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Introduction
2020 and 2021 have been tough on the arts and artists. 

With venues closed, shows cancelled, and productions postponed the theatre 
industry, like so many others, has quickly adapted to embrace new ways to keep 
things moving. This has affected every facet of theatre-making from ticketing 
audiences to auditioning actors. 

Actors, now more then ever before, are being asked to audition remotely and 
while this isn’t necessarily a new concept, the reliance on these methods has 
certainly increased and it’s a trend that seems set to continue well into a post 
Covid-19 world.  

With this ‘new normal’ in place it’s easy to fall into the trap that a self-tape, 
or a reading over video chat requires a different approach to how you shape 
your performance. But, regardless of how you audition, the principals are still 
the same. The choices you make from the selection of your piece, to the micro 
adjustments you consider through analysis are what will ultimately shape your 
performance and your audition. If anything, this degree of separation requires 
actors to be even more definitive and confident in their craft and in the choices 
they are making. Remember, unlike an in-person audition, self-tapes can be 
re-watched, so everything you put on film, no matter how small, needs to be 
informed by a deep understanding of the character and the text. 

I know that idea can seem a little daunting, and if that’s the case for you, then it’s 
time to get to work. 

Let’s find your next monologue. 

Chookas, 

Alexander Bayliss
Artistic Coordinator
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Audition Principles 
The following principles are fairly self-explanatory, but it is important to 
continually remind yourself of the process in order to deliver your best work. 

• Always remember that an audition is a job interview so conduct  
 yourself in a professional and friendly manor. 

• If your piece breaks the fourth wall, then let the person taking the  
 audition know. If you want to perform directly to that person, we   
 recommend that you ask first. In effect, what you are doing in most  
 circumstances when performing to a person is enrolling them into the  
 work and obligating them to respond in some way. This potentially shifts  
 them out of their comfort zone and makes them feel and think about  
 things that are not related to your work and the piece itself.    

• The first moment of a piece is very important, as it is where you  
 leave your energy behind and embrace that of the character. It is a  
 moment of transformation. Give it space with a beat or two of silence  
 before you begin and mark it in an interesting way. Subtle or not, this  
 draws the viewer in by setting up dramatic questions.

• Read the whole work if you can. This will enable you to be able to  
 talk to the broader story and understand where the piece fits into the  
 whole. It will also give you forensic knowledge of your character,  
 so you can precisely understand the scene objective and what is driving  
 the character’s needs. And importantly it can help provide an informed  
 starting point for the audition. 

• In the majority of cases your audition piece will require you to address  
 another character with no one physically there. You need to have a precise  
 place and image for them. You need to make them an active listener and  
 respond to what “they” give you, which should impede your objective and  
 make the needs of the character harder to meet. If you don’t believe in the  
 other character, we won’t believe in you. 

• For any object or landscape etc. that the character references, be  
 precise and not scatter gun in your placement. This goes for direct  
 address too. 

• Make an offer and commit to it. Your choices are a clue to your  
 creativity, which along with craft, is at the heart of what an audition is  
 aiming to uncover. A strong logical choice that might not come off is  
 better than something that is uninspired and insipid. 
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• Try to shape your piece into having a beginning, a middle and an end.  
 Not all pieces have turning points in them, so this can include shaping  
 the opening moment and the conclusion. Give the character a journey,  
 however small, as ultimately change is the measure of a story.

• Don’t lose concentration if you make a mistake, stay in the scene. How  
 you deal with a mistake says a lot about you as a person and as an actor. 

• Practice cold reading. You may be asked to do this as part of the  
 audition. It is a way of testing your flexibility and creativity. 

• Never get set in a pattern with your piece. Attack it from a number of  
 angles in preparation for being asked to shift your interpretation. 

• Leave the audition and ask yourself how you went. And why? Then  
 forget about it. 
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Foreword
Auditions can be a range of things: daunting, stressful, exciting, exhilarating. 

As a director and teacher of acting, I think the most important way to consider 
an audition is to see it first and foremost as an opportunity. An opportunity for 
both the auditionee and the person/s they are auditioning for. It’s a little like the 
feeling of an opening night. 

When I have the opportunity to work with young and emerging actors in 
training, I always describe the opening night audience as a source of light and 
ask the actors to consider the audience as a positive force from which they can 
gain energy. Working together they can turn up the entire room’s wattage. 

The audience comes to the theatre to see the actor tell a story and, in 
experiencing the art of storytelling, they might take a step closer to 
understanding themselves. It is a collaborative experience between the 
storyteller and those sitting in the dark, hearts beating in unison, eyes focused 
on the action, and ears listening to the language and sounds. The theatre can 
develop empathy, compassion and perceptions of what it means to be human. 

A good audition is sometimes like a wonderful play, and is an opportunity to 
meet another person on common ground and to creatively explore and  find out 
about each other. 

Of course, whether it be for a theatre company, a drama school or any other 
scenario, an audition usually comes loaded with a somewhat uneven hierarchy. 
Someone is watching and therefore someone is being watched. The watcher is 
usually the decision maker; on paper more powerful and with an opportunity to 
be the one in judgement by ultimately saying “yes” or “no”. 

I believe wholeheartedly, and through experience, that most people conducting 
auditions actually want every actor to succeed and that they are there to find 
amazing and talented people to work with. So, arrive in a positive mind frame, 
ready to play.

Those watching an audition with the best intentions are the ones who will create 
a space for the actor to do their best work, to feel supported, encouraged and 
indeed for the actor themselves to feel powerful. Some of my most fulfilling 
experiences with actors have been in auditions like these where there is a 
sense of mutual respect, openness and a focus on the joy that an authentic act 
of creativity can manifest. As a result, we have then been deeply privileged to 
collaborate on a story together. 
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Obviously, there is also an onus on the actor to be well prepared. It’s really the 
only way to ensure that you can have the kind of experience I am describing 
here. Preparation is the key to a successful audition. 

