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The following three monologues are taken from We Are Shadows by Fin Kennedy, and would be suitable for use as a contemporary monologue for auditions. If you are using these pieces for audition you should read the scene-by-scene breakdown so that you know the whole play.

Each monologue starts with a description of the character’s heritage, but remember all three are spoken in an inner city London accent.

In preparation for acting the monologue.

Write a character history – what do you know about this character from the text?

Decide what has happened immediately before the monologue begins – how does this affect the character’s physicality, voice and attitude?

Decide what the character’s objectives are in the monologue, this should be something that can be acted.

Example

Keisha wants to present herself and Saj as good parents 

Keisha wants to escape her situation

Tom wants to look after the baby

Tom wants to keep away from his dad

Tom wants to get to Ashima’s house

Nirupa wants to protect the women in the refuge

Nirupa wants to get rid of the man hanging around

Nirupa wants to persuade Sita to take the dogs

Keisha, 16, female of Caribbean descent. Keisha is at home with her baby.
Keisha
The sound of a baby crying.

Saj!

Saj would ya get that!

It’s your turn blud!

Probly stoned again

He’s aight as a babyfather

A bit part-time

But better n plenty I know

An he keeps da cash money comin in which is da main ting

Saj!
The baby noise subsides.
Bein a Mum is hard

I mean I love my little man

Don’t get me wrong

Rahim is da light of my life

But

Mum kicked me out innit

So 

You know
After the birth

People forget

Who you are

Where you are

What you are

No longer Keisha

No longer me

Just a Mum

Just another statistic

Another brick of Lego

In a toy tower block

Afterbirth

I realise now dat means life innit

Da rest of ya life
She starts to tidy up some baby toys on the floor
Sometimes I go a week

Just me an Rahim

Babblin baby talk together

All hours of da night whatever

Now I ain’t sayin I were ever shit hot at school

Far from it

But what little dere was up dere
(Taps head)

I swear is turnin soft as baby food

An I am tired

Man am I tired

I miss my friends though innit

Miss Leyla

Dat gyal ain’t spoke to me once since we told her

Saj neither

We text her

Send pictures of her nephew

Sometimes Saj goes round

But she hides in her room

It’s like

Like cos it was me an her brother or suttin

I dunno

Never could read dat gyal

All I know is

Their Dad dyin like dat

Cut em both up

Bad
Puts the beads in her pocket
Saj got harder

Could see it in his face

Da pain built up on da inside

Like scale on a kettle

Crustin up his soul
Dat’s when he started

Doin what he does

I don’t like to ask questions

But I weren’t born yesterday
She finds a small crack pipe amongst the toys
So what difference does it make 

If I treat myself once

Like Saj says

It’s all hype

Government bullshit to scare da kids

S’just like havin a strong spliff
Breathe

An da breath of angels lifts you from da inside out

Heart explodin into life

Like a time-lapse sun-drenched field of bliss

A rapture

Makin everyfing okay

Dis is real

Dis is life

Dis is God

Suttin feels dis damn good

How can it be wrong?
Anyway

Was just da once

Just da once

Tom, 16, male of Irish descent. Tom has been working in the 24 hour petrol station.
Tom




He holds a baby.
My heart sinks as I approach the house



Patrol car outside

Means Dad’s home
I hold my precious bundle with one arm

Rattle around for my keys

And creep inside
And when I hear

What Dad’s telling Mum

I freeze
Some girl

Some junkie

Some young black junkie girl

Off her face on whatever

Screaming and crying in the station reception

Kicking and punching

The front desk

Her own face

Trashing the place

Turning over chairs

Howling that she’s lost her baby

Her sanity

Her baby

Lost

Can’t remember where

Can't remember what

The shit that she’s smoking

Had made her forgot
I’m halfway down the hall

Stone cold frozen

Praying dad stays in the lounge

The contempt in his voice

For this young mum

For this wild eyed junkie scum

Sickened by what she’s done

Saying maybe a dead baby might teach her some

Recognise and realise what she’s become

Mum staying silent, everything numb

And I am not my father’s son

This boot-wearing

Sirens blaring

Uncaring

Copper

Salt of the earth

Guinness girth

Ten pints down the Dog and Duck

Bar stool expert

Like anyone gives a fuck

‘The only party what gives a shit

Bout people like you and me

Can't no-one talk me out of it

I’m voting BNP’

