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MONOLOGUE – BRADLEY

Play Hairball by Lindsay Price

Stats Comedy, Simple Set, 25 minutes

Casting 3M+5W

Description Bradley goes to his high school guidance counsellor to get something off his chest. As with all comedy, 
it’s important for the character to be serious about his plight. The more serious Bradley is about losing 
his hair, the funnier the monologue will be.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

Thank you for seeing me on such short notice, Dr. Goodstein. I’m really upset. I didn’t know who to turn 
to and… it’s been tearing me up inside! I just want to know… I… How long do I have left? (looking up, 
a little grossed out) Dying? Who’s thinking about dying? No! Geesh Doc, that’s a real downer. 

He looks around to make sure no one is listening and then whispers with horror. 

It’s my hair. My hair, my hair, how long do I have left with my hair? I just found out my dad lost his hair 
at 23. That’s five years, man. Five! I know! I know. I thought I was saved. I thought it would all work out. 
But the horrors don’t stop, Doc. Everyone is bald on my mother’s side. Great grandfather, grandfather, 
uncles, aunts. They’ve all got the chrome dome man! Uh huh. Alopecia. Aunt Betty’s bald as a cue ball. 

I never used to think about my hair. Never gave it a second thought. Wash and go. No conditioner. No 
special cut. But now I’m running out of time and I’m freaking out. I have treated my hair so bad up to 
now. I was thinking, I was wondering if it would work – I wanted to get your thoughts on this little idea, 
if I start treating my hair good, maybe it’ll want to stick around. Maybe it won’t fall out because it’ll be 
living the high life. I want to give it parties. I want to take it to museums. Take pictures. Be there for my 
hair. It’s gotta make a difference, don’t it? It’s got to!

I’m counting the number of hairs that fall out every day. What’s the normal number? Do you know? 
Is a hundred a day normal? Am I already to late? Am I on my last legs? Am I on a speeding train to 
becoming a cue ball? Am I going to wake up tomorrow, look in the mirror and see Aunt Betty?

He falls off the chair on to his knees as he wails.

Noooooooooooooooooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!

When he’s done wailing, there’s a pause. He stands and brushes off his jeans. He takes a deep breath 
and smiles. All evidence of his trauma gone.

Whew. Thanks Doc. I had to get that out. It was building up inside me like a big ole hairball. Had to 
get it out! I guess I just have to play the cards I’ve been dealt. And use conditioner. See you later Doc!
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MONOLOGUE – CALEB

Play Letters by Lindsay Price

Stats Reader’s Theatre, Simple Set, 25 minutes

Casting 12W+9M

Description For many wars, letters home were the only form of communication between soldiers and their loved 
ones. Caleb is a WWI soldier. A common farm boy, his war experience has nothing to do with the big 
picture of countries fighting each other for freedom. It’s not war that scares Caleb, he’s firmly focused 
on the little things.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

Do you want to know what really scares me? It ain’t the Germans. I never seen one, not up close anyway. 
Hard to get all bunched up over a guy I don’t know. 

(he goes wide-eyed) Don’t tell anyone I said that. I’m ‘posed to hate the Germans. Shoot! I guess I 
do. I’m told they’ve done some really bad things. And I ain’t really scared of getting shot. I figure it’s 
gonna happen or it’s not. 

If I do my job, I won’t get shot. If some Kraut does his, maybe I will get shot. 

I’m not scared of being in the trenches even though lots ‘a guys die in ‘em. There’s a lot of dead guys 
around, Charlie. I hate that they leave ‘em where they fall. They should be buried proper-like. I heard 
some guy died ‘a drowning in the trenches! 

It rains a lot in France. I’m glad I don’t live here all the time. All the guys are always griping about the 
mud. That it comes up to their knees! Ain’t no different than trying to wrassle the pigs. The smell’s a 
lot worse though, I guess. 

Do you want to know what really scares me? (with wide eyes) It’s the rats. They’re some mighty big rats 
in France, Charlie! They’re all over the trenches. They run over your feet. They run up your legs, they 
run over your face if you’re lying down.

You think the ones in the barns are big? Those French rats could eat our barn rats for breakfast. They 
could eat our rats with one paw tied behind their backs. They’re huge and they eat everything in sight. 
Everything. I can’t sleep when I’m on trench duty ‘cause a them gosh darn rats. They’d eat a fellow’s 
eyes out o’ their head if a fellow wasn’t using them.

