
AUDITION SIDES 

 

Choose one from group A and one from group B.  

 

These sides are for use in our general season auditions. Directors will be holding 

call backs for each individual play. Even though you are selecting specific 

monologues and characters for auditions, you will still be considered for all roles 

for which you are available. Feel free to choose from any of the monologues 

below, regardless of age or gender.  

 

GROUP A (dramatic):  

 

WARGRAVE (male) from And Then There Were None 

You know my dear you were one of the last of my guests to be recruited. I 

happened to be crossing the Atlantic at the time and late one night the sole 

occupants of the smoking room were myself and a good-looking young man. He 

had taken a considerable quantity of drink and was in a maudlin, confidential 

state. He told me the most intriguing story. I can remember his words now. “I’ve 

known a murderess- know her I tell you. And what’s more I was crazy about her. 

You wouldn’t think a girl like that- a nice straight jolly girl- would take a kid out to 

sea and let it drown?” Naturally I had to be absolutely certain, so I asked if he was 

sure and suddenly sober he thrust his face into mine: “Quite sure. You see, she 

did it for me. I knew the moment I looked at her…” During the gramophone recital 

I watched the faces of you all closely. After my long court experience, I had no 

doubt whatever that you were guilty my dear.  

 

JONATHAN (male) from Sight Unseen 

Now, you got to admit there’s something really strange about all this, this kind of 

frenzy for art. I mean, what is this thing called art? What is it for? Why have 



people historically drunk themselves to death over the creation of it, or been 

thrown in jail , or whatever? I mean, how does it serve the masses? Can it serve 

the- I ask myself these questions all the time. The night of my first opening, it’s 

like these strangers witnessed a birth, like the work had no life before they laid 

eyes on it. We know, that’s ridiculous, of course, but this is what happens when 

you take art out of your little room and present it to the public: It’s not yours 

anymore, it’s theirs, theirs to see with their own eyes. And, for each person who 

sees your work for the first time, you’re discovered all over again. That begins to 

take its toll. You can’t be everybody’s discovery. It gets to be very demanding. 

Who are these people who are suddenly throwing money at you and telling you 

how wonderful and talented you are? What do they know? You begin to believe 

them. They begin to want things from you. They begin to expect things. The work 

loses its importance.  

 

BIRDIE (female) from The Little Foxes 

I’ve never had a headache in my life. You know it as well as I do. I never had a 

headache, Zan. That’s a lie they tell for me. I drink. All by myself, in my own room, 

by myself, I drink. Then, when they want to hide it, the say, “Birdie’s got a 

headache again-“ Even you won’t like me now. You won’t like me, anymore. Well, 

don’t love me. Because in twenty years you’ll be just like me. They’ll do all the 

same things to you. You know what, in twenty-two years, I haven’t had a whole 

day of happiness. Oh, a little, like today with you all. But never a single, whole 

day. I say to myself, if only I had one more whole day, then- And that’s the way 

you’ll be. And you’ll trail after them, just like me, hoping they won’t be so mean 

that day or say something to make you feel so bad- only you’ll be worse off 

because you haven’t got my Mama to remember-  

 

AMALIA (female) from PARFUMERIE 

Am I incapable of love, am I? Well you are very much mistaken, Mr. Horvath. Ah, 

but you are. Because I love someone so deeply that I almost died for him 

yesterday. And I’ve never even met him. And yet I love him with all my heart. I’ve 

loved him every minute that I’ve known him. But it’s so easy to love him, because 



he’s a real man, a gentleman, he’s kind and has a heart and a soul. Compared to 

you, Mr. Horvath, he’s a millionaire. Rich in wisdom, rich in gentleness and rich in 

his love for me. He wrote his love to me, the kind of love that is written only once 

in a lifetime. He wrote to me that he loves me more than Romeo loved Juliet, 

more than Troilus loved Cressida, more than Abelard loved Heloise. And I have 

returned his love in kind. What? Don’t you believe me, Mr. Horvath? Shall I show 

you some of his letters so you can see how wrong you are? Do you still think it’s 

possible that I could love someone this much and have them love me in return, 

equally, passionately? I never fully realized how thoughtless and unkind you truly 

are, Mr. Horvath. I detest you.  

 

ALEXANDRA (female, teen) from The Little Foxes 

Mama, I’m not coming with you. I’m going to Chicago. I mean what I say. With all 

my heart. The morning won’t make any difference. And there isn’t anything to 

talk about. I am going away from you. Because I want to. Because I know papa 

would want me to. Say no, mama, say it and see what happens. You can’t make 

me stay, Mama. Because I want to leave here. As I’ve never wanted anything in 

my life before. Because I understand what Papa was trying to tell me. All in one 

day: Addie said there were people who ate the earth and other people who stood 

around and watched them do it. And just now Uncle Ben said the same thing. 