Reading the entire play several times, doing your research  on the script and 
the writer, warming up the body and voice, reading any notes or instructions 
about the audition made available to you and arriving on time (which, by the 
way, means early) can only result in you feeling more confident, grounded and 
ready to work. Auditions for both parties are, after all, work, and we all need 
to ensure that we all turn up equipped with what we need to thrive and have a 
meaningful, authentic experience together. 

Central to your work in audition is actually imagining yourself performing the 
monologue in the play and that means working on the scene using any of the 
acting techniques you have learned so far and that work for you. Go deep into 
your toolkit.  

I encourage actors to first develop a deep connection to the text, to begin 
working on the inner life of the character and then on finding verbs and tactics 
to show your connection to the character inhabiting the scene to an audience. 
Think of the person auditioning you as your audience. 

You should also know the given circumstances of the play, the world being 
constructed by the playwright and where your character fits politically into that 
world, the stakes in the scene or moment and what your relationship is to the 
other characters, particularly if you talk to or about them in your audition piece. 
You must always honour the playwright’s intention. That objective is central to 
my work in the theatre. We must all honour the playwright and by doing so we 
become the most authentic messengers presenting their ideas to the audience. 

In many cases, a monologue represents a turning point for or an important 
statement by a character and, in your preparation, you should be clear on this. 
Imagine a monologue like a mini story with the structure of a beginning, middle 
and an end, perhaps like a beautiful symphony or a well-constructed three-
minute pop song. It has a shape to its composition. 

I would always encourage, where possible, working with another actor or even 
an acting teacher or coach that you trust and who will encourage and develop 
your audition piece. Be receptive to their feedback and ideas and do your best to 
act upon them in the moment.  

Think of the audition panel as an opening night audience. We want you to shine. 
Brightly. 
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When I work with young and emerging actors, I have a mantra which exists in 
order to set the tone of the room. It goes like this:

I am here.
I am present.

I am generous.
I am curious.
I am enough.

Five lines repeated aloud each day. Five lines that can help you feel ready to 
enter a room and do your best work. Five lines that can ground you, empower 
you, awaken your creativity, guide your artistic process and remind you that you 
really are more powerful and capable that you sometimes give yourself credit 
for. Sometimes, I need to hear these lines myself. Remember, we truly are all in 
this together. So, if they help, they are now yours. 

This collection of monologues is an excellent resource for you to help you 
prepare for the tremendous opportunity that is an audition. In this book, there 
are a range of exciting and thrilling stories to be told and it is now your job to 
work hard to tell them. 

I wish for each of you reading this superb collection a successful journey as 
actors and storytellers. 

Matt Scholten
Director, Writer, Acting Teacher & Coach
Artistic Director, If Theatre
Tamborine Mountain, November 2020
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Antigone by Merlynn Tong

Antigone

CHARACTER AGE 17
STYLE Contemporary Adaptation, Drama
EXTRACT Page 50 - 53 

The GUARD escorts ANTIGONE to her cave.

ANTIGONE This is all wrong.

 I am wedded to death.
 This tomb,
 My eternal bridal chamber.
 With this last kiss from the sun,

 He comes for me.
 Here, where my flesh and bones
 will fuse with stone.

 Niobe,
 The daughter of Tantalus,
 Was doomed
 In her grief.
 Punished, 
 She fled home to the mountains
 Her body 
 Mingled, weld and wed 
 With stone.
 There she stood
 A rocky structure
 Onslaught from
 Rain and snow
 From dawn to dusk.
 Niobe now,
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 The weeping rock:
 Raining a river of tears
 for an eternity. 

 My fate is drawn 
 in the likeness of her’s.

 I depart this realm,
 Unloved, unwept,
 No friend to lament my exile.
 Here
 I’ll linger, 
 Solitary, deserted 
 In this strange land
 That straddles the living and the dead.

 Is this my atonement 
 For my father’s crimes?

 My father, his sins,
 The curse and venom
 That drips in Oedipus’ house.
 Oh my father who shared
 His mother’s bed!
 And in that union 
 Sprang my sordid life.
 They are the pair
 Who will greet me in Hades.

 No cowering then
 At the hour of my death.
 From here on,
 No more sun, no heat, no light.
 No friend, no funeral, no goodbye.

 Gentle stones of my bridal chamber
 Soft rocks of my bitter pillow,
 Your silver cavity shall surely escort me,
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 Home
 To my own. 

 When I fall into the arms of death, 
 I shall surely see,
 My father reaching his hands
 To his Antigone,  

 My mother, 
 She will tuck these locks
 Behind my ears, 

 My brothers 
 Shall pick me up 
 In turn
 And spin me in a spiral.

 It is for you Polynices
 That I am punished.

 I love you.

 If you were my husband, 
 Or even a son I bore.
 I wouldn’t have dared
 To fight the law.

 Another husband I could find,
 And bear more sons by him.  

 But a brother of parents 
 Who have both perished,
 How can I find another you, 

 Polynices, it is for this 
 That I am doomed to death.
 All Creon can see 
 Is that I’ve sinned.
 And must be condemned. 
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 How did I offend the Gods?
 What holy laws did I break?
 What world do we live in, 
 Where piety is branded as blasphemy? 

 Now that everyone has turned away,
 Who will fend for me? 

 If my death pleases the Gods
 Then so be it.
 I have transgressed and I succumb. 

 But if I have been wronged,
 I wish upon my enemies,
 Thunderbolts of the heaviest assault.
 And no cure for their endless agony. 

 Look upon me,
 My ancestors,
 And remember my name. 

