
Scholarship Auditions 

Possible speeches  

We know selecting an appropriate speech for an audition can be challenging. Below is a 

selection of monologues which we think would be suitable for prospective Drama Scholars to 

perform. This is intended to be helpful but not prescriptive – if you have found your perfect 

piece then please do show us that, but if you want some ideas... here they are. 

It is important that you learn the speech only so that you can perform on the day with 

confidence and with a full range of movement. We are not testing memory! If you forget a line, 

please don’t worry. Bring a copy of the script and we can prompt you.  

We are interested in seeing how potential Drama Scholars process notes, so please don’t be 

alarmed if we ask you to do your speech in a completely different way – it doesn’t mean you 

got it wrong to begin with! 

Some of these speeches are quite long. You might just want to perform a section of them. 

Female 

Lucy from Alan Ayckbourn’s Invisible Friends 

Teenager Lucy’s family is too busy to pay her attention, so she decides to revive Zara, her 

imaginary childhood friend. This time, however, Zara really comes to life materialises, bringing 

with her a replacement father and brother. Lucy is about to learn you have to be careful what 

you wish for. Even fantasy families aren’t perfect, after all. 

Act 1  

(as she goes upstairs, to audience) 

Lucy Come with me, if you will. Upstairs. If you listen very carefully you can just hear the 

distant sounds of the greater spotted Grisly Gary, my unbelievably talkative brother. Grisly 

Gary is doing a building course at the technical college, training to be a bucket. (She reaches the 

door of Gary's room. The music is louder now.) Here we go. I'll just have a quiet word with 

him. Cover your ears. 

Lucy opens Gary's door. The heavy-metal music comes up to a deafening level. Lucy, when she speaks, is 

quite inaudible. Gary, lying on the bed with his eyes closed, fails to notice her at all. 

(mouthing, swiftly) 

Hallo, Grisly. It's your loving sister, Lucy. Just to tell you I've been picked for the school 

swimming team. Thought you'd like to know. Bye, Grisly.  

Lucy closes the door again. The music goes down to a lower level. I enjoyed that chat. She opens the 

door of her own room and goes inside. 



This is my room. No one's allowed in here, except me. I'm a very tidy sort of person. Which is a 

bit extraordinary in this house. I think I must be a freak. I actually like to know where I've put 

things. This is my bed. That's my desk. And up there on the shelf. Those are my special, most 

favourite books. 

The music pounds through the wall. 

Actually, one of the reasons I keep it tidy is because my very, very best friend, Zara, also likes 

things tidy. Oh yes, I ought to explain to you about Zara. You may have heard my mum talking 

about my invisible friend. Do you remember? Well, that's my invisible friend, Zara. introducing 

her This is Zara. I want you to meet Zara. Zara, say hello. That's it. Will you say hello to Zara, 

my invisible friend? I invented Zara – oh, years ago – when I was seven or eight. Just for fun. I 

think I was ill at that time and wasn't allowed to play with any of my real friends, so I made up 

Zara. She's my special friend that no one can see except me. Of course, I can't really see her 

either. Not really. Although sometimes I… It's almost as if I could see her, sometimes. If I 

concentrate very hard it's like I can just glimpse her out of the corner of my eye.  

She is thoughtful for a second.  

Still. Anyway. I've kept Zara for years and years. Until they all started saying I was much too 

old for that sort of thing and got worried and started talking about sending for a doctor. So then 

I didn't take her round with me quite so much after that. But she's still here. And when I feel 

really sad and depressed like I do today, then I sit and talk to Zara. Zara always understands. 

Zara always listens. She's special. Aren't you, Zara? She listens to Zara. What's that? Yes, I wish 

he'd turn his music down, too. I've asked him, haven't I? mimicking Gary ‘How can I hear it if I 

turn it down, I can't hear the bass then, can I?’ I used to have pictures in here but every time he 

put a disc on they fell off the walls. Pause. The music continues. I mean, don't get me wrong. We 

like loud music, don't we, Zara? We love loud music. Sometimes. yelling BUT NOT ALL THE 

TIME. Pause Why doesn't he ever listen to quiet music? Just once. Wouldn't that be nice? 

The music changes to a delicate piece of Bach, just48 for a second. Gary sits up in an attitude of deep 

appreciation, eyes still closed. Then the music resumes as before, and he lies back down again. 

