
ONE ACT AUDITIONS MONOLOGUES 

(Select from one of the following.  Don’t worry about the gender of the character – select 

what speaks to your strengths.) 

 

Monologue #1 

From Death of a Salesman by Arthur Miller 

BIFF: Now hear this, Willy, this is me. You know why I had no address for three months? I stole 

a suit in Kansas City and I was in jail. I stole myself out of every good job since high school! 

And I never got anywhere because you blew me so full of hot air I could never stand taking 

orders from anybody! That’s whose fault it is! It’s goddam time you heard this! I had to be big 

boss shot in two weeks, and I’m through with it! Willy! I ran down eleven flights with a pen in 

my hand today. And suddenly I stopped, you hear me? And in the middle of that office building, 

do you hear this? I stopped in the middle of that building and I saw—the sky. I saw the things 

that I love in this world. The work and the food and time to sit and smoke. And I looked at the 

pen and said to myself, what the hell am I grabbing this for? Why am I trying to become what I 

don’t want to be? What am I doing in an office, making a contemptuous, begging fool of myself, 

when all I want is out there, waiting for me the minute I say I know who I am! 

 

Monologue #2 

From Goodbye Charles by Gabriel Davis 

 

WOMAN:  (standing in front of her soon to be ex-husband) 

 

I ate them. That’s right. I ate the divorce papers, Charles. I ate them with ketchup. And they were 

goooood. You probably want me to get serious about our divorce. The thing is you always called 

our marriage a joke. So let’s use logic here: If A we never had a serious marriage then B we 

can’t have a serious divorce. No. We can’t. The whole thing’s a farce, Charles – a farce that 

tastes good with ketchup.  You’re about to give up on a woman who is infinitely lovable.  For 

instance: Paul. He has loved me since the eighth grade. Sure, he’s a little creepy, but he reeeeally 

loves me. He’s made one hundred twenty seven passes at me, proposed forty seven times, and 

sent me over two hundred original love sonnets.  Paul may be insane, but I value his feelings for 

me.  I would never ask him to sign his name to a piece of paper promising to just turn off his 

feelings for me forever.  I’m not crying. I’m laughing. It’s all a big joke. It’s very funny, Charles. 

I keep waiting for you to say “April Fools.” Then I’ll rush into your arms and... But you’re not 

going to, are you? No. Of course not. It’s not April.  You see, the truth...the truth is, Charles, I 

ate the divorce papers, I ate them, because I can’t stomach the thought of losing you. 
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