey, I have my bug-eyed creature reputation to maintain.

END OF MONOLOGUE



BULLY – LUKE

Hello. I am taking applications to my official bully. I want to make sure the right person is picking on me day after day. It's a very unique and special relationship. Ready for some questions? Okay. First of all, are you interested in my lunch money or my lunch? Because if you need the cash I will bring that it if you prefer to have me bring a lunch already prepared, I can do that too. 

No this isn't a joke. I'm very serious about this. Or do you prefer I tell jokes? Are you the knock knock joke kind where you walk up and knock on my head? Knock! Knock! Or do you prefer the walk in to the bar kind of jokes? 

I could try work up some dirty jokes too but that seems more appropriate for your friends to tell than your victims. We have to have the right kind of relationship here. We need familiarity without closeness. 

I can provide services such as homework preparation and go-faring -in return I ask that I only receive swirlies at the end of the day so I can go home and shower after. And then one more thing - the most important part of all this - I ask for your protection. I want you to protect me from all the other bullies. This has to be an exclusive bullying arrangement and you have to make sure you step in at the first sign of any danger from other bullies. I like my day to be predictable - deliver your homework in the morning - lunch or lunch money at noon and then a farewell swirly or wedgie in the afternoon - yes I will even throw a few wedgies in the deal - so what do you say? Do we have a deal? Good - sign here please.

END OF MONOLOGUE



HARMONY – JIMMY

I need detention. I really need detention. See, there's this girl. .. I know, I know, it always starts with a girl ... But this girl is special. .. I mean it this time ... Really special. Her name is Harmony ... But she goes by Harm. Cute huh? She can harm me any time she wants. And she has too. A couple of times. But I deserved it ... Cause I touched her once. I didn't touch her anywhere bad. Just on the shoulder. And she broke my finger. So I guess we kind of have held hands. I was just gonna ask to borrow a pencil. One of those ones she sharpens with her pocket knife and then throws in the ceiling all over school. She even got one in the gym ceiling. You know how high that is? Like 5000 feet. And I just stand under those pencils, hoping one will fall down and I can have one of them for my very own. Something to remember her by. Until I get in to detention. 

I gotta figure out some way to get detention because I wanna see her more ... Be with her more ... And turn Harm into Harmony again ... Cause I see that beautiful harmony under all that black and gloom. She just needs a reason to smile and I want to be that reason. 

So I have to get detention. What's something good ... I mean I want it to be really really good so I get thrown in there a long time ... Plus I have to make it worth it... Something great that she can respect... How about giving the principal a wedgie? That would do it ... A good old up the back over the head mega wedgie. Let's do this.

END OF MONOLOGUE



THE BEANSTALK – JACK

Please don't poke my eyes out! Wait-don't leave! I mean, unless that's what you were going to do, poke my eyes out-were you? But otherwise, just, just stay. I-I-I mean, you understand my worrying about that, right? But-well, you don't seem like those birds. Right? And, even if you are, I'm not like those girls. So. It's just-I really am happy to see you. I'm getting a little, well, maybe a little anxious. I don't know if you can tell, but, I'm kind of a little bit stuck up here. 

See, I didn't...really ... think that I'd make it this far up. I didn't really think it through at all. My mom keeps telling me that's my problem, and I guess it is. I just...saw it, and I've always been a bit of a climber, my mom said. When I was nine months old, she found me sitting on top of the brown cow in the barn one morning. I guess we all have our strengths. I've never really considered myself afraid of heights before, but, it's not really the climbing up that scares me. It's the getting Gown, Black Crow. It seemed so easy getting here-just put one foot on the branch-if you can call it a branch. They sure don't seem like branches now­looking down. Oh, and, I've tried going down already. I put my foot on a branch, but it seems slippery now. See? It's like the sludge at the bottom of the pig trough. And you do not want be climbing down from the clouds on pig sludge! I'm not a bright boy. They all tell me that, but that is one thing I do know. 

And see, that's why this is so, so, kind of tough to swallow. Maybe I was proving something. Maybe I was running away. I don't know. But I was doing something. You know? Climbing up something. Something that wasn't there before, but then suddenly was, and it made me feel powerful and strong and, and, smart. And I liked that feeling. So I kept on going, because the feeling kept on going. And, I'd never felt that way before. I mean, strong maybe, but­not smart. 

But now I'm here. And I don't feel very smart. Because a smart person would know how to get down. I can't gain any footing on the sludge branch. I tried sliding down, but the few feet did it, well, it hurts an awful lot, and I'm not even sure I wouldn't fly off of it and land down there in a broken bone pile. And, then everyone would just say, Well, that's Jack. He doesn't know how to climb down, poor slow boy. And I guess they'd be right. So. 

(pause) 

The other thing I could do ... and this probably would show I'm just as slow of a boy. Because it sure doesn't seem like a smart idea. But it's all I can think of to not kill myself falling. 

(pause) 

See, I'm starting to hear voices. And not like voices in my head. I haven't turned silly yet. These are low voices. Really low. Booming voices, but not too loud yet. If you know what I mean. Like, a low rumble, sort like a bull when he sees his mate. So the idea, Black Crow, is just to ... keep climbing up. And maybe there's someone up there, one of the voices, who can help me, who can show me how to get down, or take me down. I'd be ok if someone else carried me down. I'd just ask them to do it at night, so no one in town would see. And I'd keep my eyes closed, so I'd remember it less. And then I could still sort of feel a little powerful. A little smart. So see? I've got it thought out now. At least a little bit. That's a step, right? So. I guess maybe I'll see you up there. If that's where you're going too. 

(pause, starts going up) 

It really doesn't feel like sludge when you're going up the stalk ..

END OF MONOLOGUE



PUNCH BOY – BING


(BING is in a suit or tux standing by himself with two cups of punch in his hands) 

It looks like Moira is having a great time. She looks so nice. I never thought such a pretty girl would want to go to the dance with me. I know I'm not ugly or weird or anything. But I never thought someone so beautiful would notice me. 

It's been an amazing night. I rented a limo and she must have liked it because she did a million selfies so she could show her friends. She had me wear shades and open doors like I was her bodyguard. And I took her to this really fancy restaurant and she got a kick out of ordering the most expensive thing on the menu. Now she is dancing with her friends, having a wonderful time. She wants me over here, waiting, in case she needs anything. I'm holding her punch right now. I'm the official punch holder. Punch boy. Oh she's signaling me. She needs a drink. Coming right up, madam! She likes it when I act like her butler or something. It makes her laugh. I love that laugh of hers. And she and her friends laugh at me a lot. 

END OF MONOLOGUE


WOLF MONOLOGUE – WOLF

I know exactly what you mean. People misconwhattionize me all the time.

Man, you accidentally knock down some pig's house with a sneeze and they start telling stories about you. And now there's this little girl and her red hood. Who knows what they'll say about this one.

I have self-a-team issues too.

Everyone is always going around saying "what a big nose you have" and "what big teeth you have." It hurts.

I just want to go away some place where I won't bother anyone.

They're always promising happy endings but where's my happy ending? All that happily ever after seems to be reserved for princesses and cute little animals. Especially bunnies. Why are rabbits always getting happy endings?

They're rodents, I tell you. Rodents!

END OF MONOLOGUE
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