 Today your royal blood is spilled
 For honouring the Gods,
 For honouring you. 
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Antigone by Merlynn Tong

Creon

CHARACTER AGE 60s
STYLE Contemporary Adapatation, Drama
EXTRACT Page 13 - 15 

CREON addresses the citizens of Thebes. 

CREON My friends, citizens, fellow Thebans
 Our great king Eteocles has fallen. 
 We honour his warrior spirit.  
 We embrace his gentle soul.
 We praise our noble king as he crosses the River Styx.

 My people, 
 You were ruled by King Lauis, then by tragic King 

Oedipus, and then by both his sons
 Twin brothers slain on each other’s sword,
 Brother dousing brother in familial blood.
 And now I, 
 The closest kin, of age, inherit the throne.

 We Thebans have suffered in these tumultuous years:
 Our glorious city has been pummeled
 We now reside within a sea of rubble.
 Our countrymen have been slaughtered
 Our bitter grounds now bloated with corpses.

 We have all lost ones we love.

 Our enemy, the Argos and their army, 
 They gathered against us. 
 They stormed our seven gates.
 They planned to devour us.
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 But in this final battle,
 They awoke the dormant dragon that is Thebes,
 And she flaunted her fangs. 
 And she unleashed her fury
 And
 She devoured them whole

 As we approach my coronation,
 My pledge is to serve you and this city.

 Our character, our judgement and our heart is never 
fully known

 Until we are tested in the sphere of authority and rule.

 A leader must possess the wisdom to seek advice;
 I will never ignore good counsel 

 I will never place my friend above my city
 I will never endure the one who ravages our home.
 Our salvation is our city
 Only when she steers in the right direction
 Can we begin to prosper.

 I will bring Thebes to greatness.

 I seek to honour you,
 My people, with this inaugural proclamation to Thebes:

 The sons of Oedipus, Eteocles and Polynices, are to be 
treated thus

 Eteocles — our king just passed, our great warrior, who 
sacrificed his life 

 In defence of Thebes, has been granted full burial rites due 
to the honourable dead.

 And the other — you know of whom I speak — Polynices

 He who led the Argos, our enemy
 He who dared to bring the wrath of war upon his bloodline
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 The savage who charged in to crush and consume us, his 
countrymen.

 This traitor is to have no burial, no grave, no mourning.

 Anyone who so much as whispers a prayer will be 
condemned.

 This monstrosity on display will serve to remind us,
 That evil will always be abhorred, and we, as a state, 
 Will not stand for it! No!
 We will protect our people and only honour the good!

 We will show our enemies that they have no place in Thebes.
 We, Thebans, stand as one
 We, Thebans, shall create 
 One heart, one city, one Thebes.
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Arbus & West by Stephen Sewell

Diane

CHARACTER AGE 41
STYLE Drama, Realism
EXTRACT Page 95 - 96 

DIANE But perhaps even perfection has its flaws. You have your 
little Plaster of Paris men, ever ready and eager to fulfill your 
every desire, and I have my freaks, as you call them, my 
aristocrats of life to whom the worst has already happened 
and who with sadness and joy continue to enjoy the sun 
knowing how briefly it will glow — These are choices we 
make, Mae, about being hard or soft, open or closed, and 
sometimes we get it right and a thirteen year old can fall in 
love forever and can have two perfect children whom she 
embraces with all her being and then pushes out across the 
pond of life, watching them disappear into the whiteness 
with the passions of her heart whispering in their sails, and 
yes, we wish we could be better, and yes, we wish it were 
different, but life calls, Mae, and I would rather stand where 
the wind blows and the tears lash my face, the tears of a 
world that laughs and cries as quickly as a new born baby 
not yet sure whether it faces happiness or oblivion, not yet 
sure if those shapes before it are shapes of joy or horror, 
only sure of one thing: that it breathes and lives and that the 
world is near. The world awaits, Mae, always and forever; 
beyond the door, beyond the sneer, beyond the cynical put 
down, the world awaits, Mae, it’s here.
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Arbus & West by Stephen Sewell

Mae

CHARACTER AGE 70
STYLE Drama, Realism
EXTRACT Page 70 - 71 

MAE WEST There’s lots of things I love — I love my mother — loved — 
She’s dead now —  I cried and cried when she died —  For 
days after —  You never get over your mother dying — 
Something changes in you —  It’s like, you know, a piece of 
you changes into something else, and that’s what happened. 
I never thought I’d get over it, and I never did. She was 
everything to me: there wasn’t a day that went by that I 
didn’t talk to her — I don’t know what it’s like with you, but 
I like family, I like my people close around me — Not that 
you’d guess here, would you; stuck over here in California, 
but you go where the work is, don’t ya — I had a bit of 
success on the stage — A lot of success — I wrote some of 
the longest running shows on Broadway, and I did things, 
too, good things — standing up for people’s rights — The 
way they treated the Negroes, the way the cops used to beat 
up on the queers and steal their money — And I wrote 
about that and told people it doesn’t make no sense to be 
ashamed of something that’s so natural — And people liked 
it enough to make me one of the most successful writers 
and actors in the country and that’s when I decided to come 
here, didn’t I, and get into the movies — Well why not? Why 
not get into the movies? And if you really want to know 
what I love, I’ll tell you: what I love the most is bein’ who I 
am, because I decided when I was a kid that since nobody 
else was going to make my life special, I’d have to do it 
myself — What about you?
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Awakening by Daniel Lammin

Wendla

CHARACTER AGE 15 - 25
STYLE Contemporary Adaptation, Drama
EXTRACT Page 89 - 90 

WENDLA Of course you didn’t, because no-one fucking tells us. No-
one cares that Moritz is stressed to the point of suicide or 
that Martha’s getting belted by her father or that no-one 
gives a fuck for Ilse, or that Hansy and Ernst might actually 
like one another, because if anyone did, if they actually 
cared that we don’t know what the fuck we’re doing, then 
they’d have to deal with it. But they don’t. They don’t teach 
us shit and they don’t give a shit about us, so fuck it, I’m 
going to do something for myself.

