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Hello Year 9! 

• When we return in September, we will be performing 
monologues. 

• As a professional actor you will need to audition frequently for 
different projects. One way you might be asked to do this is to 
learn a monologue from an existing play. This would also be 
common practice for the main drama schools. 

• For this particular project, I would like you to study one of the 
monologues on the following slides. You will need to ensure you 
have done some background research into the 
character/play/playwright/setting in order to inform your 
interpretation of this monologue. 

• You will rehearse and film your audition and submit it before the 
summer break. When we return in September, we will revisit 



Marking Criteria
Learning aim A: Develop skills and techniques for performance

Level 1 Pass Level 1 Merit Level 2 Pass Level 2 Merit Level 2 Distinction

A.1P1 Demonstrate limited

development of 

performance

or design and interpretative

skills for performance or

design during the rehearsal

process.

A.1M1 Demonstrate basic

development of 

performance

or design and interpretative

skills for performance or

design during the rehearsal

process.

A.2P1 Demonstrate

appropriate development

of performance or design

and interpretative skills for

performance or design

during the rehearsal

process.

A.2M1 Demonstrate

effective development of

performance or design and

interpretative skills, and

techniques for performance

or design during the

rehearsal process.

A.2D1 Demonstrate

disciplined and organised

development of performance

or design and interpretative

skills, and techniques for

performance or design

during the rehearsal

process.

Learning aim B: Apply skills and techniques in rehearsal and performance

Level 1 Pass Level 1 Merit Level 2 Pass Level 2 Merit Level 2 Distinction

B.1P2 Apply limited

technical skills during

rehearsal when reproducing

repertoire as a performer or

designer.

B.1P3 Demonstrate limited

application of technical,

stylistic and interpretative

skills during performance of

existing repertoire as a

performer or designer.

B.1M2 Apply basic

technical skills during

rehearsal when reproducing

repertoire as a performer or

designer.

B.1M3 Demonstrate basic

application of technical,

stylistic and interpretative

skills during performance of

existing repertoire as a

performer or designer.

B.2P2 Select and apply

relevant technical skills

during rehearsal when

reproducing repertoire as a

performer or designer.

B.2P3 Demonstrate

competent application of

technical, stylistic and

interpretative skills

appropriate to the

performance of existing

repertoire as a performer or

designer.

B.2M2 Demonstrate

appropriate selection,

application and creative use

of technical, stylistic and

interpretative skills during

rehearsal and for

performance of existing

repertoire as a performer or

designer.

B.2D2 Demonstrate

considered selection,

application and assured use

of technical, stylistic and

interpretative skills during

rehearsal and for

performance of existing

repertoire as a performer or

designer



Part 1: 

Selection

Selecting the right monologue is often the hardest part. 
Often in an audition situation you will only have a few 
minutes to impress your auditioners, so it is important to 
pick something that will enable you to do that. Read 
through the monologues I have selected in this pack 
and pick the one you like the best. You do not have to 
choose one of those monologues if you can find a better 
one, but be sure the one you find is from a published 
play that was staged professionally and not one 
published purely on the internet or performed by 
students.

Consider: 

• Who are you? Do you share any experiences with the 
character in the monologue?

• What are your strengths as a performer? Think of 
feedback you have received in the past.

• How can you showcase your skills in that 2-3 
minutes?

• Which monologue will let your personality shine 
through?



Getting to know my play
Take notes on each question. Remember to carry out research if you cannot 

answer the question from the text alone. 

What play is my 
monologue from? 
(Include title and 

playwright)

What is the 
character’s name?

How old are they?
Where does the 
monologue take 

place?

When does the 
monologue take 

place?

WHY did you 
select this 
particular 

monologue to 
perform?

What makes it a 
great audition 

piece?



Part 2: Break It Down

Read through the monologue and determine what the character 
‘wants’ in this monologue. This is called their objective. 

Separate the speech into sections or “beats.” A change in thought 
or topic is a different beat (unit).

Make a note about the overall theme or topic of each beat. Try to 
keep it to one or two words.

For each beat, think what your character wants, or is trying to get.

Consider the rhythm of the speech, and the tempo. Where are they 
speaking quickly, where do they pause?



Part 3: Learn It. Early!

Get your lines learned 
(accurately!) as quickly as 
possible. You’ll be able to focus 
on your character and 
movements instead of struggling 
to remember what the next word 
is.

Try reading the monologue out 
loud, recording your voice and 
listening to the recording.

Try typing it out, or handwriting it. 
This may help you to learn it 
easier.

Experiment with different 
techniques to see what works 
best for you.

Using your voice: https://www.bbc.co.uk/bitesize/guides/z3c2yrd/revision/1

https://www.bbc.co.uk/bitesize/guides/z3c2yrd/revision/1


Part 4: 
Blocking
Now you have learned your monologue, try it on its feet, with different movements.

Tips

When you perform, think about your character and what he or she wants. Keep that goal or desire in your 

head at all times, to stay focused.

Try different movements, rather than just settling for the first ones you try. 

