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DO NOT COPY OR DISTRIBUTE

The author relies on the small cost of The Audition Series in order to dedicate more time to writing. Please do not copy, forward or otherwise distribute this volume or any of the materials within unless you have been given express, written permission from the author.

 

You are welcome to print the materials for personal use. You are also welcome to print the materials for educational purposes so long as you do not supply students with copies to keep – permission is granted for in-class use only.

 

If you are the legitimate purchaser of this publication, you are welcome to perform any of these pieces for auditions without seeking permission or paying a royalty. For any other usage, please contact the author for permission.

 

If you are discovered to have supplied this volume, in part or in full, to any person or organisation without the publisher/author’s express written permission, you will be charged US$49.95 for every copy you have distributed and for every recipient.

 

Thank you for not copying or distributing this volume. The author is deeply appreciative to be able to make a living from his work.

 

 

 


About Pete Malicki

Pete is the world’s leading monologue expert. His pieces have been performed over 1,500 times internationally, including at Edinburgh Fringe and on the West End, and won more than 40 major awards. He is the founder of The Monologue Project and creator of the global phenomenon World Monologue Games. He lives in Sydney Australia where he runs various arts organisations and works as a career development coach.

 

About this book

The Audition Series is a 3-in-1 book of original, contemporary, audition monologues as found in the publications Auditionarium, Auditionomicon and Auditionatrix. The scripts are mostly suitable for everyone, no matter your age, gender or cultural background, with a mix of comedy, drama and subject matter.
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Auditionarium

 


		

				Title

				Gender

		

		
				Don’t Pat My Dog

				Unspecified

		

		
				Dream Holiday

				Unspecified

		

		
				For the Exercise

				Female

		

		
				Globophobia

				Unspecified

		

		
				Haggling

				Unspecified

		

		
				Healthy Habits

				Unspecified

		

		
				Hit My Kid

				Male

		

		
				Lying

				Unspecified

		

		
				My Spot

				Male

		

		
				Nice and Empty

				Unspecified

		

		
				Procrastination

				Unspecified

		

		
				PTSD

				Unspecified

		

		
				Putting it off

				Male 

		

		
				Quiet Carriage Courtesy

				Unspecified

		

		
				Reaction      

				Male

		

		
				Refugee Protest

				Unspecified

		

		
				Road Safety (short)

				Unspecified

		

		
				Road Safety (long)

				Unspecified

		

		
				Shampoo

				Male

		

		
				Speed Runner

				Unspecified

		

		
				Stupid Roosters

				Unspecified

		

		
				Terrorfied

				Unspecified

		

		
				The Long Edge

				Unspecified

		

		
				Thwarted

				Male

		

		
				Upselling

				Unspecified

		

		
				Work out

				Unspecified

		

	



Don’t Pat My Dog

 

Duration: 75 seconds

Gender: Male/Female

Style: Comedy

Emotion: Anger, Surprise, Confusion

Language: Dirty

 

 

I’m waiting there for like fifteen minutes. I have no idea what’s taking him so long, you know. Thought only girls spent an hour making themselves look pretty. After a while his dog comes out with its tail wagging and a big happy grin on its big dumb face. You know how dogs are like that? 

(patting the dog) “Who’s a good girl? Who’s a good girl? That’s right, youse a good little girl. Youse a good little doggy woggy!” 

“What the fuck are you doing?” 

I turn around and Johnny’s in the doorway. He’s dropped his drink and spilled it
all over that nice rug. I’m like, “What do you mean? I’m patting your dog.” Then Johnny’s like, “I don’t come to your house and try to fuck your boyfriend.” “I don’t have...” “Shut up. That’s my dog. She gives her affection to me. What’s the point of being loved by my goddamn dog if she gives it up to everyone else? Don’t pat my fucking dog.” 

