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INTRODUCTION
Finding the perfect monologue can be a complicated task. You need
a strong, juicy piece of material that will highlight your talents—
preferably a piece that hasn’t been seen thousands of times already.
Furthermore, to fully understand the context of your monologue, you
need the play itself at your fingertips to help you prepare. Often that
play is impossible to track down. That’s where Actor’s Choice comes in.
We at Playscripts, Inc. have long looked forward to creating a book
of monologues drawn from the 1000+ plays we publish. There’s a
wealth of engaging, dynamic monologues found within those plays—
and we’re thrilled to make many of them available to you now.
But here’s what makes Actor’s Choice truly unique: For every
monologue, you have the option of reading up to 90% of the play it
comes from, all from one source, and all for free. Simply visit the
Playscripts, Inc. website at www.playscripts.com. No longer do you have
to waste time searching for a script— the work’s already done for
you.
On behalf of all the exceptional playwrights represented in this book,
we hope that you enjoy these monologues, and that you get the part!

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK
Every monologue in this book is preceded by a brief description that
introduces the context. If you’d like to read the play itself, we’ve
made the process simple:
o
o
o
o

Go to the Playscripts, Inc. website: www.playscripts.com
Run a search for the play title.
Click the Read Sample link and read away.
If you’d like to read the entire play, you may order a book at any
time from the Playscripts, Inc. website.

AMERICAN KLEPTO
Allison Moore
A woman in her early 20s stands outside her boyfriend’s car on a road in Arizona. He caught her with a piece of petrified wood that she stole from the national
park they just visited. She attempts to explain.
WOMAN. I don’t know how it got here. It’s just a piece of wood.
Okay, petrified wood. Don’t do that. This entire trip you’ve been
judging me, 700 miles and now you judge my moisturizer, my hiking
boots, my cell phone—which, I might add, you were very happy to
use yesterday when the tire blew and you remembered you never
replaced the freakin spare. Who I am is suddenly wrong out here. I
mean, why does it matter if I want to buy some moccasins or a
leather hairclip? Why does it matter if the stitching isn’t authentic to
the tribes of the area? Why does it matter if I’ll never wear them
when we get home?
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

CRUMBLE
(LAY ME DOWN, JUSTIN TIMBERLAKE)
Sheila Callaghan
Barbara awkwardly attempts to comfort her estranged niece, Janice, through girltalk a year after the death of Janice’s father.
BARBARA. Janice honey… Mommy says your hair is wire and your
breath is napalm. Mommy says you asked for seven really strange
gifts this year. Your poor Mommy is so worried. You know how she
gets. You don’t want to give Mommy a lobotomy, do you? Are you
thinking of Christmas last year? You can talk about it. Hm?
Oh, I think I know… I was eleven once too… I had a Secret Crush.
Mickey Forinelli. Never told a soul, not even my best friend. I
watched him eat lunch every day. That boy could eat… do you watch
boys eat.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

FREAKSHOW
Carson Kreitzer
Turn of the previous century. Amalia is perched on a pedestal, against which is
propped an old-fashioned, elaborately lettered sign: The Woman With No Arms
And No Legs.
AMALIA. You are wondering if I have ever had sexual intercourse.
(Pause.) Of course. If it has occurred to you already, having only just
met me, don’t you think it would have occurred to someone before
you? Some man some time, who would have found it quite easy to
find me alone some night? Of course. Although I have no arms or
legs the rest of me is quite normal. My face is even beautiful. I know
this. People are not afraid of flattering me or giving me a swelled
head, because I have no arms or legs. They don’t even say it to me,
really. I just hear them as they walk by. “MY GOD SHE’S
BEAUTIFUL” they say to each other in varied tones of incredulity.
How could a freak, they ask themselves, have been blessed with such
beauty? That is why people are afraid of me. I have a lover. As a
matter of fact. A very sweet man. He is the man who cleans out the
animals’ cages. His name is Matthew. Good, solid, Biblical name. Ran
away to join the circus. Or, more precisely, Mr. Flip’s Freakshow and
Travelling Jungle.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