Vary movement so it is interesting to watch. Also, vary your speech so it is interesting to listen to.

Don’t add movement for the sake of it. Do what is natural.

Avoid standing and sitting back down too much. You’re not a jack in the box!

If you’re talking to another character, place a chair or similar marker so you know where they are. 

Avoid talking directly to the camera. Even if your character is talking to the audience, try to look above it, or to 

either side.



4. Answer these questions to help with 
your blocking.

1. What does the character WANT in this scene?

2. What emotions does the character experience in the 
monologue? Do their emotions change?

3. What causes the change?

4. What happened just before the monologue?

5. What happens just after the monologue?

6. Where might the character want to move? How? (eg. If they start 
sitting, is there a moment where they would naturally stand?)

7. Write these physical actions onto your monologue.



Draw a diagram of your movements 

below



Dealing with 
Performanc
e Nerves.

Try the following exercises to help with nerves.

Exercise 1

Take a slip of paper and for two minutes write down 
all your worries. After the two minutes are up, 
crumple up the paper or rip it up and throw it in the 
garbage.

Exercise 2

Try this visualization technique: Imagine yourself 
performing your monologue with confidence. 
Imagine yourself walking onstage calmly, 
performing the

monologue with clear diction, strong 
characterization, and crisp movements.

Imagine the audience giving you a standing ovation! 
How does this visualization make you feel?

Write down one thing you learned from this 

exercise. How can it help you become a 

better actor?

Was it easy or challenging? How did you feel 

after completing it?



Vocal 

warm up 



5. Record, Watch and 
Evaluate

Use your smartphone or digital camera to record yourself performing. Then watch it 
while taking notes on the performance.

Write down what you did well and what you can improve on. Then, try again!

Repeat this step as many times as you need to.

Self-Evaluation

• Monologue (title and playwright):

• Three things you did well:

• Three things you can improve upon for next time:



Auditions: Reflection

Reflect on your experiences during the Mock Auditions exercise process. 
Consider the following questions in your answer.

Length: 1 page

● Summarize this exercise in your own words.

● What was the easiest part of this exercise? The hardest? Why?

● Identify one thing you learned while doing this exercise.

● What would you do differently, given the chance to repeat the exercise?

● How does this exercise help you become a better actor?



Male roles



The Woman in Black
Adapted by Stephen Mallatratt from the 
book by Susan Hill 

KIPPS: It was nine-thirty on Christmas Eve. As I opened my front door and stepped outside I smelled at once, and with a lightening heart, that there had been 
a change in the weather. All the previous week we had had thin chilling rain and a mist that lay low about the house and over the countryside. My spirits have 
for many years have been excessively affected by the weather. But now the dampness of fogs had stolen away like thieves in the night, the sky was pricked 
over with stars and the full moon rimmed with a halo of frost. Upstairs, three children slept with stockings tied to their bedposts. There was something in the 
air that night. That my peace of mind was about to be disturbed, and memories awakened that I had thought forever dead, I had naturally, no idea. That I 
should ever again renew my acquaintance with mortal dread and terror of spirit, would have seemed at that moment impossible. I took a last look at the 
frosty darkness, sighed contentedly, and went in, to the happy company of my family. At the far end of the room stood the tree, candlelit and bedecked, and 
beneath it were the presents. There were vases of white chrysanthemums, and in the corner of the room a pyramid of gilded fruit and a bowl of oranges stuck 
all about with cloves, their spicy scent filling the air and mingling with the wood-smoke to be the very aroma of Christmas. I became aware that I had 
interrupted the others in a lively conversation. “We are telling ghost stories – just the thing for Christmas Eve!” And so they were – vying with each other to 
tell the horridest, most spine-chilling tale. They told of dripping stone walls in uninhabited castles and of ivy-clad monastery ruins by moonlight, of locked 
inner rooms and secret dungeons, dark charnel houses and overgrown graveyards, of howlings and shriekings, groanings and scuttlings. This was a sport, a 
high-spirited and harmless game among young people, there was nothing to torment and trouble me, nothing of which I could possibly disapprove. I did not 
want to seem a killjoy, old, stodgy and unimaginative. I turned my head away so that none of them would see my discomfiture. “And now it’s your turn.” “Oh 
no,” I said, “nothing from me.” “You must know at least one ghost story, everyone knows one.” Ah, yes, yes, indeed. All the time I had been listening to their 
ghoulish, lurid inventions, the one thought that had been in my mind, and the only thing I could have said was “No, no, you have none of you any idea. This is 
all nonsense, fantasy, it is not like this. Nothing so blood-curdling and becreepered and crude – not so…so laughable. The truth is quite other, and altogether 
more terrible. “I am sorry to disappoint you,” I said. “But I have no story to tell!” And went quickly from the room and from the house. I walked in a frenzy of 
agitation, my heart pounding, my breathing short. I had always known in my heart that the experience would never leave me, that it was woven into my very 
fibres. Yes, I had a story, a true story, a story of haunting and evil, fear and confusion, horror and tragedy. But it was not a story to be told around the fireside 
on Christmas Eve.