I need my eyes! I don’t want to wake up with a rat on my face and missing my eyes. (he shudders) Rats!
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MONOLOGUE – CHILL

Play The Snow Show by Lindsay Price

Stats Comedy, Simple Set, 30 minutes

Casting 4M+8W, Expandable to 7M 13W

Description Chill confronts a metal flag pole on the coldest day of winter.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no! I won’t do it, I won’t do it, I won’t! 

He turns to look at an imaginary metal flagpole beside him. 

You can’t tempt me oh cold and silent one. You stand there so straight and tall, holding your flags day 
after day. (turning his back) I am not tempted. I don’t do these types of things. I know what happens. 
(turning to the pole) I KNOW science. Hot and cold. Water and ice. I’m on it. You can’t fool me. Every 
year there is a story of a reckless youth, a foolish stupid boy, someone who couldn’t say no like I can. I 
know what will happen. (holding up hand up to the flagpole) You’re wasting your time and your taunts. 
Taunt me no more. 

CHILL stalks away but then stops. He slowly turns to face the flagpole. 

But. What. If. It’s. Not. True? What if they’re just stories? Fabrications? Lies? Your cold and silent stature 
is a façade? A ruse? The whole frozen tongue thing is just an old wives’ tale? What if I stick out my 
tongue and it doesn’t… stick? What if nothing happens? It’s tempting. Very tempting.

(turning away) I won’t do it. I won’t do it. (turning back) I’m not going to do it.

He slowly sticks his tongue out. It instantly becomes stuck. He can’t move. He speaks with his tongue 
stuck.

Oh crap.
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MONOLOGUE – GREG 

Play Skid Marks: A Play About Driving by Lindsay Price

Stats Comedy, Simple Set, 30 minutes

Casting 3M+5W, Easily Expandable

Description Greg’s best friend was killed by a drunk driver. Before attending the funeral, Greg brings flowers to the 
site of the accident.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

I promise I won’t snot on my arm this afternoon. I have a hankie on me. I thought about bringing a box 
of Kleenex but… it’d probably make you laugh, right? I was telling your mom about it, ‘bout how I’m 
always bothering you for Kleenex till you got so fed up one day you said “Snot on your arm Greg. Just 
snot on your arm. Do it once and I’ll bet you’ll never bother me about Kleenex again.” She smiled a bit. 

I haven’t been by here since. I have to go to the community centre twice a week and I won’t take the 
Parkway. I know it’s stupid. 

Your mom put a cross at the corner. There’s already a ton of flowers there. I bought daisies. No roses, 
right? I think she blames me. She doesn’t want to, I know, I know she doesn’t but that… that… he’s 
gone and I’m here so… I blame me too. 

If you weren’t coming over to my house, you wouldn’t have been at that stoplight and… God I – I see 
you lying on the pavement and I was waiting for you and I thought you had forgot. 

I was laughing that you had forgot ‘cause you’re always bugging me about my memory and I was 
laughing when I picked up the phone and…

I think about calling you all the time. Something funny will happen and for a flash I think – I have to tell 
Meg and then I remember I can’t. Sometimes I see someone from school from behind and I’m positive 
it’s you.

Why did it have to be you? Why did you have to be at that stoplight and why did that… He got in his 
car and he took you away. Just like that. Like a breath. I miss you so much.
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MONOLOGUE – HADES

Play Circus Olympus by Lindsay Price

Stats Comedy, Simple Set, Two Acts

Casting 6M+9W, Easily Expandable

Description The circus has come to town! Well… sort of. There’s no elephant on a bicycle but there are the Greek 
Geeks and have they got a story or two to tell. More specifically, a myth or two.

In PERSEPHONE AND THE UNDERWORLD, Hades, God of the Underworld, is smitten with Persephone. 
He’s afraid to ask her out and wants Zeus to do it for him.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

HADES looks off and gives a huge sigh filled with unrequited love. 

Ask her out? Persephone? Me? Me? Me? Oh Persephone. She is so sweet. And beautiful. And sweet. 
(spitting a bit) She’s super sweet. But ask her out? No way! She’d never go out with a guy like me. I 
don’t even have a tan! What if I asked her out and I had bad breath and she was grossed out and she 
told all her friends - “Hades has bad breath, Hades has bad breath.” Or what if I was in the middle of 
asking her out and I farted? How would I ever live that down? “Hades farts! Hades farts!” No, no, no, 
no, no, no, no, no. Can’t do it. Not gonna happen. 