But if he did that, he wouldn't be Grisly Gary then, would he? Pause. Oh, Zara, did I tell you I've 

been picked for the school swimming team? Isn't that exciting? Yes. Thank you. I'm glad you're 

excited, too. Good. Pause. Shouting IF ANYONE IS INTERESTED AT ALL, I WAS PICKED FOR 

THE SCHOOL SWIMMING TEAM TODAY. WHAT ABOUT THAT, FOLKS? She listens. No 

reply  Great. Thanks for your support, everyone. tearful They might at least… They could have at 

least… Oh, Zara… I know you're always here, but sometimes I get so… lonely… 

  



Kelly from Artefacts  

Artefacts depicts a father-daughter reunion which, after 16 years, crosses between the world of a 

British teenager and an Iraqi expert in antiquity, and is complicated by the ambivalent gift of a 

precious Mesopotamian vase.  

Part 1, Scene 1  

Kelly stands with her bag. 

Kelly I just wanted one of those Saturdays, one of those good rainy Saturday afternoons when 

you lie back, watch a film, call your mates, text a boy, yeah? But this afternoon had just been 

weird cos my phone wasn’t ringing, no one had plans, Mum’s stressed downstairs with work 

and I’m kind of trapped in my room cos it’s raining, I’ve homework to do which I know I’m not 

gonna and there’s nothing on TV but football and antiques. So all in all it’s kind of depressing? 

He’s downstairs. Saw his coat. And yeah, so I was walking in circles and I moved my furniture 

around and tried on different clothes in different combinations and I know what it’s all about, 

it’s cos of what I want to look like tomorrow cos tomorrow’s when I thought we were going to 

meet. 

She only told me yesterday. It’s Friday night, I’d got back from school and I’m going straight 

down the pub with my mate Sarah and this bunch of lads from St Nics – some of them are quite 

fit – and I was late but she stops me on the way out and says Kelly we have to talk. She always 

picks moments like that to stop me moments when it’s going to be a problem. What? What is it? 

And she says it’s your dad. He’s coming round on Sunday. Er. I thought he didn’t want to see 

us? He walked out on you, you hate him, you don’t know where he is, he’s probably dead. Well 

he’s not, Kelly. He’s coming for lunch. On Sunday. Turns out she had stayed in contact with 

him after all, but he lived abroad and hadn’t wanted to see me until now. Why? She didn’t 

know. Where has he been then? 

Get this. 

Iraq. 

Jesus. 

Baghdad. 

What, does he work for a charity or … 

No. 

He’s from Iraq. 

So I’m half Iraqi. 

I said I had to go, met a friend. Sarah. And Sarah was asking me had someone died cos I wasn’t 

saying anything, which for me is unusual. But I was thinking – who is he? Does he have a 

family? Have I got a brother or a sister? Has he got a big tongue? Cos all my family have got 

small tongues but mine is massive, look … 



She sticks her tongue out. 

Tillie from Echoes by Henry Naylor 

Henry Naylor's play Echoes is a two-hander exploring aspects of colonialism, drawing parallels 

between the lives of a modern-day Jihadi bride and a Victorian pioneer.  The story is told by two 

different storytellers. They each deliver their monologues directly to the audience, through the 

‘fourth wall’. 

Fade up on a young, Victorian pioneer woman, Tillie. She’s strong, smart – seventeen years old. 

Three months at sea. The lump sugar is gone. 

The eggs are rotten, and thrown overboard. India cannot come too soon. 

At dinner a handsome Lieutenant approaches. 

Winks conspiratorially. And presents me with a fig. 

‘Slipped the store master a few coins.’ 

I smile gratitude. 

Then bite the flesh. There’s a smell of rot, and the fizz of ferment. 

A maggot inside. Wrestling with its own being. 

‘Oh. Oh, I’m so sorry,’ blushes the appalled Lieutenant. 

He would crush it. But I stay his hand. 

‘It is one of God’s creatures!… Insects. Hobby of mine – and this one performs the most 

spectacular transformation in nature. More wondrous than the caterpillar… Blind, now, hopeless. 

But soon to grow wings, legs. Thousands of eyes.’ 

The Lieutenant snatches the fig, maggot and all, and crushes it in a puffed fist. Red juice running 

through his fingers. 

‘Flies are not suitable discourse for a lady.’ 

[…] Could perform one or other half of this speech 

I must confess. 

I was a maggot, once, writhing on a dungheap called Ipswich. 

Blind, wingless, directionless. 

Thrashing around, trying to find a man. For my Christian desire is to produce children for the 

Empire. 

But there are no men in Ipswich. Only a succession of squinting dullards…My latest suitor is 

Francis, the pasty son of a leather manufacturer. 

A ninny, who has taken exception to the railways. 

‘Heed my words, these “railways” are but a fad. 

Some of these vehicles travel in excess of twenty-five miles per hour.’ 