In this stage version of the classic novel two actors play all of 
the parts. In this monologue, which appears near the beginning 
of the play, KIPPS addresses the audience directly, setting the 
scene for what will happen later.



Punk Rock
Simon Stephens

CHADWICK: Human beings are pathetic. Everything human beings do finishes up bad in the end. Everything good 
human beings ever make is built on something monstrous. Nothing lasts. We certainly won’t. we could have made 
something really extraordinary and we won’t. we’ve been around for one hundred thousand years. We’ll have died out 
before the next two hundred. You know what we’ve got to look forward to? You know what will define the next two 
hundred years? Religions will become brutalised; crime rates will become hysterical; everybody will become addicted to 
the internet; suicide will become fashionable; they’ll be famine; there’ll be floods; there’ll be fires in the major cities of 
the Western world. Our education systems will become battered. Our health services unsustainable; our police forces 
unmanageable; our governments corrupt. There’ll be open brutality in the streets; there’ll be nuclear war; massive 
depletion of resources on every level; insanely increasing third-world population. It’s happening already, it’s happening 
now. Thousands die every summer from floods in the Indian monsoon season. Africans from Senegal wash up on the 
beaches of the Mediterranean and get looked after by guilty liberal holidaymakers. Somalians wait in hostels in Malta or 
prison islands north of Australia. Hundreds die of heat or fire every year in Paris. Or California. Or Athens. The oceans 
will rise. The cities will flood. The power stations will flood. Airports will flood. Species will vanish for ever. Including
ours. So if you think I’m worried by you calling me names, Bennett, you little, little boy, you are kidding yourself.

Punk Rock is set in the library of the sixth form in a fee-paying 
grammar school in Stockport. CHADWICK is an intelligent, 
nerdy boy who is often picked on by the rest of the group, 
primarily BENNETT. In this speech he is speaking to whole 
group about he doesn’t worry about ‘you lot’ anymore.



Little Malcolm and His Struggle 

Against the Eunuchs

David Halliwell

(Lights up. Dark outside. SCRAWDYKE is pacing about.)

SCRAWDYKE: Monday morning. Monday morning already. I’ve got to have another go at Ann tonight. Oh it’s got t’ be better than last Friday’s ‘eroic

performance. Got down to ‘er place, didn’t even manage t’get through t’garden gate. If I ‘and’t bumped into ‘er as I scuttled away I wouldn’t ‘ave even seen 

‘er. Told ‘er all about the Party, worked meself into a frenzy. And what did she say? “Sounds difficult.” That was it. That was ‘er reaction. That’s the 

tremendous impact I made! Now come on. It’s no use crying over spilled – Scrawdyke. I’ve got to work this out. Now – well she ‘as t’ walk up Princess 

Street. That’s ‘er quickest way t’ trolley stop in front o’ t’ Co-op. Suppose she comes – There’s only one other way she can get there, on Buxton Road. Yes, I 

know, I can ‘ide in that tunnel by Whitfield’s shop. One end looks down Princess Street t’ other end comes out on Buxton Road. So I’m in the tunnel. (He 

acts this out.)

So I watch down – Then I run up t’ t’ other end. I keep a constant watch. One way – then t’ other. I keep a constant watch. One way – then t’ other. I see ‘er

coming – say up Princess Street, that’s most likely. I watch ‘er walk up. She might see me! No, no, it’s dark. Lurk man lurk. Right, I watch ‘er. She comes up 

past. Suppose she’s got somebody wi’ ‘er. Oh they’ll leave ‘er go t’ t’ stop. What if a trolley comes and picks ‘er up before I can get there? Oh well, that can’t 

be ‘elped. It’s unlikely, unlikely, unlikely. So I see ‘er – then I come out. Walk on towards ‘er casual, just walkin’, upright, dignified. An’ when I get by ‘er, I just 

see ‘er, by accident. What if I falter? I won’t. I see ‘er – “Ah, hullo. Just come up from Tech? I’m just on me way back to the studio. Been out for a bit of a 

stroll y’ know. Look why don’t y’ pop in for a cup o’ tea if y’re not doin’ anything. You invited me down t’ your place an’ I’d like t’ return the compliment. It’s 

not exactly a pent’ouse but it ‘as one or two amusin’ features.”

Get ‘er in ‘ere. Sit ‘er down. Fire. Tea. Record. Then – Tell ‘er. Yes. Explain. I need ‘er. I want ‘er. I’m shy – Oh I c’n do it. The right atmosphere. I’m a 

remarkable man. She’ll soon see that. Once she understands, I’m away. The’s not really anything t’ stop me. The ‘ole thing’s organic. I shall triumph.