Johnny actually kicks me out. I can’t believe it. I’m so shocked I stand there on his porch for like a whole minute, the whole time listening to him screaming at Toto. “Every time! Every time, you slut! Our relationship is supposed to be special. Why don’t you love me the same way I love you, Toto? Why don’t you love me?!” 

 

 

 

 


Dream Holiday

 

Duration: 90 seconds

Gender: Male/Female

Style: Drama

Emotion: Nostalgia, Grief

Language: Clean

 

 

Terry doesn’t believe me when I say this is it. Reckons I’m joking. Thought we’ve pulled over for an afternoon sandwich. But this is it. There’s nothing off the main highway but a single road, Bob’s hardware store, Bob’s corner store and the fish and chips place. The two Bobs hate each other on account of Bob Parker moving in and confusing everyone by calling his corner store “Bob’s”. It’s not even on a corner. 

Terry’s like, “A whole week? What the hell are we going to do here for a whole week?” 

This town might have nothing more than a couple of shops and eleven little houses – it might be the small town that small towns laugh at – but it’s part of who I am. Spending five nights here is nothing; people live here all year round. I want to experience the tranquillity of nothingness. The Bobs earnestly trying to avoid each other in a single street. The country air. The perpetual dryness. The crippling listlessness of being isolated from the world. 

Terry sees the tears in my eyes. “It’s 20 years since she want missing. I never had a body to bury. Ashes to scatter. I don’t get to say goodbye like you did. But I can live in her shoes for a week, see what life was like for her growing up.” 

Terry squeezes my thigh, and I turn down the only street and pull into mum’s old driveway. 

 

 

 


For The Exercise

 

Duration: 90 seconds

Gender: Female

Style: Comedy, Drama

Emotion: Annoyance, Satisfaction

Language: Dirty 

 

 

You wanna know the worst thing about my job? As much as you might think it’s the old guys and the fat guys and the gross guys lying on top of you, sweating on you, drooling on you, coming on your face or tits, it’s the guys who tell you to quit. “Why do you do this?” “You could do something else.” “I’ll help you get out. I’ve got money.” 

I mean fuck. Was I that bad? You don’t order the duck à l’orange from a hatted restaurant then go tell the chef to change professions. The better I am, the more they say it. If you think I’m good, man, don’t bloody discourage me! 

So yeah, it’s a generally distasteful way to earn a living but I wouldn’t do it if there wasn’t an upside. You asked for the best and worst parts of whoring so now I’m gonna tell you the best: the exercise. 

You know how many calories you burn doing this? 

Squats and grinds and simulates riding someone. 

Doggy style is like a Pilates class. You’re trying to stay on your hands and knees while the person behind you is trying to drive your face into the goddamn ground. It’s a killer core workout. If I get tired, I can lie on my back and get a lovely ham- string stretch. 

Lies on back and stretches leg(s) up above her head. 

That’s the spot! 

Gets up. 

At first I thought it was only temporary but now it’s been a couple of years I’m not so sure. The money’s incredible, and hey, I really don’t want to give up these (pats abs).

 


Globophobia

 

Duration: 90 seconds

Gender: Male/Female

Style: Drama

Emotion: Terror, Shame

Language: Dirty

 

 

It happens in an instant. The moment I see them my heartrate more than doubles and my breathing becomes like a panting dog’s. Marnie looks over at me and she’s like, “What’s happening? Are you having a stroke?” 

I shake my head and point at them. “What? The clowns? Tell me you’re not scared of clowns!” 

I toss up whether or not that’s more embarrassing than the truth. Clowns can be creepy, for sure, but I don’t have a problem with them. (whispers) “The balloons.” 

Fucking balloons. They’re nothing but pointless sacks of foul air which fly away after a minute of “fun” and fuck up the environment. When you least expect it they BANG! in your face and scare the shit out of you. The clown hands three of them to a child. 

They swish around that little girl’s face like razor blades, like a fire burning just inches away from her hair and skin. I need to save her. I need to save the little girl. My panting becomes faster and I desperately wish I could throw her to the ground and send the evil fuckers into the atmosphere, or call for a passing police officer to pull out his gun and shoot them down. This poor child is in serious danger but I’m too paralysed to help. 