He takes a deep breath and looks hurt at ZEUS. 

I know I’m God of the Underworld. Dealing with the wailing and gnashing of the masses is a whole lot 
easier than trying to get a date. (He sits dejected. Suddenly he gets an idea and jumps up. He trots 
over to ZEUS.) Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey! (ZEUS has said no. HADES looks hurt and goes into pleading 
overdrive.) Come on! Pal of mine? 

Pally Pal? Pal of Pal-mania? You’re more experienced than me. You’ve done a lot more dating. Please? 
Ok. No asking. You don’t have to ask her for me. You could just (he wiggles his fingers) Poof! Off to 
the Underworld! I could charm her in the Underworld. The Underworld is very charming. Please? Pal 
of mine? Pal of downtown Pal-around? Demeter won’t be happy? So… we won’t tell her. That’ll work. 
That’s the perfect plan!
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MONOLOGUE – HENRY

Play Hall Pass / Ten Minute Play Series: Be Challenged by Lindsay Price

Stats Drama, Simple Set, 10 Minutes

Casting 2M

Description A confrontation between hall monitor and slacker.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

HENRY: You go ahead and try. You’ll find I’m pretty much unhurtable, Brady Cutter. You couldn’t hurt 
me if you left me a bleeding heap on the floor. You gonna hurt me so bad? Is that what you’re gonna 
do? You go right ahead. 

You think you’re different, OLD friend? You think you can swing your way by with an easy wave and get 
what you want? You can’t. And the sooner you learn that message baby, the better. 

I’ve met you a million times before in a million different empty-headed losers who love calling me dude. 
You go ahead and hurt me, it’s happened before and it’ll happen again. All you’ll do is prove you’re 
the same kind of monster I meet every day. 

You’re no different. You’re the same empty dusty shell of a human being and all you have ahead of you 
is a wasted life of nothing. You’re nothing, Brady. You’re no one and you’re no one I would ever want 
to know. You’re no friend of mine. Got it? 

Cat got your tongue, dude? Got nothing to say to me now, do you? Do you?! Say something! 
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MONOLOGUE

Play Betweenity by Lindsay Price

Stats High School/Middle School, Vignette Play, 30 minutes

Casting 4M, 4W, 4 Either

Description We’ve all been there. The awkward pause. The silence where you just can’t think of something 
to say. The space in-between words where nothing is said and yet so much is spoken. The state 
of being between. This vignette play explores the beats, pauses, and never-ending silences in 
conversation. The girl who tries to tell her best friend she wants to date him. The boy who creates 
the wrong kind of pause. The sister who is dealing with the silent treatment. The guy who wants 
to confess but can’t open his mouth. The daughter who doesn’t want to talk because talking 
makes her remember.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

STILL is in the cafeteria. He approaches a girl he really likes

STILL: Hi. (STILL counts to five as he sits awkwardly) Do you... (silently count to five) So. Cafeteria. 
Great cafeteria. Come here often? Of course you do. We all do. Every day. Gotta eat. Eating 
is important. Don’t eat, you die. (pause) That’s unpleasant. (pause) Of course we’re not going 
to die. (pause) Well, we ARE going to die. Someday. We can’t help that, but we can eat and 
we can prevent that kind of death. The starvation kind of...death? I should stop talking about 
death. (pause) It’s morbid. (pause) I should stop. (pause) I’ll...stop. So. Do you shower? Oh my 
god, oh my god, I didn’t say that. I didn’t just – Of course you do. You smell very nice! I just 
meant...This is not going the way I imagined.  Actually, it’s going exactly the way I imagined.  
You’re disgusted. Aren’t you. (pause) You’re not saying anything because you are absolutely 
disgusted. I don’t blame you. I don’t blame you. (suddenly standing) Wait! Don’t leave. Please? 
Give me another chance. I can be normal. I can avoid all abnormal conversation surrounding 
death and showering, and showering when you’re dead. (pause) That was a joke. That wasn’t 
an actual topic of conversation. I don’t think the dead think about body wash. Ah ha. A smile! 
Sorry. (He sits. I… just wanted to ask you to the movies. That’s all. That’s what all this is leading 
up to. So. Would you like to go to the movies…..? With me?
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MONOLOGUE