 You took my childhood away. You fucked me and took 
my childhood away and I can’t get that back. Fuck dying, I 
don’t want to die. I’m sick of being the tragic fucking waste 
in this story, I’m sick of just rolling over and keeping quiet 
so it doesn’t disrupt your life. You’re a rapist, Melchior 
Gabor. And it doesn’t matter whether you’re still a kid or 
not, or whether you meant or not, or whether you’re the 
hero or not, you raped me. And I want you to know that.
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Black Cockatoo by Geoffery Atherden

Kimberly

CHARACTER AGE 18 - 25
STYLE Drama, First Nations, Historical Drama
EXTRACT Page 114 - 115 

KIMBERLY Cricket was the excuse for the tour. That’s what got them 
there. That’s what got them access to cricket grounds and 
big crowds but do you know what they made their money 
out of? Letting people see natives in ridiculous costumes 
throw spears at each other. They put on mock battles. They 
threw boomerangs. They used one of these [the parrying 
shield] and one of them, Dick-a-Dick, invited people to 
chuck cricket balls at him and he defended himself by 
batting them away. They were there to put on a show. They 
called them sports days, but they weren’t sports days, they 
were come and look at the primitive Aboriginals from 
Australia days. That’s where they made their money.

 And this makes Johnny Mullagh an even bigger hero 
because out of all that exploitation, he was such an 
impressive man that he stood out and he survived.

ALEX and BRANDON are not yet convinced.

 I didn’t know anything about any of this before I came 
here, but now I do. And here’s what I think. Yes, we 
could tell the whole big truth about the entire story from 
sixty thousand years of indigenous culture to invasion, 
displacement, dispossession and massacre, right through 
to the land rights movement and native title and up to the 
Uluru Statement from the Heart. Or, we could tell this 
story. We could tell one small, self contained story and let 
it be a metaphor of the big story. We could tell the story of 
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the 1868 tour and tell it truthfully and showcase Australia’s 
first indigenous sporting hero, Johnny Mullagh.

 I have an idea.
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He Dreamed a Train by Margi Brown Ash

Woman

CHARACTER AGE Unspecified
STYLE Drama, Fantasy, Magical Realism
EXTRACT Page 125 - 126

WOMAN I want to understand the complexity that is my brother . . . 
 Everyone I talked to before I came here said,
 “There’s nothing else to understand,”
 but I think there is.

[Pause.]
 I want to understand the sense of entitlement that my 

brother had, that some men seem to breathe. I don’t want 
to just stand back, silent, waiting, playing the role of “the 
comical woman,” 

 what a joke that’s been, ha-ha.
 I remember a time when I was certain of you. 
 When you used to build me things.
 A money till — how ironic —
 where we’d collect our pennies. You’d play with wood 

and nails and would come up with something that was… 
untidy but practical. I loved it. It fell apart quickly, but so 
did my attention, so we worked well as a team.

 But I know so little about you. Now.
 You made yourself a hero,
 you made yourself a king, that little boy.
 And you never came home again … not really … you ran 

away to build a train to save the world.
[PAUSE. Softens again.] 

 I am afraid of losing you,
 of moving into unknown country — 
 country that I have visited
 at … other times.
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 I know it’s steep landscape.
 Dreams have edges … 
 Cups of tea grow cold.
 Phones ring hard and corners fill with dust.
 This is my future.
 I will lay your clothes out like we did for dad.
 I will leave your teacup next to your bed.
 “He’ll be back any minute,” I will say.
 The weak sunlight will struggle through the kitchen window.
 The jug will boil.
 The milk will be off.
 And my tea will go cold …
 My map floats away.
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Hedda by Melissa Bubnic

Julia

CHARACTER AGE 65
STYLE Contemporary Adapatation, Drama
EXTRACT Page 21 - 22

JULIA It’s just she’s one of those ambitious types, which I 
personally respect. She wants to go out on her own, build 
something for herself, and good on her, I say. Still … if 
she’s doing her thing, completely separate from you, when 
would you see each other? How can she focus on a family 
when her business is her baby? And if things go sour 
between you — God forbid — but it is more likely if she’s 
spending night after night in the office with all those smart 
university types, and she gets close to someone called 
Alastair, (y’know, did rowing at school sort of thing), and 
you and her fall out the way married people do sometimes, 
and she no longer wants you around, what’s to stop her 
from calling the police and dropping you right in it?

 The woman you love now wouldn’t, no, but I’m talking 
about the future Hedda, when she has her own multi-
million dollar empire, and she doesn’t need you to pay for 
Europe. God knows I was in love when I first got married, 
and if your uncle hadn’t drowned I’d have murdered the 
cunt. You shoulda seen his teeth, scared of the dentist so 
they were black they were, they were revolting, all fell out 
in the end cos his gums were clearly fucked, and we spent 
three grand on screw-in falsies and then he died, with 
three grand in his mouth.



Female Monologue Collection Volume 3

29info@playlabtheatre.com.au

The Longest Minute by Robert Kronk and Nadine 
McDonald Dowd

Jess

CHARACTER AGE 15-25
STYLE Comedy, Drama, First Nations
EXTRACT Page 46 - 47

JESS There’s a joke, about the Cowboys. 

 These two blokes die and get sent to hell, the Devil meets 
them and says — “You two’ve been ’specially bad, so I’ve 
got an extra hot cell just for you.” And he throws them in 
and walks away. 

 A while later the Devil’s walking past and he notices these 
blokes don’t seem worried about the heat. “We’re from North 
Queensland, mate,” one of them says. “This is nothing.”

 So the Devil turns the heat up and walks off. Next time he 
comes past these blokes’ve got their shirts off and they’re 
playing cricket. 