HISTORY LESSON
David Lindsay-Abaire
Maggie, a park ranger who has been dumped and fired by her boyfriend/boss,
gives a (possibly) historically inaccurate tour of Mount Rushmore.
MAGGIE. And what’s interesting about George Washington, and
most people don’t know this about him, he wasn’t just the father of
our country, he was also the father of the first septuplets born in the
United States. Martha gave birth to seven children on October 5th,
1762. Five of the children were very badly behaved, so they were sold
into white-slavery, while the two remaining, Maxwell and Hortense,
drowned tragically in the Potomac while trying to retrieve their
father’s wooden teeth, which had fallen out of his mouth while he
was beating a seagull with a canoe paddle.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

JIMMY CARTER WAS A DEMOCRAT
Rinne Groff
Emily is a fierce union organizer for air traffic controllers. She despises gravity—
how it teaches for every flight of success, there is always a fall.
EMILY. There’s a lot of pressure, a lot of pressures, a lot of forces
that conspire to keep us down.
Gravity is the worst, of all those forces. You can’t get away from it.
Gravity’s always there. It dooms us straight from the start. I read
somewhere that when a woman gets pregnant, you know egg and
sperm, right away that little package starts turning and stuff, and it’s
all affected by gravity. I mean, even before we know who we are,
even before we’re born; this shit, it’s just pulling on us. It colors
everything. What’s the first thing that pops into your head when you
hear these words: Up? High? She’s flying? Those ought to be nice
words, great words, words of potential. But on account of gravity, all
you can think of is the inevitable Down; Low; She’s crashed.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

THE JOYS OF CHILDHOOD
Kirsten Greenidge
Claudette Cox, an overzealous and overprotective mother, is interviewing for a
new nanny after the last one had to be let go. She gives a list of detailed instructions pertaining to the care of her daughter.
CLAUDETTE COX. (Sits cross-legged with pen and clipboard:) So.
(Smiles.) Let’s see here. (Regards clipboard:) Vassar: wonderful. I’m a
Yalie, myself. Study abroad: fantastic. Although I see here you spent
your time in Paris and the children study Spanish—personally I’m
with you: viva la France—but maybe you could take a class? Or listen
to one of those tapes, one of those language tapes. Yes? Now, the
position isn’t terribly difficult. School ends at three, violin on
Mondays, ballet Tuesdays and Thursdays, pottery every other
Wednesday, calligraphy every other other Wednesday and riding every
Friday. (Pause.) No. No, no it’s not too much activity: they’re bright;
they’re exceptionally bright. Now where was…oh, yes, Riding-onFridays. Except every third Friday when Sequoia—my oldest and the
one with the (Motions around her eyes with her pinky finger, then whispers)
…patch: yes. We don’t talk about that. (Zips her mouth shut.)
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

THE LAST WOMAN ON EARTH
Liz Duffy Adams
It’s the year 2509, exactly ten minutes before the end of the world, and the 512year-old (though still apparently young) title character is declining to board the last
evacuation ship. As the clock ticks, she tells its captain and her Lunatic (moonborn) assistant why.
EARTHLING. Fuck yes, I’m tired, I’m fucking whacked but that’s
not it, that’s not my POINT, it’s memories, Christ’s sake, I’m FULL.
Every word you say is lodging itself into a FULL HOUSE. Not a
question of good memories, bad memories, acres and acres of
ordinary memories, I’m full, it’s too much, I don’t want any more.
From the moment my dad woke me up one midnight and said, look,
honey, it’s the new millennium, you’ll always remember this. And
now he’s been dead four hundred and forty years and I’m a walking
graveyard of memory. I’m the only living human to remember
graveyards, or automobiles or cassette players or who the Beatles
were. I remember phone numbers and street addresses when there
are no longer phones or streets. I remember a sway-backed horse in a
muddy field, a flock of tiny black birds over a marsh, burning cold
feet in ice-skates as twilight fell. I remember the crash of two
thousand and one, the Accidental Armageddon of ’23, the great
biodiversity crisis of the mid-twenty-first. I can still smell the acrid
smoke of the fall of New York
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