Malcolm Scrawdyke is an art student who has been thrown out 
of college and joined a radical political movement. In this 
extract he is alone, and plotting how to seduce Ann, a girl he 
has had his eye on for some time.
Location: Northern England



The Roses of Eyam
Don Taylor

Bedlam: I seen it, I seen it. (Whispers as though a secret) Three new graves, open in the churchyard. I laughed and danced, but they sent me 

away. They don’t think it’s funny, putting a man in a hole… (Sees a procession with a coffin) … They’ve got Peter Halksworth in that long box … 

They’ve nailed him in. In case he changes his mind. (A second cortege appears.) … They’ve put Thomas Thorpe in that one., because he didn’t 

wake up when they shook him. And in that one his wife, Mary. Just because her toes went black. They owned a shop. But last night a white 

cricket sang at the back door, and this morning the shutters are closed…. They’ve stopped all the music and planted them in the earth. Perhaps 

they think they’ll grow, like flowers…. (MOMPESSON enters) … Mister! … Can I come with you? … I been playing in the grass by the church! I 

seen four graves. Four… There’s one all grass. Not opened yet… (MOMPESSON leaves and BEDLAM shouts after him, his words gradually 

becoming terrified.) … And I seen another one, and another, and another, all in a line, and black buds on all the trees, and a forest of crosses 

growing up the street, and all over the river and all across the valley, ‘till it’s all thick and dark, no  more people, just big, black trees..! (Alone) … 

Nobody listens to the mad boy…

(He turns in circles, holding up his hands as though catching snowflakes.)

Snow – snow – snow – I’m going to build a snowman for Christmas. I’ll make him big and strong like Marshall Howe, with a hat and a clay pipe, 

and a stick in his hand. He’ll be all right while it stays freezing. But when it gets warmer his face will go black and dirty, and he’ll get old, and 

when the sun comes out again, I’ll watch him melt away to a little pool of dirty water. Then he’ll be all gone, and they’ll be nothing left except 

his hat and his clay pipe and his stick, and I expect I’ll wonder why I bothered to make him at all… (He looks very sad for a second, then bends 

down scrabbling in the snow and making noises.) Nobody listens to the mad boy! (exits, bell tinkling.)

The Great Plague started in the village of Eyam, Derbyshire and the play 
is set there. Each day more villagers die, and here the local madman, 
known as the Bedlam, watches and talks of the sad happenings in his 
own strange way.
Time: 1665
Note: Two short speeches have been joined here.



Once a Catholic
Mary O’Malley

DEREK: Look I’ve told you a hundred times, she didn’t mean nothing. And I didn’t do nothing, neither. 
Nothing much anyway. I mean, be fair. She come up and spoke to me in the street. I never knew her from 
Old Mother Hubbard, did I? You know how it is when I get me attacks of neuralgia. My eyesight gets 
affected, don’t it? I couldn’t make out what she looked like in the street. She could have been a really 
beautiful bird for all I knew. When I got her inside the house and see what she really looked like I had to 
draw the curtains double quick. I should have known that was asking for trouble, though, ‘cos once you’re in 
the dark with somebody it might just as well be anybody, you know how it is. Oh, no, you don’t, of course. 
Well, I’m only human, know what I mean? Not like you. No. You’re about as warm as a Lyons choc ice you 
are, darling. It’s about bleedin’ time you faced up to the fact that I’ve been impairing me capabilities for the 
sake of respecting you. It’s a wonder I ain’t done myself some sort of permanent mischief. Not that I get any 
credit for it, oh no. it’s all been a bleedin’ waste of time. It’s quite obvious you don’t wanna go out with me 
any more. You don’t have to say it. I’m going by the way you’re acting towards me. I mean, I don’t go looking 
for it, darling. But if it happens to come my way…I can’t very well help myself, can I? And who in this world 
would blame me the way you behave towards me. You know my old nan was half Italian, don’t you?

While Mary McGinty, one of the more sophisticated members of The Convent of Our 
Lady of Fatima’s 5th Form, is on a school trip, her boyfriend, Derek, gets involved with 
the less attractive, rather innocent Mary Mooney. In this scene, Derek, a tall, thin, 
Teddy boy in his late teens, is pacing up and down, smoking, trying to explain himself 
to Mary McGinty. The scene takes place in Derek’s house, somewhere in the Willesden 
area of London, in 1977.



Kes
Barry Hines

ANDERSON: Well it was once when I was a kid. I was at junior school, I think, or somewhere like that, and I went down to fowlers Pond, me and this other kid. 
Reggie Clay they called him, he didn’t come to this school; he flitted and went away somewhere. Anyway it was Spring, tadpole time, and its swarming with 
tadpoles down there in Spring. Edges of t’pond are all black with ‘em, and me and this other kid started to catch ‘em. It was easy, all you did, you just put your 
hands together and scooped a handful up and you’d got a handful of tadpoles. Anyway we were mucking about with ‘em, picking ‘em up and chucking ‘em back 
and things, and we were on about taking some home, but we’d no jam jars. So this kid, Reggie says, ‘Take thi wellingtons off and put some in there, they’ll be all 
right ‘til tha gets home.’ So I took ‘em off and we put some water in ‘em and then we started to put taddies in ‘em. We kept ladling ‘em in and I says to this kid, 
‘Let’s have a competition, thee have one welli’ and I’ll have t’other, and we’ll see who can get most in!’ so he started to fill one welli’ and I started to fill t’other. 
We must have been at it hours, and they got thicker and thicker until at t’end there was no water left, they were just jam packed wi’taddies.