 “Aren’t you hot?” asks the devil. The blokes say, “Nah, this 
is like autumn in Cairns.” 

 “Bugger this,” says the Devil, so he turns the heat right up 
to 11. “How ’bout now?” he says. 

 “Oh this is good,” the blokes say, “See it’s a dry heat. It’s the 
humidity that kills ya.”

 So the Devil gets crafty. “I know how to fix these bastards,” 
he goes downstairs, turns the heat off and puts the air 
conditioning on, right down below freezing. 
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 When he comes back the boys from North Queensland are 
dancing and singing, and hugging, and cheering. 

 The Devil says, “Why’re you so bloody happy, it’s snowing?”

 And the boys from North Queensland say — “Don’t you 
get it, hell’s frozen over. The Cowboys must’ve won the 
premiership.”

She pulls off her dress and throws it. 

 And girls get to play Rugby League. 

A whistle. Scoreboard: “Field.” JESS is running drills, trying 
to perfect them. Down on the ground, up, run, shape to 
pass, step, down, up, repeat. 

 Work hard, put in, breakthrough [Her training mantra]. 
Show and go, steps, she’s through. Try! She’s done it, they said 
it’d never happen — she’s won a premiership for the Cowboys! 
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Lost Boys by Lachlan Philpott

Jill

CHARACTER AGE 42
STYLE Drama, Queer Theatre
EXTRACT Page 82

JILL Never told Mum and Dad about the kid. Never told anyone 
except Cy and he told Pat. She took me. I remember the 
sting and the rain on the car trip back. Sheets of rain pelting 
down and this girl about my age pushing a pram out in front 
of Pat’s car; brakes slamming and the girl crossing drenched 
in front of us, glaring at us through the window. 

 Nobody spoke about it again and I didn’t have time to think 
about it. There was too much else going on. That’s when it 
started. The questions, the police, the first investigation. The 
way the cops carried on.

 Nothing got pinned on any of the boys and we all moved on. 
I might have nearly failed my HSC but after what we’d been 
through, I didn’t care. I was happy to coast and I coasted 
through the next ten years. Our first flat, the wedding, Kate 
and Michael being born. Might have lost sight of what I 
wanted to do but I held on to what I had with Cy. 

 Did I wonder if things might wash up again? 

 But I knew that Cy’d kept me safe. I knew that if it ever 
came up again, he’d make it alright.

 We’ve done alright. Things keep moving and kids grow up 
fast. Michael’s 16 and Kate’s turning 21. We’ve got her party 
two weekends from now and we’re making a fuss. 

 And then, Cy and me are finally gonna go overseas. The 
two of us deserve a bit of peace. 
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Love you hate you drive you wild by Bianca 
Butler Reynolds

Annika

CHARACTER AGE 42
STYLE Comedy, Drama, Magical Realism
EXTRACT Page 82

ANNIKA I’d had a shit day. A shit day, at the end of a long string of 
increasingly shit days, and I decided the universe didn’t 
have anything left for me except humiliation. It was telling 
me, in the nicest possible way, to shuffle off. ‘You’re done.’ 
I was on the fence about it, so I asked for a sign. Then 
the truck splashed me, and I had my answer. Beyond 
reasonable doubt. So my plan was to take the bus home, or 
walk home — because, let’s face it, my ticket was ruined, 
and I didn’t have any more cash — and then when I got 
home to take a whole lot of pills and a whole lot of alcohol, 
or maybe get the razors out and go for a bath, or really just 
see whatever recommended itself to me as the most fitting 
course of action when I walked through the front door. 
There must have been a little part of me that was scared, 
or that didn’t want to believe it, because when I saw you at 
that bus stop I said to myself, ‘OK. If this girl talks to me, 
if she turns around, despite the fact that she doesn’t know 
me from a bar of soap, and says one kind word to me, then 
maybe the universe isn’t done with me after all. Maybe 
there’s still some good coming my way.’ And I waited there 
a minute, and then you turned around and you did just 
that. You asked me if I was alright.
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Lysa and the Freeborn Dames 
by Claire Christian

Chorus

CHARACTER AGE Unspecified
STYLE Comedy, Drama
EXTRACT Page 88 - 89

 I just don’t think, you and me, we’re not going to work. I 
need time. On my own. 

 At the time I had long dreadlocks that I’d sewn feathers, 
and beads and wild dreams into. I was convinced I would 
change the world. Bolstered by a long legacy of ambitious, 
loud, women who learned to manipulate their grief into a 
kind of power — making it malleable. A power I’ve never 
harnessed — I feel things too hugely. I sat in the back yard 
with a pair of kitchen scissors and chopped each of those 
dreadlocks off and then I buried them. Like some kind of 
ceremonial funeral for the woman that I was. 

 When I saw that footage of Britney Spears doing the same 
thing in 2007 I was like, girl, I have been there, I hope 
there’s some well-placed aunties in your sphere with some 
tequila and kind words. 

 Weeks after my red haired first love broke my heart I found 
out she had lied, because she had a new French lover. The 
tiny saplings that had just started to peek their head above 
the soil of my broken heart shrivelled up and died. So, I 
drank the tequila. Kissed my aunties and then I ran away. 

 I reckon the hardest thing about having your heart broken 
is acknowledging that you were wrong. I don’t like being 
wrong. I’m a good judge of character, I got that from my 
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grandfather. But I was wrong. I was wrong about the red 
head. It knocks ya for a six being wrong. You’re forced to 
think about the other things you might be wrong about.

 Thirty-eight years later I don’t mind being wrong so much 
anymore. I’ve learnt that’s bound to happen, because 
that’s how change occurs. Like when I learned that pickles 
weren’t a thing, but rather an action — pickling. 

 Make a mistake. Acknowledge it. Apologise to the waiter 
who told me I was wrong about pickles growing on a plant 
for calling him a fucking idiot. Learn. Grow as a human. 
Start pickling as a hobby.