‘Why is that so objectionable, sir?’ I say. 

He baulks. ‘What lady is going to want to travel at such ferocious speeds? Think of the damage 

to their hairstyles.’ 

‘Ah, nullum bonum valebat perdere lapsas.’ 

‘Er, quite,’ he says. 

I smirk. ‘It means: “Never let an adventure get in the way of a good hairstyle”.’ My father’s jaw 



tense, as he bids Francis farewell. 

‘A capital woman,’ says Francis, ‘Capital. If only she hadn’t floored me with her Greek.’ 

My father shuts the door, his rage, palpable. 

‘You are too spirited. How many men of means do you think there are in Ipswich?’ 

I look out on to the square. See the governesses wrapped in their threadbare gloves and carpet 

bags. 

Spinsters at twenty-five. 

My destiny. 

 

  



Cara from Fast by Fin Kennedy 

 

The play is set among a group of Year 11 classmates (fifteen to sixteen years old) of mixed social 

backgrounds, in an unnamed state secondary school, in a medium-sized British town, near to 

some countryside. Cara, a sixteen-year-old student, is from a farming family, and we learn that 

one year previously her father had killed himself. When Cara’s school holds a twenty-four-hour 

fast in aid of Oxfam, Cara decides she will not eat again until Tesco’s and the other suppliers, 

whom she holds responsible for driving her father to suicide, are held to account. 

 

Cara: Just hit record. 

He starts recording. Cara speaks to camera. 

(To camera.) My name is Cara Leary. I’m in Year Eleven at Redford Secondary. Twenty-four 

hours ago I stopped eating. It was a sponsored fast for Oxfam, but I’ve decided to make it last. 

Twelve months ago, my dad lay down on some train tracks in the middle of the night. He was a 

farmer. For years he’d been messed around by the big supermarkets and fast-food chains who 

refused to pay him a proper price for his crops. My dad was a quiet man, and never spoke 

about this. But I’m not quiet. And this is my protest. I will not be eating again until Redford 

Secondary bans all snack machines on school premises. I will not be eating again until Redford 

Secondary uses only fairly traded UK produce in its canteen. I will not eat again until our local 

council clamps down on the thirty-seven fast-food outlets that exist within one square mile of 

our school. And I will not eat again until I get meetings with heads of all the major supermarket 

chains which have an outlet in our town. This fast started for charity. But charity begins at 

home. Join me, and help demand a living wage for UK farmers and their families. Enough is 

enough. The revolution starts here. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Male 

Jim in Chatroom by Enda Walsh 

Chatroom is a play about manipulation, cyberbullying and adolescent insecurity. It was first 

performed as part of the 2005 National Theatre Connections season, an annual festival of new 

plays for youth theatres and schools. It received its first professional production in the Cottesloe 

auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 10 March 2006. 

The play's action takes place in a staged representation of the virtual space of an internet 

chatroom. A group of bored and restless teenagers – William, Jack, Eva, Emily and Laura – 

spend their time deconstructing children’s literature and the messages in modern pop music. 

But when a new member, Jim, joins to share his depression and thoughts of suicide, the 

conversation takes a dark turn. The group is torn between those who want to help and those 

who see this as a chance to create a martyr for the teenage population. 

In this speech Jim explains to a compassionate girl, Eva what happened the day his father left 

him. 

Jim: All right then. 

A pause. 

Right, well, I’m six years old and my three brothers are going away with my mother for the 

weekend… a treat for something or other. My dad’s staying behind and my mother says that 

he’s to look after me. That it would be a chance for us to bond. So they’re gone and me and my 

dad are sat at the kitchen table looking at each other. Like we’re looking at each other for the 

first time, you know. He asks me what I want to do and straight away I say I want to go and see 

the penguins in the zoo. When I was six I was going through some mad penguin obsession. I 

used to dress up as a penguin at dinner times and always ask for fish fingers… stuff like that. If 

it wasn’t penguins, it was cowboys. Cowboys were cool. A penguin costumed as a cowboy was 

always a step too far, funnily enough. (Laughs a little.) 

So we go to the zoo and I wear my cowboy outfit… get my gun and holster, my hat and all that. 

We get the bus and it’s sort of funny to see my dad on a bus and away from the house. We start 

to have this chat about when I was born and what a really fat baby, I was… but how after a 

week or so I stopped eating any food and everyone was very worried. That he was very 

worried. That he was so happy when I got better and they could take me home. (Slight pause.) 

We’re in the zoo and I go straight to the penguins. Standing in my cowboy gear… looking at the 

penguins… having such a great chat to my dad on the bus… it was a perfect childhood day. 