Like coming here from Dublin in 1983

And working down the station

Don’t count as immigration
But right now

I am just praying

That this beautiful brown bundle doesn’t wake up

Before I get it some milk

Inches away from the fridge door

Grasping the handle

Creaking open slow as you like

But the light inside

Fluorescent white

Pinging on

Wiping the sleepy shadows

From those peaceful eyes
The baby starts to cry
Ssh ssh ssh 

Stop it

Please stop it 

Please

Too late
Dad bellowing at the top of his lungs

Baby screaming in pain

Mum gasping like she’s been stung

Me trying to explain
I found him at the garage Dad

I found him round the front

Lying on the bags of coal

I didn’t steal him Mum
Advancing on me steady now

Back door at my back

‘S’alright son, just calm it down

There ain’t no need for that’
And with my best Bobby Zamora back heel

I am through the back door and into the yard

Screaming bundle tucked under one arm

Slipping through the gap in the fence

As this half-dressed policeman and his dressing gown wife

Lurch after me like some domestic double act 

But I am out of there

A decade of night-time pen-pushing on his front desk

Ain’t no match for my cyclist’s legs - Voom! 

Nirupa, 17, female of Sri Lankan descent. Nirupa works in a women’s refuge.
Nirupa
Been trouble round our way lately

Been blokes hanging round outside

Disturbing the peace

So I called up the police

And watched from my window inside
The women in here want safety

But half of them ring up their guy

Go ‘I still love you babe 

Do you promise to change?’

Then he comes round to blacken their eye
It pisses me off, I tell ya

Wanna grab em and shout ‘Shut up!

Don’t be so dim!’

But who am I to them?

Man I just clean and wash up
I’m thinking of doing the training

So then I can say what I like

‘Blokes are all pricks

Who like swinging their dicks

You’re better off being a dyke’
So yeah
Blokes hanging round is not a good thing

But this one looked different somehow

Scrawnier, slighter

Not much of a fighter

So after he’s gone I go down
She notices the set of keys which Charlie dropped. She picks them up.
There’s a van parked up and this barking

Like animals going through hell

I open it up and there’s boxes of pups

Packaged up ready to sell
I’m stood there in shock, cos this is fucked up

Then my boss she comes out too



Goes ‘Oh my God a shit load of dogs



What are we going to do?’


We take em inside and clean em



Poor little things are all thin



They’re covered in shit



And some have been sick



There’s grazes and sores on their skin



By the time that we’ve finished I’m seething with rage



How could anyone do this for money?



Man I hate blokes



They’re like God’s stupid joke



A dumb one that ain’t even funny
I try not to cry as I feed em



Warm milk, then we ring up the vet’s

The women come down



And their kids crowd around



Wanting to claim them as pets


It’s then that the thought pops into my head



Like a brilliant green little seed



It takes root and it grows



And I speak kinda slow



Sayin: ‘Ladies, you know what we need?


An army of personal soldiers!



A militia of muscle and teeth!



Might look little to you



But these are Staffordshire Blues



There’s a demon that lurks underneath


When these are full grown, they’re lethal



They’re seriously summing to fear



With one on each door



It won’t be like before



Ain’t nobody getting in here


They’ll be like our guardian angels



Ten little heads of protection



Like that Ravana



In the Ramayana



Knowledge in every direction’


Then sort of a hush descends on the room



As the idea starts to sink in



‘Is she right?’ ‘I don’t know’ ‘How big will they grow?’



You can hear the sound of the thinkin


Then Sita steps up as the boss of the place



Says ‘No pets is one of the rules’



I say ‘They ain’t pets they’re a man-eating threat



I’ll feed em an walk em, it’s cool.’


The women and kids start pleading



And Sita can't make up her mind



Goes: ‘I don’t know’



I say: ‘See how it goes I’m betting you it’ll be fine’


And with that, it’s like a decision’s been made



A consensus to keep us all safe



All girls together, our secret, whatever



With puppies all licking our face


Ain’t been no trouble round our way lately



No blokes hanging round in the hall



No disturbing the peace



No need for the police



Cos Ravana’s watching over us all. 

Resource Materials 

youth@halfmoon.org.uk

7