 That’s all we can do isn’t it? Take the bits of our broken 
heart, stuff them in a jar, pour some wild acknowledgment, 
apology, kindness and grace over the top and preserve 
those bits forever.
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Lysa and the Freeborn Dames 
by Claire Christian

Dolly

CHARACTER AGE 60s
STYLE Comedy, Drama
EXTRACT Page 88 - 89

DOLLY The boldest thing I’ve ever done is do a cold lunch at 
Christmas. 

 I was fifty-seven. 

 Something happens around that time. A liberation. Like 
with every hot flush you sweat out a little bit of your own 
repression. And oppression, I suppose. Oppressed by the 
perfect ideal that you should cook a full roast dinner when 
it’s forty bloody degrees outside. 

 And I said no, no, I’m not doing it. 

 I had been raised to believe, that we women, lived to 
serve. No grander thing you could do then be of service 
— to your family, your husband, your children, your 
community. Serve. 

 In fifty-seven years it had never crossed my mind that one 
of the people that I must live to serve was myself. 

 I didn’t tell anyone about the cold Christmas, thought 
I’d let them discover it themselves, and when I was done 
perfectly displaying cold meats on a plate — a whole feast 
that didn’t require my fingers touching the dial of the oven, 
I had all of this time to spare, so I poured myself a perfect 
shandy and sat in the front room. 
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 And I cried. 

 On my own. Happy tears and sad tears and regret-filled 
tears because how many shandies in the front room had I 
missed out on in my life? Was my whole legacy tied up in 
perfect pork crackling? 

 When they all turned to me and asked why there was no 
turkey or potatoes or pork bloody crackling I simply said, 
I didn’t want to, and they looked at me, their mouths agape 
like I’d just defecated on the table, and the whole house was 
silent, and then my daughter looked at me knowingly, and 
she said one word, okay. And everyone ate, and I poured 
another shandy. 

 My family refer to the cold Christmas as the year that Mum, 
or Nanna, went a bit loopy, because every year since then I 
have cooked a roast. But I know now — service is a choice, 
for some people. For me. I cook the roast now because I 
want to cook the roast not because I have to cook the roast 
and that’s the difference. My mother, and her mother, and 
her mother, and so on and so forth wouldn’t have had a 
bloody choice in the matter. So, that’s something. 
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Magpie by Elise Greig

Mordecai

CHARACTER AGE 67
STYLE Drama, Magic Realism
EXTRACT Page 22 - 23

MORDECAI [to audience] Empty. Why do I need to be here to deal 
with an empty house? 

 [refers to the walls] Ha, and the walls are still grey. God, I 
hate that colour. [breathes in] It’s still so clean. Just a hint 
of Mr Sheen. 

MORDECAI puts her bags down. 

 [to audience] Do you think anyone would notice if I just 
put a match to it? 

She takes the will from her handbag.

 [to audience] Two weeks ago, out of the blue, this missive 
arrived in my post box. The last will and testament of 
Meshack Shadrack Abendigo McAlister. Thought the 
bastard had died years ago, but no.

 Father — manipulative bastard to the end.

She reads from the will.

 “To my daughter, Mordecai McAlister, as a luck penny, 
I bequeath the family home, contents and all monies. 
However, this will only be bequeathed on the proviso that 
you sort the contents in a timely manner and dispose of 
my ashes appropriately. Kushti.” Blackmail.

She refers to the trunk.
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 [to audience] A luck penny. A gift, never to be returned. It 
can be an object, money, something from nature, whatever 
you like. So, I can’t refuse or I’ll be struck down with bad 
luck. I’d tell him and his luck penny to go hell if I could, but 
… I need the money. 

She taps the trunk. 

 “ … and contents.”

She opens the trunk, it contains books, a number of which 
are MORDECAI’s old journals.

 [to audience] Holy bloody hell! My journals!

MORDECAI flicks through one and reads a snippet aloud.

 “Christine has a crush on Harold! He smells of coal tar soap 
and disinfectant and only ever talks about crabbin’ and fishin’. 
His greatest goal in life is to catch a big flathead. He could be 
describing himself. Christine loves him, but not as much as 
I love Buddy Holly. I’ve written him a wee poem — Buddy I 
adore ya and I implore ya don’t ignore me.”

She comments on the entry.

 Nice. Needy, but nice.

She flicks through.

 “January 5, 1961. Today I met a boy. He is golden, like the 
sun and smells mainly of sweat. A scent I don’t actually 
object to.” 
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Medea by Suzie Miller

Medea

CHARACTER AGE 50s
STYLE Contemporary Adapatation, Drama
EXTRACT Page 55 - 57

MEDEA So the deed unfolds at this very moment,
 I did not foresee she would do this so soon
 open the gifts before her wedding day.

 And now fate will surely be much hastened,
 we must leave these shores at once.

 Oh my dear children, 
 you have had a death note above your heads, 
 from the moment Jason betrayed me. 

 You stand as a threat to this new regime.
 One unseen by your own father.
 And yet. 
 Now.
 It is I who has unwittingly hastened that threat.
 On this very day there will be calls for your deaths.

 Time is closing in. 

 Oh fates and furies,
 they have only me to save them from the wrath of the crowds.
 But how?
 Oh how?

 I cannot think for the blood pumping through my head.

 I must save them from the
 braying for their tender blood,
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 the ripping of their tiny bodies limb from limb.
 Ahhhh!

 Gods I implore you
 to help me flee with my children.
 Would you not slow time?

 Can there not be a last saving of their mortal souls by the gods,
 I implore you all.
 Change the course of this fate. 
 Let me bear the weight of this deed.

 For I cannot endure the thought of
 never seeing my sons growing up,
 never adorning their bridal beds and holding the torches high.