Play Stereotype High by Jeffrey Haar

Stats High School, Full length 

Casting 9M, 9W, 4 Either

Description The geek. The freak. The stoner. The dumb jock. The mean girl. The thespian. The slut. The lonely 
girl. High school is full of stereotypes – or is it? Told in a series of interlaced vignettes, these “ste-
reotypical” teens fight tooth and nail to reinvent themselves. There’s nothing more powerful than 
the teen who stands alone, proud of who they are. This play contains real situations, real feelings, 
and real thoughts about all the mature topics. Yes, that means sex, drugs and retainers.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

ROLAND is at the movies about to go out with the girl of his dreams.

ROLAND: Oh... my... gosh. My panic attacks are having panic attacks. I’ve wanted to go out 
with this girl since eighth grade after I saw her on stage in the Garfield Middle School produc-
tion of Cinderella. I attended both nights and bought the DVD so I could watch it over and 
over again. And now, here we are, after I finally mustered the nerve to ask her. So what if it took 
me four years? I was sitting in Calculus, going on and on about her for the X-to-the-deriva-
tive-of-an-infinite-domainth time when Stanley, my math partner in crime slams his mechanical 
pencil down on the desk and exclaims, “Gosh darn it, Ronald. If you don’t ask her out, I swear 
to Pythagoras, I’m going to ask her out. And when she says yes and sees what I can do with 
a graphing calculator, causing her to fall madly in love with me, there will be major weirdness 
between us.” Given that very serious threat—I mean, seriously, Stanley works a graphing cal-
culator like Arthur wielded Excalibur—I was forced to rouse all the courage I could and do it. 
Honestly, I didn’t think she’d say yes. I mean, why would she? She’s the most beautiful girl in 
the world, and I’m... well... I’m me. I’m not the guy girls look at and go, “Oh yeah—I’ve gotta 
get me some of that.” Not to mention the fact that even if they did, I wouldn’t know what to 
do with them anyway. It’s pretty pathetic, I know. I’ll just have to wait and see if she makes 
initial contact. Just like in science: Every action has an equal and opposite reaction. I’ll be the 
opposite reaction. Yes. I like that. Sounds like a plan! (he turns sees his girl and falls)
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MONOLOGUE

Play Stereotype High by Jeffrey Haar

Stats High School, Full length 

Casting 9M, 9W, 4 Either

Description The geek. The freak. The stoner. The dumb jock. The mean girl. The thespian. The slut. The lonely 
girl. High school is full of stereotypes – or is it? Told in a series of interlaced vignettes, these “ste-
reotypical” teens fight tooth and nail to reinvent themselves. There’s nothing more powerful than 
the teen who stands alone, proud of who they are. This play contains real situations, real feelings, 
and real thoughts about all the mature topics. Yes, that means sex, drugs and retainers.

Get the Play www.theatrefolk.com

ALEX is about to break up with drugs.

ALEX: Look, babe, we gotta talk. (holds up the joint toward his face) We’ve been doin’ this 
thing for... ya know... a pretty long time and... well... I think we both knew that at some point... 
ya know... that it just couldn’t last forever. I mean, let’s face it— we’re just too different. (pauses 
as if the joint is responding) Of course, but you’ve got your life to live—so many parties and 
late-night pizza binges and, and me? Well, I’ve got my own thing to do. (pause) C’mon, now. 
Don’t say that. You know it’s not true. I’ve always loved you. It’s just that... well... I’m tired of all 
the sneaking around. I mean, it’s not like we can go places together. And let’s face it—some 
of the people you hang with... um... to be honest, can be dangerous. And then there’s your 
run-ins with the cops. That’s not cool. Oh, I dunno... it’s just that I’m gonna be goin’ to college 
and— (pause) I know, I know. That’s a great point. But see, I don’t wanna be one of those guys. 
I actually wanna go to learn something, and I’m afraid that if you go with me, I’ll be spendin’ 
all my time with you instead of what I’m supposed to be doin’, that’s all. I hope you can under-
stand that. (pauses, smiles) I knew you’d understand. Someday, we’re both gonna look back 
on this and know we did the right thing. (pauses, then puts his head down for a few seconds 
before raising it back up) Hey. Whaddya say to one more time? Ya know, for the road? Our last 
time together? (pauses) You know what? You’ll always be my girl.
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