You ought to have seen ‘em, all black and shiny, right up to t’top. When we’d finished we kept dipping us fingers into ‘em and whipping ‘em at each other, all 
shouting and excited like. Then this kid says to me, ‘ I bet tha daren’t put one on.’ And I says ‘ I bet tha daren’t.’ so we said we’d put one on each. We wouldn’t 
though, we kept reckoning to, then running away, so we tossed up and him who lost had to do it first. And I lost, oh, and you’d to take your socks off an’ all. So I 
took my socks off, and I kept looking at this welli’ full of taddies, and this kid kept saying, ‘Go on then, tha frightened, tha frightened.’ I was an’ all. Anyway, I 
shut my eyes and started to put my foot in. Oooo. It was just like putting your foot into live jelly. They were frozen. And when my foot went down, they all came 
over t’top of my wellington, and when I got my foot to t’bottom, I could feel ‘em squashing about between my toes.

Anyway, I’d done it, and I says to this kid, ‘Thee put thine on now.’ But he wouldn’t, he was dead scared, so I put it on instead. I’d got used to it then, it was all 
right after a bit; it sent your legs all excited and tingling like. When I’d got em both on I started to walk up to this kid, waving my arms and making spook noises; 
and as I walked away they all came squelching over t’tops again and ran down t’sides. This kid looked frightened to death, he kept looking down at my wellies 
so I tried to run at him and they all spurted up my legs. You ought to have seen him. He just screamed out and ran home roaring.

It was a funny feeling though when he’d gone; all quiet, with nobody there, and up to t’knees in tadpoles.

Written in 1968 and set in Barnsley, Yorkshire, this is the story of 14-year-old Billy Casper, and his kestrel 
hawk. The character of Anderson, another 14-year-old schoolboy, is a minor one; he appears during a 
scene in Billy’s school when the teacher asks the boys to describe some ‘real happening’ in their lives. 
‘Anything at all, Anderson…everyone remembers something about when they were little. It doesn’t have 
to be fantastic, just something that you’ve remembered…’



Female Roles



My Mother Said I Never Should
Charlotte Keatley

JACKIE: How dare you! (Goes to hit ROSIE but cannot.) You’re at the centre of everything I do! (Slight pause.) Mummy treated me as 
though I’d simply fallen over and cut my knee – picked me up and said you’ll be all right now, it won’t show much. She wanted to make it 
all better. (Quiet.) … She was the one who wanted it kept secret… I WANTED you, Rosie. (Angry.) For the first time in my life I took care of 
myself – refused joints, did exercises, went to the clinic. (Pause.) ‘It’s a girl.’ (Smiles irresistibly.) – After you’d gone I tried to lose that 
memory. (Pause. Effort.) Graham…your father. (Silence.) He couldn’t be there the day you were born, he had to be in Liverpool. He was 
married. (Emphatic.) He loved me, he loved you, you must believe that! (Pause.) He said he’d leave his wife, but I knew he wouldn’t; there 
were two young children, the youngest was only four…we’d agreed, separate lives, I wanted to bring you up. He sent money. (Pause.) I 
took you to Lyme Park one day, I saw them together, across the lake, he was buying them ice creams, his wife was taking a photo. I think 
they live in Leeds now, I saw his name in the Guardian last year, an article about his photographs… (Pause.) It was a very cold winter after 
you were born. There were power cuts. I couldn’t keep the room warm; there were no lights in the tower blocks; I knew he had an open 
fire, it was trendy; so we took a bus to Didsbury, big gardens, pine kitchens, made a change from concrete. I rang the bell. (Stops.) A 
Punjabi man answered, said he was sorry… they’d moved. By the time we got back to Mosside it was dark, the lift wasn’t working –
(Stops.) That was the night I phoned Mummy. (Difficult.) Asked her. (Pause.) I tried! I couldn’t do it, Rosie. (Pause.) It doesn’t matter how 
much you succeed afterwards, if you’ve failed once. (Pause.) After you’d gone… I kept waking in the night to feed you… A week … in the 
flat… Then I went back to art school. Sandra and Hugh thought I was inhuman. I remember the books that came out that winter – how to 
succeed as a single working mother – fairytales! (Pause.) Sandra and Hugh have a family now. Quite a few of my friends do. (Pause.) I 
could give you everything now. Rosie?...

The play is about four generations of women living in 20th century London and 
Manchester. In 1971, 19-year-old Jackie had an illegitimate baby, Rosie. Her 
mother, Margaret and father, Ken, bring Rosie up as their own child, but when 
Margaret dies in 1987 Rosie finds her birth certificate. Here, Rosie has just 
accused Jackie of wanting her own life more than she wanted a child.

Setting: The garden of Ken and Margaret’s suburban semi, in Rayne’s Park, 
London, early morning, just after Margaret’s death. 