 Surely my boys,
 all was not for nothing; 
 these years of rearing you.
 My care,
 my aching weariness,
 and the wild pains when you were born.

 I built my hopes on you,
 I thought of you 
 as grown up men
 caring for my old age.
 Yourselves wrapping my dead body for burial.

 Gods be with us,
 let us be quick.
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Rising by Hannah Belanszky, Madeleine Border, 
Emily Burton, Lauren Sherritt & Sarah Wilson

Minister

CHARACTER AGE 40s
STYLE Comedy, Drama
EXTRACT Page 58 - 59

MINISTER As Foreign Minister, I work closely with other 
governments. Which is why, I can report that martial law 
has been imposed by the local government of this Island 
nation. This means that civil law has been temporarily 
suspended and the Island has been placed under military 
authority. Effective immediately. Which, although extreme 
as it may sound, my government believes is completely 
necessary, and we back the decision fully. This terrorist 
organisation has already destroyed cars and … and 
other property of the state, supplied by the aid we have 
generously contributed. Now the levee. What next? We are 
tabling a resolution at the UN Security Council, proposing 
new laws restricting movement off this island. I don’t want 
this violent ideology coming home with me. However, 
there is always room for regional workers. Fruit pickers, 
farm hands, things like that … 

 We want to bring justice for those that have suffered here. 
These terrorists will have to face international prosecution 
and condemnation. [WALLY is about to ask a question 
but she puts her hand up, palm out] And I think, I 
think actually, that out of respect for the people of this 
community, and the enquiries currently taking place, we 
should allow the official process to unfold. Like it should 
and like it will. Without question. 
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 Yes … Sarah? [pause] Yes, thank you for that question, and I 
just quickly wanted to thank NewsGroup for you being here, 
and helping us get the message out about the IEA and its 
work. And you’re right, these attacks are a direct reaction to 
enterprise in the region. A direct attack on personal liberty. 
That is exactly what our targeted investments are focused on. 
Jobs. Jobs jobs and more jobs. We are trying to liberate the 
individual, giving people pathways to enter the workforce. If 
you HAVE a go, you will GET a go. And these terrorists don’t 
want this community to HAVE a go. This bomb just serves to 
highlight the importance of this institute and that is why right 
now, this opening ceremony is more important than ever. 

 [sighs] Mhm, Wally? [she interrupts herself] Actually 
Wally you’re shoes are getting wet down there, take a step 
up. [she moves on]

 Yes Joe [feigns a smile — pause] I’ll stop you there. This 
Government is committed to ensuring the right balance 
between freedom of the press and the public interest. Take 
your allegations about unfair tender processes elsewhere. 
It hasn’t been the right time to implement an integrity 
watchdog. This government is not the enemy. The ‘enemy’ 
just set off a bomb not that far away from here. The ‘enemy’ 
are a bunch of socialist rebels trying to destroy what we are 
building here. [gestures around the room] Remember that. 
Thank you, that is the final question I will take on that matter.
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Solitary Animals by Elaine Acworth

Lor

CHARACTER AGE 30s
STYLE Drama
EXTRACT Page 74 - 76

LOR  After you and I split it all went cold. The nights were cold 
and I was cold and so calm my blood slowed right down, 
then crystallized, then froze. I didn’t see men — didn’t see 
anything, really — but ‘specially didn’t see men, not steaming 
men — men with cocks and eyes and might’ve-beens and 
attitude. I worked. Covered a funeral, then a madhouse, then 
an upper house vote. And every place I went was full of angels. 
No gender — no sex. Primitive angels. And I picked my way 
skilfully through them. Then, the dam broke. [laughs] Well, 
it was blown to smithereens, really, by a schoolgirl making 
eyes at a boy on the beach. They were so — soft — with each 
other. And proud of themselves. And my still and cavernous 
heart began to beat again. I felt the fractureline rip along the 
glaciers I had for blood. Oh, it hurt. It hurt to be again so open 
to the light and heat. The beach. Such a ripe place. Full of 
white-bellied secretaries, sun-seeking and green with holiday 
expectation — that expectation floods onto the air like scent. 
It infects you. He was the first thing I saw. Standing like the 
pride of his kind. We fucked.

Pause.

 We fucked stupidly. No condom, no rubber; just flesh. It 
was hot sex. Tough. Tougher than I’d expected but that was 
alright. Scorched back alive. The next morning there was a 
message for me. The message said “Welcome to the Club. 
You’ve now been infected with HIV.

 P.S. Dead girls don’t need plastic.”
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Pause.

 Um — I — ah — [in-breath] — I didn’t think much after 
that. Well, you wouldn’t. Who could really consider their 
own world housed such contempt for them? The one 
thing I remember thinking was that I’d have to wait three 
months before I found out if it was true.

 It didn’t work out that way though; that three month wait 
is not the go. Your blood can convert on you at any time; 
any time at all your blood’ll turn on you. Won’t it, Grev.

  I tested. Positive. I tested again. Got the results this 
afternoon but I knew already really — I’m infected. I’m 
alive. I’m in love. Though you can’t really tell that from 
the last twenty minutes, canya?

GREV starts towards her. She stops him.

  I’ve been going looking for him; going out late every 
night looking for him. I thought I wanted his version, his 
overview — [laughs]; then I thought I could [of camera] 
catch him in here, stop him, but when I saw him in shot — I 
— I always applauded him, that father in Enniskillen, saying 
he forgave the IRA for blowing his little girl into little bits 
but I don’t understand it really, I don’t understand it at all. 
I want his blood, his tainted fucking blood coz — coz I’m 
poisoned, too. Like to like — and it’s not the illness … When 
I found out for sure, when — when the doctor told me and 
I knew for certain — god, the colours in the room! And 
Jasmine, I could smell Jasmine from the clinic garden like 
a new scent — as if — as if the earth had just that minute 
given up this flower as bounty to the race and it was spilling 
out — the Jasmine was just spilling out it’s scent as life and 
thanks for it. And I was thankful for my life. And you. But 
look what I’ve do-ne … look what I’ve d-d-done … I’m 
fuck-ing poi — poi — poison, too …
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Squad Goals by Alexander Bayliss

Becca

CHARACTER AGE 16
STYLE Black Comedy
EXTRACT Page 56 - 57

BECCA [softly] Lily?  

