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 FEMALE 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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A DONUT DAYDREAM  - LULU

I’m dreaming of a donut. I’m that hungry. Like, literally, day dreaming about tasting one. Biting into one. I’m not sure which one I’d choose…Maybe the kind with chocolate icing on the outside and that creamy filling.  What are those called? Cream puffs? Not that but…they’re so good.  So rich.  I like that feeling of a little kind of explosion as my teeth hit the pastry.  And the filling just spills out into my mouth.  Or maybe I’d go for a glazed donut.  They’re simple. But we all know they’re the best, right?  The melted sugar.  The glaze.  That slight hint of a yeasty dough. I like to feel the glaze melt on my tongue.  Turn from icing into liquid.  You know you can really taste the sugar, so intense, right on the front of your tongue?  I really should be studying. I know that.  I have my books right here. But when you’re hungry…you know…it’s all you can think about.  I guess this is how those kids in Africa feel.  Those poor kids.  You know it’s my mom that made me skip lunch. 

END OF MONOLOGUE



BABY ANTS IN A PIE – ROBIN

There are ants in the—oh, gross—oh, gross—there are ants in the pie! Ew ew ew! Squish them--quick!  Wait--is that a queen in it? Is that possible?  It looks like it has wings. That would mean, I guess, that would mean they must have their nest there, or their hill or farm, whatever it’s called…They must have made the pie their home. And…I already ate a piece—and I don’t even know if I regret it yet because it was really amazing apple pie, but that also means…I probably ate some…ants…and maybe some…baby ants…if the queen just hatched them.  Are baby ants like worms? Or just tiny looking ants?  Oh, I really don’t know anything about ants.  But I do know that I do not want to eat them, and I definitely don’t want to eat a baby ant. I mean…look, ants are gross. Really, just all bugs are gross.  Except maybe…butterflies—but otherwise, yuck, right? But a baby…I mean, a baby can’t help it if it was born in an apple pie. A baby is just…waking up…and…

END OF MONOLOGUE



CRUCIBLE EXCERPT – MARY WARREN

I never knew it before. I never knew anything before. When she come into the court I say to myself, I must not 
accuse this woman, for she sleeps in ditches, and so very old and poor. But then- then she sit there, denying and 
denying, and I feel a misty coldness climbin' up my back, and the skin on my skull begin to creep, and I feel a clamp 
around my neck and I cannot breathe air; and then (entranced) I hear a voice, a screamin' voice, and it were my 
voice- and all at once I remembered everything she done to me! 
(Like one awakened to a marvelous secret insight)
So many times, Mr. Proctor, she come to this very door, beggin' bread and a cup of cider-and mark this: whenever I 
turned her away empty, she mumbled. But what does she mumble? You must remember, Goody Proctor. Last 
month-a Monday, I think--she walked away, and I thought my guts would burst for two days after. Do you 
remember it? 
And so I told that to Judge Hathorne, and he asks her so. "Sarah Good," says he, "what curse do you mumble that 
this girl must fall sick after turning you away?" And then she replies (mimicking an old crone) "Why, your 
excellence, no curse at all. I only say my commandments; I hope I may say my commandments," says she! Then 
Judge Hathorne say, "Recite for us your commandments!" (Leaning avidly toward them) And of all the ten she 
could not say a single one. She never knew no commandments, and they had her in a flat lie!                                    END OF MONOLOGUE

HOW TO BE A PIRATE – BONES

Now we need to teach you to be a pirate. Sly will be there to help but you need a few tips from a real pirate first. 

Lesson 1 ... you can't be happy. 

Pirates are always grumpy and if something good happens, they growl and get angry. It might look like they are excited but they're not. They're angry that it wasn't better. And they'll stay angry until all the treasures of the world are theirs. And then the anger dies down, they get grumpy again. 

Lesson 2 ... no baths, no washing, no cleaning up, no perfume ... 

Nope, nada, zip. Pirate's take pride in their stench. It's like a contest or something. And it makes it easier when everyone smells bad. If you're the only one who smells good, it's rough. It's better to blend in the bad smells ... it's like an orchestra of stink. If someones out of tune, it throws off the balance. 

Lesson number ... the next one ... You have to stop being so girly. Female pirates are the roughest, toughest, leanest, meanest human beings ... nay ... creatures! ... to ever travel the sea. If a male steals one gold, you steal two. If a male cuts off one finger, you cut off two. Be better or be dead.

END OF MONOLOGUE



SHE’S SO UGLY – SKYLER

She’s so ugly, I feel so bad. No, seriously, I do, because I have, like, a really high level of empathy. I took a test online and I’m basically an empath. So think of walking in to school every day like that, and worse, oh my god, worse, our dance class, right? Everyone is so pretty in that class. We can’t help it. Attractive people like to dance and that’s not our fault and that’s not discrimination. It can’t be, because Hannah’s in that class, and well… (pause) She must feel so alone. Her poor face…oh my God, her poor hair and skin and eyes. Look, you guys know I think everyone is beautiful in their own way. You saw what my shirt said yesterday, right? “Being Beautiful Is Everyone’s Destiny.” Everyone’s. Not just mine. And I wouldn’t wear it if I didn’t believe it. You know I hold true to my convictions. It’s why everyone likes me. (pause) But Hannah…I mean, maybe we need to focus on her inner beauty, you know? And it’s like, we could do a make-over, and draw some beauty out, but, I really don’t think that’s enough. The standard in our class is just too high. So. I was thinking. You know how poor people think five dollars is, like, the jackpot, but, to us, you know, it’s nothing. We can’t even get a manicure for five dollars. But it’s the same five dollar bill, whether you’re poor or, you know, blessed. It’s all about perspective. So. Maybe. We could—you know, like, ugly ourselves down, change the whole perspective. I know it’ll be a challenge, but all the colleges want students who can challenge themselves. And they love it when people do things for the disadvantaged. So. Are you in? Should we, like, go shave our heads or something? 

END OF MONOLOGUE


STARS – UNKNOWN PROTAGONIST

Now those stars up there in the sky have staying power. I can always count on them. I can always look up and know they'll be there for me. The stars on Earth burn out too quickly. They have a moment where they shine so bright but then poof. They're gone. A memory. Sometimes not even that. But with the stars in the sky, I know they'll be there night after night, always there for me to make a wish. 

I make wishes all the time. I watch for the first star each night and say ... 

"Star light star bright, first star I see tonight ... I wish I may, I wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight ... " I always make the same wish, but I can't tell you what it is. Then it might not come true. I really want it too. It would change my life. 

So I go to wishing wells with lucky pennies ... Those pennies you find that people have lost ... Unlucky for them ... Lucky for me ... Then I toss them in the wishing well in front of the old museum. And I toss them in the fountain at the mall. .. Each time making my wish. 

Have you ever wanted anything that badly in your life? So badly that you can't imagine your future without it? 

I would be so sad if my life wasn't different ... If things didn't change ... If I was still stuck here ... In this life. But I won't stop wishing ... I can't ... 

I don't want to be left with nothing ... I want some meaning ... A reason things my life turned out this way. I want this suffering to be worth while.




END OF MONOLOGUE
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