LIVES OF THE GREAT WAITRESSES
Nina Shengold
Kay, a born-again waitress in her 40s, explains what it takes to be one of the
greats. The role was originally played by an actress of color.
KAY. You either got it, or you don’t. If you don’t, you won’t ever. So
don’t even bother. Don’t strain. Oh, there’s things you can learn,
sure. The fine points. The stance. “Heat that up for you?” “Toasted?”
But honey—scratch that, make it hon—a truly great waitress is born.
You get what I mean? It’s a feel thing. Deep under the bones of your
bones. In your cells. Some reporter once asked Louis Armstrong
what “swing” meant. Louis looked the guy dead in the eyeball and
said, “If you gotta ask, you’ll never know.” He would’ve made a great
waitress.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

MOTHER RUSSIA
Jeffrey Hatcher
A humorous piece about an old Russian woman remembering a celebrity obsession
that she once had for a Soviet leader who visited her village once when she was
young and without restraints.
KLEBB. I miss Khrushchev. I miss Brezhnev. I even miss Andropov and Chernenko. You talk about your Western televideo sex
symbols, your Gyorgi Clooneys, your Yimmy Mitz, your Daveed
Hasselhoff. Soviet leaders. These men were sexy. Watch them on the
Kremlin wall on May Day…The overcoats, the gloves, the wave…
(She waves the stiff wave of a Soviet leader, then shudders in ecstasy.)
OHHHHHH! I am getting wet all over again!
(She rocks baby.)
In old days, when Soviet leader would come to village, all the women
would line the streets to catch a glimpse. That’s how I met Nikita.
Oh, did I have a crush on that guy! “We will bury you!” he told
Americans. (Shouts:) “Bury me, Nikita!” (Calms.) He came to our village
when I was still teen-ager. I didn’t sleep all night the day he came. I
put my hair in the traditional tight bun, the way Nikita liked it
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

A MURDER OF CROWS
Mac Wellman
Nella, amidst the lunacy of her shouting brother and sister-in-law’s clumsy attempts to comfort her, tries (unsuccessfully) to retain a shred of dignity.
NELLA. I know, I know, I know: It’s my fault. If only I’d been
kinder, gentler more loving and sophisticated none of this would’ve
come to pass. I know, please forgive me for being such a fool; I
know I’ve been a total fool with my life, all of it, including getting
poor and homeless after his death and having to impose like this, on
the good will of relations, my dear brother and my sister-in-law, both
of you, successful and clear-sighted and pillars of the community, and
far above Susannah and me, poor folks who ought to be swept under
the rug, or otherwise disposed of, as one would do with garbage, catlitter or moldy old clothes, clothes not even fit for the Salvation
army.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

PASSIVE BELLIGERENCE
Stephen Belber
Two men with opposite demeanors have just been interviewed for the same job:
Gail’s full-time lover. Gail runs down a list of qualifications that they must
possess in order to meet her needs—needs which her husband hasn’t been able to
fulfill.
GAIL. Good, good. (Putting résumé down, addressing them both:) Well as I
said, I’m a little pressed for time today. I told myself that I would hire
someone by—(Looking at watch) —five o’clock, and here it is, five
o’clock, I think I’ve interviewed sixty people already and I still can’t
seem to find someone I like. But you’re both pleasant surprises and
both very qualified so I feel like I’m almost there. So, thanks for that.
As you can probably imagine, when I asked myself what the qualities
were that I was looking for in a full-time lover, a number of variables
presented themselves to me. To begin with, availability. My husband
and I have only been married a year but he’s already begun avoiding
his corporeal responsibility to me. Maybe he’s got someone else,
power to him if he does, all I know is that he’s putting in 65-hour
weeks down there at Paine Webber which really doesn’t leave him
with the time and energy required to properly service his wife. And
the fact is, this little car needs more than the occasional tune-up.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