Nothing.

 I tried Lily. I have tried and tried since day one. I tried my 
best to convince Michelle to let you join the team. I tried 
to help you get better. Practiced with you every afternoon. 
Played twice as hard to keep you on the team — because I 
wanted you on the team … but … I also wanted to win. 

 I wanted to win so badly. 

Beat. 

 You remember when we were little, and we’d have running 
races down the side of my house? And you’d never want to, 
because you’d always lose? But I’d always convince you that 
it’d be fun, and you would never be able to win if you didn’t 
practice, and I’d nag you and nag you until you finally 
caved in and raced me? And I’d set up the lanes along the 
lawn and we’d run and you’d always, always get prickles 
in your feet and you’d complain and say that I only won 
because there were no prickles in my lane, and I’d say that 
there were prickles in my lane and I just ran through them 
because I’m tough? 

A very difficult beat.
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 And do you remember the time that we raced and you 
started screaming because your feet were bleeding? And 
we found all that broken glass in the lawn? 

 I just wanted to win Lily, really bad. And usually the 
prickles would be enough but Dad had used like Round 
Up or something and I — I thought if I could just get 
something else to slow you down I’d … 

 I kept telling myself for weeks to go out into the yard, find 
some of that glass and just start slicing away at my feet 
to … I don’t know, make up for it somehow. And I really 
wanted to tell you, Lil, I really did but I was scared you 
weren’t going to want to race me any more. 

 The stupidest part is, I didn’t even need to. I knew I was 
faster, you knew I was faster, I just — I just couldn’t bare 
the thought of losing. But you didn’t care, you just wanted 
to play and race and if winning made me happy then you 
wanted to be there to make that happen. 

BECCA is trying her best not to cry. 

 I don’t want to win any more, Lil. Not like this. 
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Still Point Turning by Priscilla Jackman

CM

CHARACTER AGE 60s
STYLE Drama, Queer Theatre
EXTRACT Page 45 -46

CM It was the first Christmas after my mother had died and 
I remember this vividly, I had a huge episode. The family 
had got together on the Gold Coast — we were trying to be 
a family without the pervasive presence of my mother who 
was the family, in a way. 

 [Beat] And over the past few months I’ve started to have 
really serious gender dysphoria … And I am finding it 
really hard to look at women on the Gold Coast with their 
buff bodies and their bathing suits … very confronting. 

A naked figure of fine masculinity is gently lit across the 
vastness of the space.  

I’m spending most of my days in the hotel room, these 
beautiful radiant days — I can’t leave the hotel room … I’m 
lying awake all night with these obsessive thoughts that I 
am female — and sleeping during the day, with depression. 

MALCOLM slowly rises. 

 I rig a rope around the balcony to kill myself on Boxing 
Day 1992 … I am going to put it round my neck and go 
over the edge. And I am pretty sanguine about this.

 And the phone rings. I’m standing there with the thing 
around my neck — and the phone rings … And I pick it 
up — it’s a friend. 
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 I tell her I’m transgendered and she’s completely unfazed 
by it; she sort of fancied me, this woman … We talk and it 
sort of soothes me and I take the thing off. 

 And I remember this distinctly: I turn on the television — 
there’s a re run of Minder on ABC and there’s Terry and 
Arthur, and it’s the episode where Arthur runs for politics! 

CM erupts in a huge ironic laugh.

 And I’ve gone from suicide to tears streaming down my 
face with laughter at half past eleven on Boxing Day night 
watching an episode of Minder. 

MALCOLM and CM hold each other’s gaze for a 
suspended moment of recognition.

A silent acknowledgement. LX fade on MALCOLM on 
the ledge. 

 Go figure that! [Beat] ‘Hell of a thing killing a man’.
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The Surgeon’s Hands byAlison Mann

Siri

CHARACTER AGE 25
STYLE Drama
EXTRACT Page 60 - 62

SIRI I don’t know how to ask him.
 What if it’s not. True? 
 What if Nancy is just crazy? 

Slight pause.

 If I’m not theirs. What am I? What am I Sandy? 
 Norwegian?
 If what Nancy says is true.
 He’s not your father either.
 You’d be so happy about that wouldn’t you?

Slight pause.

 Do you remember a woman and a little boy? 
 Who came to stay.
 A little boy called Aidan. 
 That you played with.
 You would have been about. Four. Five years old? 
 Nancy has a tattoo.
 It’s a little heart with thorns.
 Think!

Slight pause. 

 You do? 

Slight pause.
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 No they weren’t mother’s friends.
 That was Nancy and Aidan!
 Do you remember her being pregnant?

Slight pause.

 Oh my god.
 I’m a stranger in my own body. 
 Sandy!
 My birth certificate says:
 Mother.
 Sherri Patrick. 
 Father.
 Patrick Patrick. 
 What the fuck.
 One of them is lying.
 What do you mean it doesn’t change me?
 It changes everything. 
 Do you still love me?
 I love you.
 I have to ask him.
 All I want to do is cut myself open. 
 Look inside.
 Sorry.
 My breasts hurt. 
 They feel heavy.
 Maybe I’ll pop them. Ah ha ha ha.
 I miss your farts.
 You look like Mother.
 You are the spitting image of her. 
 I look like Daddy.
 You know. Ever since I can remember. 
 Something felt out of place.