(Pause.) He lets go of my hand and says he’ll be back with my choc ice. And he goes. (Pause.) 

He’s gone. (Pause.)243I’m happy looking at the penguins but it’s an hour since he’s left and I go 

to look for him. I’m walking about the zoo and I’m not worried yet. And I don’t talk to anyone. I 

leave the zoo and I go to the bus stop we got off at earlier. I get on the bus. I tell the driver my 



address. He asks where my parents are and I say they’re at home waiting for me. I stay on the 

bus in the seat nearest the driver. After a while we end up at the end of our street and the driver 

says, ‘So long, cowboy.’ (Smiles a little.) He was nice. (Pause.)I get the key from under the mat 

and open the door and go inside the house. And I’m alone there. I take off my cowboy clothes 

and hang up my hat and holster. It being Saturday night I have a bath and get into my pyjamas 

because my dad would have liked that. I have a glass of milk and some biscuits and watch Stars 

in Their Eyes ’cause that was his favourite programme on the telly. (Slight pause.) It’s getting 

dark outside and I start to worry. The house is feeling too big so I get my quilt and take it into 

the bathroom and lock the bathroom door and it feels safer with the door locked so I stay in 

there. And he’s not coming back. (Pause.) He’s never coming back. (Pause.) I stay there for two 

days. 

 

 

 

 

  



 

Tom Rakewell from Success 

Based on Hogarth’s series of paintings The Rake’s Progress, this is a morality play with a 

contemporary setting.  The story revolves around a young city boy, Tom Rakewell who makes a 

fortune and loses it all. His journey around a dystopian city leads him to falling in love with a 

waitress, being led astray by the dangerous Nick Shadow, and being rescued by the mysterious 

bag-lady. It is a stylish, poetic play, which takes place in a series of slightly unreal locations. 

Tom Rakewell is getting dressed in front of a mirror. 

 

I’ve never had a party. But Nick Shadow  

says it’s the right time. He says it has  

to be the best party in history. He says  

it’s my chance to get ahead. To  

capitalise on my success. It’s cost a  

fortune. Literally. I’ve given it almost  

all I’ve got. But I’m keeping that a  

secret. Thank god for credit. To the max!  

Here’s to success!  

 

He kisses the case and puts it behind the mirror.  

 

All my friends have city pads and country  

estates, and stretches of coastline. They  

have forests, and hunting lodges, and  

helipads on castle roofs. But the  

truth is I just don’t get the countryside.  

I love the song of my mobile  

phone, not the song of the thrush. I like  

Ikea, not Antiques. I’m from the suburbs.  

Dirty word, I know. I hated the place.  

Careful lawns and careful hedges, careful  

cars and careful savings. My mates all  

ran away; they went backpacking for a  

year and a day. Not me. I got a job. I  

went to work. They sent me cards from  

temples in jungles, and hidden beaches,  

and the highest waterfalls. And they’d  

say; Cool! Awesome! Wow! And I’d just  

delete the lot. Because I’d found what  

they were seeking: the lost treasure. 

 



 

 

Ralph from Lord of the Flies by William Golding 

In the midst of a raging war, a group of British school children are left stranded after surviving 

a devastating plane crash. Ralph is voted the leader over outcast Piggy and rule-breaking Jack. 

As tensions rise and the hunger for power grows, the group divide and become wildly out of 

control. 

Ralph: 

What makes things break up like they do? I mean, what is wrong with people? Let’s go to the 

other side of the island to hunt and have fun…and die here on this bloody island!? Doesn’t 

anyone care about getting rescued?! The fire should always be the number one priority! If it 

wasn’t for Jack, I would probably be at home right now… 

My hair… it’s so long… I mean, I can barely see. And I can barely get my fingers through it. My 

clothes… they’re like cardboard. The salt… it’s everywhere. Look at my nails. I would do 

anything for a bar of soap… anything just to have a bath. Look at my face… look at me! I 

probably look like one of Jack’s hunters with all this dirt. Stupid face painting…as if they think 

it actually helped them catch that boar. I could be home right now. I could off this island with 

mom and dad and… 

Mom always told me that sometimes things are better left unsaid and I have tried. I have tried 

to reason with him. I don’t understand. I was voted chief fair and square. He always says I am 

afraid and I am sometimes. But who wouldn’t be? Even Jack looked scared when he ran down 

that mountain. But of course, he will never admit that. What did I ever do to Jack? Why do you 

hate me, Jack? 