Time: 1987



Our Day Out
Willy Russell

• MRS KAY: Pardon me. What’s got to stop? … (Quietly.) I was just thinking; it’s a shame really isn’t it? We bring them to a 
crumbling pile of bricks and mortar and they think they’re in the fields of heaven. Well I’d suggest that if you want the 
chaos to stop you should simply look at it not as chaos but what it actually is – kids, with a bit of space around them, 
making a bit of noise. All right, so the head asked you to come along – but can’t you just relax? There’s no point in 
pretending a day out to Wales is going to be of some great educational benefit to them. Most of these kids were rejects 
the day they came into the world. We’re not going to solve anything today Mr Briggs. Can’t we just give them a good day 
out? Mm? At least we could try to do that. (Beginning to let her temper go.) Well, what’s your alternative? Eh? 
Pretending? Pretending that they’ve got some sort of future ahead of them? Even if you cared for these kids you couldn’t 
help make a future for them. You won’t educate them because nobody wants them educating… No you listen Mr Briggs, 
you listen and perhaps you’ll stop fooling yourself. Teach them? Teach them what? You’ll never teach them because 
nobody knows what to do with them. Ten years ago you could teach them to stand in line, you could teach them to obey, 
to expect a little more than a lousy factory job. But now they haven’t even got that to aim for. Mr Briggs, you won’t teach 
them because you’re in a job that’s designed and funded to fail! There’s nothing for them to do, any of them; most of 
them were born for factory fodder, but the factories have closed down. I’m not going to let you prevent the kids from 
having some fun. If you want to abandon this visit you’d better start walking because we’re not going home. We’re going 
down to the beach! (She walks away.) Colin, round everybody up. Come on everybody, we’re going to the beach. You 
can’t come all the way to the seaside and not pay a visit to the beach.

Mrs Kay and Mr Briggs have taken a class of 14-year-olds on a day trip to Wales. The 
children are all from the ‘Progress Class’ of a comprehensive in the backstreets of 
Liverpool, most of them have no aims in life and their futures are depressingly empty and 
bleak. But this day has given them a chance to let loose for once and play havoc. Mrs Kay 
tries to persuade her colleague that not all the benefits of such a day have to be 
educational.



Oleanna
David Mamet

CAROL: Why do you hate me? Because you think me wrong? No. Because I have, you think, power over you. 
Listen to me. Listen to me, Professor (pause) It is the power that you hate. So deeply that, that any atmosphere of 
free discussion is impossible. It’s not unlikely. It's impossible. Isn't it? Now. The thing which you find so cruel is the 
selfsame process of selection I, and my group, go through every day of our lives. In admittance to school. In our 
tests, in our class rankings Is it unfair? I can't tell you. But, if it is fair. Or even if it is unfortunate but necessary for 
us, then, by God, so must it be for you. (pause)

You write of your responsibility to the young. Treat us with respect, and that will show you your responsibility. You 
write that education is just hazing. (pause) But we worked to get to this school. (pause) And some of us. (pause)
Overcame prejudices. Economic, sexual, you cannot begin to imagine. And endured humiliations I pray that you 
and those you love never will encounter. (pause) To gain admittance here. To pursue that same dream of security 
you pursue. We, who, who are, at any moment, in danger of being deprived of it. By the administration. By the 
teachers. By you. By, say, one low grade, that keeps us out of graduate school; by one, say, one capricious or 
inventive answer on our parts, which, perhaps, you don t find amusing. Now you know, do you see? What it is to 
be subject to that power. Who do you think I am? To come here and be taken in by a smile. You little yapping fool. 
You think I want revenge. I don’t want revenge. I WANT UNDERSTANDING.

Background Info: Carol is speaking with her college professor. The 
setting is the professor's office. The two started the discussion 
about Carol's grades, but the discussion rapidly turned to a heated 
debate. 



Educating Rita
Willy Russell

RITA: (angrily) But I don’t wanna be charming and delightful: funny. What’s funny? I don’t wanna be funny. I wanna talk seriously with 
the rest of you, I don’t wanna spend the night takin’ the piss, comin’ on with the funnies because that’s the only way I can get into the 
conversation. I didn’t want to come to your house just to play the court jester.(....)

But I don’t want to be myself. Me? What’s me? Some stupid woman who gives us all a laugh because she thinks she can learn, because 
she thinks one day she’ll be like the rest of them, talking seriously, confidently, with knowledge, livin’ a civilized life. Well, she can’t be 
like that really but bring her in because she’s good for a laugh!

I’m all right with you, here in this room; but when I saw those people you were with I couldn’t come in. I would have seized up. Because 
I’m a freak. I can’t talk to the people I live with anymore. An’ I can’t talk to the likes of them on Saturday, or them out there, because I 
can’t learn the language. I’m a half- caste. I went back to the pub where Denny was, an’ me mother, an’ our Sandra, an’ her mates. I’d 
decided I was n’t comin’ here again. I went into the pub an’ they were singin’, all of them singin’ some song they’d learnt from the juke-
box. An’ I stood in that pub an’ thought, just what the frig am I trying to do? Why don’t I just pack it in an’ stay with them, an’ join in the 
singin’?