POOF!
Lynn Nottage
Loureen struggles with feelings of guilt and jubilation over her abusive husband’s
recent death and her newfound freedom.
LOUREEN. Everybody always told me, “Keep your place,
Loureen.” My place, the silent spot on the couch with a wine cooler
in my hand and a pleasant smile that warmed the heart. All this time I
didn’t know why he was so afraid for me to say anything, to speak
up. Poof! …I’ve never been by myself, except for them two weeks
when he won the office pool and went to Reno with his cousin
Mitchell. He wouldn’t tell me where he was going until I got that
postcard with the cowboy smoking a hundred cigarettes… Didn’t
Sonny Larkin look good last week at Caroline’s? He looked good,
didn’t he…
(FLORENCE nods. She nervously picks up Samuel’s jacket, which is
hanging on the back of the chair. She clutches it unconsciously.)
NO! No! Don’t wrinkle that, that’s his favorite jacket. He’ll kill me.
Put it back!
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

SPLIT
Allison Moore
Lisa, a bubbly, slightly naive single mother in her late 20s, asks her co-worker to
cover a shift at the factory.
LISA. I think my daughter is going to go to the Olympics. That’s
why I need the shift covered. I mean, it’s a ways off. She’s only eight.
But in other countries, in China or Russia, they have scouts, who visit
schools and identify, exceptional children? And when they find them,
they’re like moved so they can train with the masters. Mr. Sawicki,
Kelly’s gym teacher, he told me about it. He said we don’t really do
that in America, but he said Kelly could definitely get a track
scholarship for private high school. And private school would be
good, because, you know, Park High is pretty rough. I don’t really
understand why we don’t do it here, you know, work with younger
kids? I mean, if they’re doing it in China. America is definitely better
than China, right?
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

THREE SECONDS IN THE KEY
Deb Margolin
A Mother, suffering from Hodgkin’s disease, recalls attempting to smoke medicinal pot.
MOTHER. You know, I can’t smoke pot, I really can’t. So many of
my friends and colleagues have long enjoyed the benefits, the
temporal and spiritual beauties of pot, the way it just extracts the
diseased parts out of a moment and replaces them with silence or
laughter, but I can’t smoke it. It unzips me; some little silk pillow that
holds all my hells and hierarchies rips open, and my mind pours out
like mercury in little drops and just bounces. I can’t smoke pot, I just
can’t get it done.
I temporarily forgot this aspect of my identity when they told me I
had Hodgkin’s disease. Two haughty and symmetrical glands swelled
on either side of my neck; one went down, the other didn’t. It’s often
like that in relationships! I was told to take this foolproof
chemotherapy and get my life back. The doctor said it was a sword of
Damocles, this Hodgkin’s, which I could just move out of my way
with some simple chemo, which was “very well tolerated” and “sure
to work,” and that’s how this sacred mistake got made, with the pot.
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!

WONDERLAND
Brooke Berman
Mia, a quirky performance artist, is onstage performing a monologue about the
similarities she and Marilyn Monroe share. With so much in common, include ing
similar family histories, body types, and aspirations, Mia ponders about whether
or not Marilyn Monroe also shared her obsession with food.
MIA. Do you think Marilyn Monroe had issues with sugar? Cravings
for brownies? Or mint ice cream? Or just the frosting off the tops of
cinnamon rolls and cupcakes? I mean, we all know about the
champagne and the sleeping pills, but do you think that with all that
lusciousness, sugar was ever an issue? See, I identify with Marilyn
Monroe. We have the same body type. And, we both got dumped by
our fathers and raised by crazy mothers, you know a similar family
history, and so I think, anyway, that Marilyn Monroe and I probably
crave the same things. Like stardom, for one, and reinvention and
belonging and sexual attention, all that stuff. And neither one of us
knows quite what to do with promptness or underwear. So, wouldn’t
it stand to follow that we’d both crave sugar?
--End of monologue excerpt-To read the rest of this monologue, order
Actor’s Choice: Monologues for Women now!
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