Monologues

The following monologues would be useful for auditions for College, University, drama school or professional theatre work. The characters are all contemporary and from East London and would contrast well with a classical piece. Read the synopsis, so that you have an idea about the story and characters, before you start to learn the lines

Locked In  Synopsis

	Blaze (a Caribbean MC) and Tariq (a Bengali DJ) are both 16 and live in London’s east end.  They have known each other since primary school when Blaze used to stick up for Tariq when he got bullied.  Together, they are now known as the Two Wise Men and wag school together to run a hip hop phone-in on a local pirate radio station Exile FM where they rap about the issues that affect them. They are in their last year of school but they don’t care about their exams - they’ve got a demo out and they’re trying to turn professional. 

However, as they’ve got older, Blaze and Tariq have noticed that their different backgrounds are starting to come between 
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them.  Blaze’s black Christian mates don’t approve of him hanging round with a Bengali Muslim, and Tariq’s Bengali crew don’t like Blaze either. There are often fights at school between these rival gangs, and though Blaze and Tariq try not to get involved, the two of them come under pressure to stop being friends.

 

	[image: image2.jpg]



	Then Zahida arrives on the scene as a new girl in school.  She’s mixed race Pakistani-Trinidadian and both boys fall for her. Blaze invites her onto their show and she turns out to be a good MC as well. The boys compete for her attention, which becomes a confrontation in which Blaze shows Tariq up on-air by showing that he can't read English. 

Meanwhile, a local gangster, Rob (an offstage character), has paid Blaze to look after a package for him because he’s getting some heat from the police.  Blaze tries to impress Zahida by using the money from Rob to buy her an expensive camera for


her photography course at college.  Blaze sees the job from Rob as a test for joining Rob’s crew and doesn’t want to screw it up, but Tariq opens the parcel and it turns out to be a gun. The gun becomes an evil fourth character in the room, exerting its power and influence over the boys. Meanwhile, Tariq has started hanging around with his Uncle Samir again (another offstage character) who has some pretty extreme radical Islamic views, which Tariq becomes interested in.  The boys argue about this, but the presence of the gun, as well as a knife Blaze carries, makes the debate potentially deadly.  

 

As things get heated, Zahida tries to come between them and mediate, but in a scuffle she is accidentally shot.  At that moment the police knock at the door and the station is busted.  As she is dying, Zahida urges the boys to shoot the camera not the gun, and repeats what she has been saying all along – that only by trying to find non-violent solutions to their problems will the boys ever get what they want.

Tariq’s Monologue
TARIQ 
Saw her comin out after me, but I was outta dere.  Down da side street, past da bins, ma head boilin like a stuck kettle.  I coulda killed dat boy dere an den.  But gotta put violent foughts outta me head.  Calm is what I need now an I know exactly where to go.


Soon as I step fru da door a da mosque I feel fine


Never come here before on me own so it’s about time


Give a nod to da bredrins dat knows me, say a Salaam

Don’t know what it is bout dis place but it makes me feel calm


Wash ma hands, change ma shoes, den go to da prayer hall inside

Dere’s a new imam dere an he’s doin a speech about pride

Says pride doesn’t come from inside a no single man

Dat kinda pride in yuself ain’t part a da plan


Cos real pride is derived from bein a Muslim collective


Shared an unspoken, it gives yu a different perspective


Together we’re stronger to fight da American beast


Dere’s a new star dat’s risin – it comes from da Arabic East

An I’m listenin an finkin an wishin I still had my Mum

Cos I don’t know what’s right an I don’t know what’s wrong

Like a cork on da ocean I’m bobbin along 

An I wanna feel smart an I wanna feel strong but I can’t

Cos I’ve spent ma life aimin headlong into nuttin

An no-one has ever been dere, never cared never shared, just left in midair

Like a bird in a cage I mastered da trick of stayin alive but I’ve always been fick 

An supressin ma rage makes me dizzy an sick

An I’m whoopin an wheezin an suckin in air 

  
Forget where I am as da people all stare 

Cos I’m chokin an cryin on da floor a da mosque

Den a voice up above me says:

‘Brother … you’re lost’