“Babe? Babe?!” 

I realise I’m lying on my back staring up at a blur of blue sky. A face is filling my vision – Marnie’s – slowly coming into focus. How utterly embarrassing. I know how irrational this is – I know balloons are harmless. It only makes a humiliating phobia worse. Even so I can’t help but ask, “Is she safe? Is the child safe? 

 

 

 

 


Haggling

 

Duration: 75 seconds

Gender: Male/Female

Style: Drama

Emotion: Empathy, Contempt

Language: Clean

 

 

“How much?” I ask, knowing she can’t understand but making the universal thumb- rubbing-against-your-forefingers symbol for money. She says, “Thirty.” 

I hand her the rupees and take the sweets. She smiles at me: a mixture of delight and... well I don’t know the word for it but it’s like she can’t believe she got away with that price, and what a dummy I am for paying it. 

I smile back as if to say, “I know. I know you ripped me off but I don’t care because that was about sixty cents and what kind of a monster would I be if I, a Westerner, tried to bargain you down to save ten cents, an amount that is literally nothing to me – that I wouldn’t bend down to pick up – but that is worth dozens of times more for you.” I’m not sure if she understands my whole smile but I think she gets the gist. 

And as we walk away eating our sweets, I can’t help but think how sick it is that we’re told to “always haggle in India to prevent the prices from inflating.” It’s perverse! Everything is so cheap and my money is worth so much here, it’s like a superpower. I can change lives and get a bargain at the same time. 

A pair of beggars tries to stop us as we approach our hotel. We push past without giving them so much as a glance.

 

 

 

 


Healthy Habits

 

Duration: 90 seconds

Gender: Male/Female

Style: Comedy, Drama

Emotion: Focus, Commitment

Language: Dirty

 

 

Finely tuned body clock wakes me at six AM. Peel the cucumbers off and climb off my chiropractic futon. Two minutes of plank to wake my core and twenty minutes yin yoga. Raw chia seeds, quinoa and seasonal fruit on organic gluten-free muesli. Keep my heart rate between 110 and 120 on my cycle to work. Compression pants stay on under my work stuff as I stand at my standing desk. Walk around the pod every twenty minutes. Glass of water every hour. Stop five mins per hour to stretch. Twelve-thirty PM. Lunch time massage. Liquid detox meal replacement. Stretch, walk around the pod, push ups in the bathroom. Two PM. A client yells at me. Take the rest of the afternoon off as a mental health half day. 

Ride home, hand wash clothes in eucalyptus oil – wearing non-allergenic latex gloves, duh. Take advantage of the free afternoon and book the naturopath, homoeopath, holistic counsellor, personal trainer. Pilates, squats, push ups then an hour of deep meditation to balance out the yang. Dinner: no fat, no carbs, no meat, no GI, no gluten, no dairy, no soy. Half a kilo of raw kale with a tiny squeeze of lemon. 

Eight PM. Window of time for the personal improvement program. Practise conjugating forty different French verbs and run my scales on the piano. Nine-fifteen PM. PD obligations done for the day. Forty-five before bed. Time for myself. 

Blinds drawn, laptop on. Browser loaded. Incognito mode. Type in search term. Forty-five minutes of the finest, filthiest, dirtiest, depravedest, exquisitely explicit animal on person on animal pornography.

10pm. Sleep.

 

 

 


Hit My Kid

 

Duration: 2 minutes

Gender: Male

Style: Comedy, Drama

Emotion: Dominance, Anger

Language: Dirty

 

 

It’s a weird time for a knock on the door. Beer’s almost empty so I set it down and pat around for the remote. Hit pause and groan my way to my feet. Go over to the front door and look through the peephole, not because I’m scared or nothing but ’cause I want a heads up what I’m getting myself into. 
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