(Angrily) You think I can, don’t you? Just because you pass a pub doorway an’ hear the singin’ you think we’re all O.K., that we’re all 
survivin’, with the spirit intact. Well I did join in with the singin’, I didn’t ask any questions, I just went along with it. But when I looked 
round me mother had stopped singin’, an’ she was cryin’, but no one could get it out of her why she was cryin’. Everyone just said she 
was pissed an’ we should get her home. So we did, an’ on the way home I asked her why. I said, ‘Why are y’ cryin’, Mother?’ She said, 
‘Because- because we could sing better songs than those.’ Ten minutes later Denny had her laughing and singing again, pretending she 
hadn’t said it. But she had. And that’s why I came back. And that’s why I’m staying.

Rita is a working class woman in her 40’s. She has been taking evening 
classes to try to improve herself, but struggles, both to adapt to her new 
surroundings and also with what her friends and family think of her. In this 
scene, she is talking to her lecturer, Frank about her frustrations.

Background Info: Liverpool accent, England. 



Shakers
John Godber and Jane Thornton

NICKI: It is something I’ve put together myself. Er… I’ve written all the words down on a piece of paper so you can test 
me. Yeah. Right. It’s called The Smile (Pause.) Right I’ll start shall I? (Pause.) I’m a bit nervous, so it might be a bit shit. 
She’d been in hospital for about four days. She was seventy. She went into hospital for an hysterectomy; the operation 
had been a great success. I went to see her and she looked great, she even showed me the stitches. She’s my gran, by 
the way. So at work, I was having a laugh and a good time. Then they rang, the hospital, said she’d had a stroke. So I 
went on the bus to the hospital, I felt sick, travelling all that way on a bus. She was on the sixth floor, I remember that, 
in a side cubicle in a ward full of old ladies. I walked into the room. My mam and dad were looking out of the window, 
looking across the parkland of the hospital. And my uncle and auntie were there, looking out of the window; they were 
crying. My gran was laid in bed; half of her face was blue and deformed, her mouth was all twisted and taut, one eye 
was closed. She looked at me and tried to smile. I remember the crying in the background. She tried to speak but said 
nothing. She just laid there. ‘Hello, gran,’ I said. ‘Hello. What’s all this bloody nonsense about having a stroke? Eh?’ And 
she just smiled at me. She just smiled. 

The four characters in Shakers are long-suffering waitresses in the town’s trendy 
cocktail bar. During the play the girls switch from role to role giving the audience 
insight into the many types the bar attracts. But each girl is given a chance to 
reveal something of her life outside Shakers. Nicki, aged about 20, has always 
wanted to act; in her speech she tells the others about her chosen audition piece.



The Gut Girls
Sarah Daniels

ANNIE: I was in service, oh, not round here, no, in a beautiful house in Blackheath, and I was real proud of meself, 
oh, I was. The master and mistress was all right, never thrashed you or anything, they was above that. Had a son at 
Oxford University, really nice spoken, educated gentleman. When he came home in the holiday, he wouldn’t let me 
be. In front of anybody, I mean, he treated me like dirt, but would creep up on me when no one was about. I 
fought him. I pleaded with him, I threatened him, but he’d laugh. His mama would never believe it of her darling 
son. Oh, and I wasn’t the only one, and it didn’t only happen once and when I fell, that was it – got shot of me. I 
‘ad nowhere ter go, nowhere. I walked the streets and I was picked up and taken to be examined – six months 
gone I was – for diseases, to them I was a prostitute and the way they treat you and the way they look at you, and 
the way they hate you, and the way they blame you and everyone blames me. But I never cried, not one of them 
saw me cry and when I got to that home, it was awful but it was heaven. And even when I was told it was dead I 
never cried. Why don’t they tell you birth is such an awful, bloody, terrible, painful thing? It was born with the cord 
round its neck. It had strangled itself the poor, poor, little tiny thing and I looked at it before they took it away 
(Bitterly.) and I thought, you lucky, lucky bastard, how much better if I’d have been born like that.

She starts to sob for the first time since the baby was born. ELLEN looks at her and puts her arm round her and lets 
her cry.

The play is set mainly in the gutting shed of the slaughterhouse at the cattle market in 
Deptford at the turn of the twentieth century. Annie, aged 16, is the ‘new girl’. She 
worked previously as a servant, and since the stillbirth of her illegitimate baby, lives in a 
home for ‘friendless girls’. She is at first shocked and sickened by the foul conditions in 
the meat gutting sheds. In this scene she has made friends with an older girl, Ellen, and 
is visiting her room.