Look up an it’s him - my uncle Samir

Don’t know him at first, ain’t seen him for years

But I can’t hardly move cos everyfing’s numb

Tryin a speak but da words won’t come

Den a hundred hands lift me back onto ma feet

 Like suttin was missin but now its complete

Lookin around at ma brothers in arms

All friendly faces, sayin Salaams
Den my uncle he takes me and leads us in prayer

An I feel dis connection to everyone dere

Den when it’s all over he takes both my hands

Says ‘Welcome home son, now you’re a man’

Blaze’s Monologue
BLAZE
Aight London Town


We havin a little chill session 

Takin it down 

Gon spin a few tracks, have a little toke

An fink about da future in a cloud a smoke

I’m at da MOBOs an I’m doin ma speech

Best album, best single, got award for each

Got me best garms on, I’m lookin pretty nifty

Wiv me bling an me charms on I’m phatter dan Fifty

He picks up the brown package and it becomes his award. Then he steps up like he’s delivering a speech

Yo I’d like to fank God and ma producer Steve

An all da haters out dere who neva believed

Dis one’s for you, check it

All da teachers who told me yu need qualifications

Well I hope dis proves ta dem dat all yu need is dedication

Da pirate scene is where I got ma education

So sendin dis award to da whole black nation

To Exile FM, ma radio station

Bless

I did dis on ma own, comin up from da street

Started out wiv nuttin, even shoes on me feet

But talent gets spotted, ends up where it should


Cos it’s betta dan da ghetto an it’s bigga dan de hood

Yeah life might deal yu a lousy hand

But yu gotta keep it real yeah an always undastand

When times get tough God shows you da way

Cos He’s got tomorrow mapped out from today

Legal illegal – it don’t matter man

Cos yu gotta grab da future whateva way yu can 

In da Kingdom a Heaven, God will understand

We all make mistakes, dat’s all part a His plan


The sound of applause, distant and echoey like in a dream

Den everybody’s clappin an I luv dat sound

So I do a bit a rappin den I feel a little tappin

On ma shoulder, turn around

An who should be dere - da buffest gels yu ever seen!

One’s from Reebok de uvva Versace

Says to me: ‘Blaze yu da best we ever seen’

Kisses both cheeks an shakes ma hand

Says ‘Can we put yu face on our new brand?’

Cos dere’s gonna be a trainer called da Reebok Blaze

Hittin all da shops in just a few days

Wiv ma face on all billboards whereva yu gaze

Dere’s a new megastar an his name is BLAZE

Zahida’s Monologue
ZAHIDA uses BLAZE’s phone like a mike

ZAHIDA
Yo gimme dat bhangra riddim Riqi!



Harder blud!



Bigger!



Arright!



Dat’s more like it!

OK massive holler goin out to all da mixed race massives locked in!



Dis one’s for you, check it



Yo I’m Lady Attitude

People say I’m rude

But I don’t see no point in chattin shit dat ain’t da truth

Always speak my mind an people fink I’m cra-zee

But ma thoughts is hotter dan a jalfrezi



Cos dat’s half where I’m from - Dad’s from Pakistan



Mother’s Caribbean an I’m from Tottenham



Yu gotta problem wiv dat den get outta me face



Cos da future’s multi-coloured an it’s called Mix Race



New generation da face of a nation



Tearin yu right apart like a cross-examination


Mixin up da blood



Turnin into mud



Da categories dat dey liked to tell us couldn’t budge



Genetic DJing – makin mixin an art



Head from Pakistan but a Caribbean heart



I’m da best of yu both, da sum is greater dan it’s parts



Ain’t no illusion I’m a logical conclusion



Da 21st century’s about fusion



Causin confusion?  I don’t fink so



Cos take away da con an fusion is day way to go

So your click and his click



Don’t click



Better pack a knife and go flick flick



Get each uvva’s heads an go kick kick



Cos de only fing dat matters is who’s got da biggest dick



An who chats da most shit an chirps da most chicks



Well lemme tell yu now dis chick don’t fink yu sick



Your click my click




Who gives a shit?



From where I’m sittin you’re path-et-ic!