I just wanted to work together, get things done on this island, and do everything we can to be 

rescued. But he doesn’t seem to care. I know he has a family; doesn’t he want to see them? And 

he is such a show-off: “I cut the pig’s throat, I spilled her blood” So what Jack?! Is that going to 

get us rescued? Of course not. The fire will. It is our only hope. Only no one understands that. 

Well, Piggy does, but Piggy understands everything, but it doesn’t matter anyway. There was a 

ship… 

Supposed I stopped caring? Just like the others. Only Piggy seems to care… and I need more 

than Piggy on my side…So maybe I should forget the fire, put mud and blood on my face and 

join the rest of them. They seem to be having fun. And they probably have eaten lots of meat. 

Some meat would taste really good right now… So maybe I should stop caring too…  

 

 

 

 



 

 

Male or Female 

Snorri in The Snow Dragons by Lizzie Nunnery 

Snorri and his/her friends spend their free time in the woods and mountains around their 

sleepy fjord town playing games of Vikings, dragons and war. 

When soldiers occupy the town, they watch from their hut in the mountains: their friends and 

families beaten, silenced, abducted... Let down by the adult world they form The Snow 

Dragons, ‘the last line of resistance’ carrying out sabotage missions. But this is no game, and 

true courage requires great sacrifice. 

Snorri There was... There was a... There was a little town on a fjord. And one day shadows 

came swooping over. And the shadows weren’t monsters, they were machines. And inside the 

machines there were men. But from the mountain tops... Odin saw all of this... And he went 

leaping over the woods, thrusting the shadows away with a great sweep of a sword so the great 

machines were scattered like... dust... crashing against the mountainside. Then he pulled up a 

hollowed-out tree and used it as a horn to signal his brother Thor who was out on his boat. And 

Thor paddled his oars and thrashed up a towering storm so the waves washed over the town 

and put out the fires. Then he strode through the waters, picking up the bad men between his 

fingers and casting them out to sea like worms for the fishes. 

 

Then Odin and Thor began to sing. They sang to the wolves using strange wolf words, so 

everyone knew the fear was past. And Odin held out his cloak and scooped up all the 

townspeople, riding away with them, up past the woods and the mountains and the sky, up to a 

better place that could never be bombed or broken but looked like home. Like home was before. 

With the little wooden houses dark red and yellow and green. And the whites washing flapping 

whenever the sun was out. And the market stalls with all the same things in the same order and 

the same people having all the same conversations. And the fishing boats calling out to each 

other in the early mornings. And the salt pork ribs on Fridays. And the trout flapping and 

squirming on the harbor. And my mum’s at the back door shouting for me to come in. It’s the 

end of the day and there’s no more playing out. And my Grandad’s in a grouch ‘cause his team 

lost and I’ve walked snow in the house again. But I make him a cup of tea and her forgets all 

about it. And there’s a crack above my bed where the water gets through in the winter. And I 

watch it while my brothers snore at night. And there’s birds nesting up in the attic with all their 

soft scratchy sounds. And Mad Finn’ll be out wandering, singing made up songs before it’s 

light. And if it snows even the footsteps and the voices'll be put to bed. Buried in the drift. And 

nothing ever changes. Not one thing. 

 

 



 

 

 

The opening monologue from Flood by Rory Mullarkey 

 

The sky opened and then the rain came down.  

 

At first we thought that it was a blessing, 

After all those months of drought we thought that  

We had been blessed and this was Heaven’s way  

Of saying hello.  

So we went outside  

And we danced in the rain.  

 

We let it soak our clothes and pour down our skin,  

Felt it flatten our hair against our faces,  

We looked up and we smiled at the clouds,  

And we danced.  

 

And the lightning blinked like a strobe light in the dark.  

And the thunder crashed like a speaker falling over.  

And it rained and we danced and it rained and we danced  

And it rained.  

 

But then we lost the beat that hammered in  

Our heads,  

We forgot the tune to the song we were dancing to  

And our bodies were tired from flailing  

In the music of the rain  

And so we stopped.  

And breathed.  

And checked ourselves.  

 

We looked around, not knowing for how long  

We had been dancing, 

Embarrassed, we shivered in the storm.  

We wanted the sun. 

We wanted to be warm.  

 

But the storm didn’t stop.  

The rain fell faster  

And harder.  



It began to bruise our skin as we ran, 

Screaming,  

For shelter.  

 

A friend of ours looked up into the sky  

And a bullet-drop of rain shot straight into his eye  

And pierced his brain. He fell down to the ground,  

And others fell just like him, all around,  

And from our high windows, we sat and watched the slaughter  

We saw that Hell is not flames.  

Hell is water.  

We watched the rain smash down into the Earth. 

 

 