Daisy Pulls It Off
Denise Deegan

Daisy: (to the audience) Daisy Meredith, daredevil, tom-boy, possessed of a brilliant mind, exuberant, quick-witted, fond of practical 
jokes, honourable, honest, courageous, straight in all things and…an Elementary School pupil. Father – dead. Mother – a former opera 
singer who struggles to keep a home together for herself. Daisy, and Daisy’s brothers – Dick, Douglas, Daniel and Duncan in a small 
terraced house in London’s East End, by giving music lessons to private pupils. Daisy has recently taken an exam which will, if she 
succeeds in passing it, enable her to gain a place as the first ever scholarship pupil at Grangewood Girls School, one of the most famous 
educational establishments in the country. If, however, she fails the exam, she must leave her elementary school at the end of the year 
and take up some form of ill-paid menial work to which she is little suited. Thank you… (To herself) I do wish the postman would hurry 
and bring the letter containing the exam results – but it isn’t even eight o’clock yet. I must win the scholarship, I so want to go to 
Grangewood. How topping it would be to learn Latin and Greek, to play hockey on their famous pitch, to make friends with all those jolly 
girls and have midnight feasts and get into fearful scrapes just like they do in books. I should miss mother and Dick, Douglas, Daniel and 
Duncan of course…and all my chums at Elementary School. But I must win the scholarship for the sake of others as well as for myself, for if 
I, the first scholarship pupil at Grangewood, make a success of the scheme, Grangewood will open its doors to other Elementary School 
pupils as poor as myself… (The letter arrives) Mother! Oh, mother, I’m through! I’ve got the scholarship, I can go to Grangewood… 
(MOTHER enters and helps Daisy get into her school uniform.) I hope I make a success of it. I’ll have a good education, pass all my exams 
and then, when I leave, find a job as a teacher in an Elementary School and perhaps I’ll earn enough money to buy you the country 
cottage you’ve always wanted, and to pay for Dick, Douglas, Daniel and Duncan’s education if they haven’t won a scholarship by then… 
(To the audience) The summer holidays passed all too slowly, for Daisy, that is, until the time came to say goodbye to those she loved best 
… Write often, Mother, I’ll be dying to know what you’re all doing, and any news you may hear of my old school pals. (Hearing a whistle 
off) We’re off – oh, Mother. See you at the end of term.

This comedy is a pastiche of the popular schoolgirl stories of the Twenties by writers like 
Angela Brazil and Ethel Talbot. But it must not be ‘sent up’ or over acted in such a way as 
to spoil its sincerity and heart. It tells the story of Daisy Meredith, a poor Elementary 
School girl who wins a scholarship to Grangewood School for Young Ladies. This speech is 
at the very start of the play. The letter could be placed on the floor, ready for Daisy to find.

Time: 1927



Dreams of Anne Frank
Bernard Kops

ANNE: Morning star, evening star, yellow star. Amsterdam. 1942. The German army occupies Holland. They have applied terrible rules that 
we must obey. Rules for Jews. That applies to me. ‘Jews must wear a yellow star. Jews cannot go on trains. Jews must not drive. Jews 
cannot go shopping, except between three and five. Jews must only patronise Jewish shops.’ We cannot go to the cinema, play tennis, go 
swimming. I cannot even go to the theatre. And now for the most frightening thing of all. They are beginning to round Jews up and take us 
away. Away from our homes, our beloved Amsterdam. A few days ago I celebrated my thirteenth birthday. My parents gave me this diary. 
It is my most precious possession. Yesterday I was just an ordinary girl living in Amsterdam. Today I am forced to wear this by our Nazi 
conquerors. Morning star, evening star, yellow star.

Where are we going to hide? … Will we be alright? … What do I leave behind? What can I take? … (Gets her satchel as she hears the 
answer ‘Absolute essentials’.) Essentials. My school satchel. I’m going to cram it full. Hair curlers…. Handkerchiefs. School books. Film star 
photographs. Joan Crawford. Bette Davis. Deanna Durbin, Mickey Rooney. Comb. Letters. Thousands of pencils. Elastic bands. My best 
book. Emil and the Detectives. Five pens. (She smells a little bottle.) Nice scent. Oh yes! Mustn’t forget my new diary. Have you seen it? … 
We’re going into hiding. (The others, the family, are all busy packing.) Four days later. It was Thursday the 9th of July. I shall never forget 
that morning. It was raining. Imagine leaving your house, maybe forever…. Goodbye, house… We’ll always remember you… Thank you for 
everything. My brain is at a fairground, on the roller coaster. Up and down. Happy. Sad. Afraid. Excited. My emotions are racing. My 
imagination spilling over. After all, I am a creative artist. I’m going to be a writer when this war is over. (She lingers as the others wait.) 
Imagine leaving your house, forever. (Starts to go, but stops…) Diary! Can’t go without my diary… Hello diary… I shall write everything 
down. Everything. Thoughts. Events. Dreams…. I shall confide my secrets. Only to you.

The events in this version of Anne Frank’s life are created 
atmospherically, with the minimum of scenery and furniture. Music 
and a fluidity of action, suggest the dreams and imaginings of the 
13-year-old Jewish girl. This is the opening of the play, linking two 
scenes together.

Time: 1942, in Amsterdam, Holland, during the Second World War.
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