Really, he said the same thing. Well, tell him for me, Mama, I’m not going to stand 

around and watch you do it. Tell him I’ll be fighting as hard as he’ll be fighting 

some place where people don’t just stand around and watch. Are you afraid, 

Mama?  

 

GROUP B (comedic):  

GHOST (female) from Mrs. Bob Cratchit’s Wild Christmas Binge 

 Even as a child, young Ebenezer Scrooge displayed a pronounced antipathy 
toward Christmas. In later centuries, we would probably identify Ebenezer's 
repeated saying of "Bah humbug"  as a kind of seasonal Tourette's 
Syndrome.  However, in 1843, when our story is set, we hadn't a clue what it 
meant - except that he was a nasty little child.  Children are so difficult, aren't 



they? You should see them backstage. I'm so glad I'm a ghost and I don't have any 
children. Hello. I am the Ghost of Christmas Past, Present and Yet To Come, 
including all media yet to be invented.  If you get me on DVD you can click on 
Special Features, and see twenty-seven other hairdo choices I have.  But we're in 
a live theatre presently, so you'll just have to accept my hair as it is. 
 

WELCH (male/ either) from RUMORS 

 

I’m going to say something now that’s not really part of my official capacity. But I 

don’t believe one thing I’ve heard in this room. I think there were gunshots here 

tonight I think someone or everyone is trying to cover up something. A man gets 

hit in the nose, another man stabs himself with a fork, someone’s BMW gets 

smashed up, the host takes a short-legged dog for a walk and then goes to sleep, 

the hostess takes her father to a hospital in California with a broken him, and 

nobody hears two gun shots because everybody is dancing, including a woman 

named Cookie who’s been cooking all night who can’t stand or walk! You people 

have to deal with me. I’m a real cop, you understand? I’m not somebody named 

Elmer that your kids watch on the Disney Channel… Now, I want some real 

answers, believable answers, and answers that don’t make me laugh. Now, I’ll 

give you five seconds to get him down here, or I’ll take two seconds and go 

upstairs and find him. Don’t mess with me now. I’m so close to a promotion, I can 

smell it. And I’m not going to screw it up with this case… Do I start counting or 

climb the steps? It’s up to you.  

 

MRS. TRUNCHBULL (either) from MATILDA THE MUSICAL 

 
Enter! Don't just stand there like a wet tissue. Get on with it. What is the school 
motto, Miss Honey? "Bambinatum est magitum." Children are maggots! In fact, it 
must have been Matilda who put that stink bomb under my desk this morning. I'll 
have her for that. Thank you for suggesting it. Nonsense. Haven't I just told you 
that she is a gangster? She is a squib. A shrimp. An unhatched tadpole. We cannot 
simply place her in the top form with the eleven-year-olds. What kind of society 
would that be? What about rules, Honey? Rules? An exception. To the rules. In 



my school? Look at these trophies. See how my trophies gleam in the sunlight? 
See how they shine? What do you think it took to become English Hammer 
Throwing Champion 1969? Do you think in that moment, when my big moment 
came, That I treated the rules with casual disdain? Well? Like hell! As I stepped up 
to the circle, did I change my plan? Hm? What? As I started my spin, did I look at 
the view? Did I drift off and dream for a minute or two? Did I let myself go. No, 
no, no, no! If you want to throw the hammer for your country, You have to stay 
inside the circle all the time. And if you want to make the team, You don't need 
happiness or self-esteem. You just need to keep your feet inside the line.  
Now get out! 

MR WORMWOOD (male) from Matilda The Musical 

Ladies and gentlemen! Hey. Before we, er, continue with proceedings, I would like 
to offer an apology for some of the things that have been going on here tonight. 
They are not nice things, and they are not right things. And I would like to state, 
guarantorically, that we would not like any children who might be here tonight 
watching this to go home and try these things out for themselves. I am, of course, 
talking about reading books. Now, it is not normal for kids to behave in this 
fashion. It stunts the brain, it wears out the eyes; it makes kids ugly, stinky, fatty, 
sweaty Betty, boring, gaseous . . . and crucially, it gives them head lice of the soul. 
Under no circumstances do we condone such activities, and we do so utterly 
without reservoirs. Now, can I just ask, by a way of a show of hands, how many 
grown-up people here has actually ever read a book? Come on, put em up.Don't 
take this the wrong way, but . . . Bookworm! Bookworm! Reading all the books 
like a stinky little worm. You read books, like a worm. Worms read books. You 
read books. Worms are stupid. You're a s–wurm. Ladies and gentlemen! May I 
present to you today the pinnacle of our achievements as a species. The very 
reason that we bothered evolving out of unicorns in the first place. 

 

 


