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You’re A Good Man Charlie Brown – Sally 

Female 

 

A 'C'? A 'C'? I got a 'C' on my coat hanger sculpture? How could anyone get a 'C' in coat hanger 

sculpture? May I ask a question? Was I judged on the piece of sculpture itself? If so, is it not true that 

time alone can judge a work of art? Or was I judged on my talent? If so, is it fair that I be judged on a 

part of my life over which I have no control? If I was judged on my effort, then I was judged unfairly, 

for I tried as hard as I could! Was I judged on what I had learned about this project? If so, then were 

not you, my teacher, also being judged on your ability to transmit your knowledge to me? Are you 

willing to share my 'C'? Perhaps I was being judged on the quality of coat hanger itself out of which 

my creation was made...now is this not also unfair? Am I to be judged by the quality of coat hangers 

that are used by the dry cleaning establishment that returns our garments? Is that not the 

responsibility of my parents? Should they not share my 'C'? Thank you, Miss Othmar. (to 

audience) The squeaky wheel gets the grease!  
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The Fantasticks – Luisa 

Female 

 

This morning a bird woke me up. It was a lark, or a peacock; something like that. So I said hello. And 

it vanished, flew away, the very moment I said hello! It was quite mysterious. So do you know what I 

did? I went to my mirror and brushed my hair two hundred times, without stopping. And as I was 

brushing it, my hair turned mauve. No, honestly! Mauve! Then red. then some sort of a deep blue 

when the sun hit it.... I'm sixteen years old, and every day something happens to me. I don't know 

what to make of it. When I get up in the morning and get dressed, I can tell...something's different. I 

like to touch my eyelids, because they're never quite the same. Oh, oh, oh! I hug myself till my arms 

turn blue, then I close my eyes and cry and cry till the tears come down and I can taste them. I love 

to taste my tears. I am special. I am special! Please god, please, don't let me be normal! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



DIMINICH MONOLOGUES DRAMA TALENT 

 

 

 

Our Town – Emily 

Female 

 

I can't bear it. They're so young and beautiful. Why did they ever have to get old? Mama, I'm here. 

I'm grown up. I love you all, everything. - I can’t look at everything hard enough. (Pause, talking to 

her mother who does not hear her. She speaks with mounting urgency) Oh, Mama, just look at me 

one minute as though you really saw me. Mama, fourteen years have gone by. I'm dead. You're a 

grandmother, Mama. I married George Gibbs, Mama. Wally's dead, too. Mama, his appendix burst on 

a camping trip to North Conway. We felt just terrible about it - don't you remember? But, just for a 

moment now we're all together. Mama, just for a moment we're happy. Let's look at one another. I 

can't. I can't go on. It goes so fast. We don't have time to look at one another. I didn't realize. All that 

was going on in life and we never noticed. Take me back - up the hill - to my grave. But first: Wait! 

One more look. Good-by, Good-by, world. Good-by, Grover's Corners? Mama and Papa. Good-bye to 

clocks ticking? and Mama's sunflowers. And food and coffee. And new-ironed dresses and hot baths? 

and sleeping and waking up. Oh, earth, you're too wonderful for anybody to realize you. Do any 

human beings ever realize life while they live it? - every, every minute? (she sighs) I'm ready to go 

back. I should have listened to you. That's all human beings are! Just blind people. 
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You’re A Good Man Charlie Brown – Schroeder 

Male 

 

I'm sorry to have to say it to your face, Lucy, but it's true. You're a very crabby person. I know your 

crabbiness has probably become so natural to you know that you're not even aware when you're being 

crabby, but it's true just the same. You're a very crabby person and you're crabby to just about 

everyone you meet. Now I hope you don't mind my saying this, Lucy, and I hope you're take it in the 

spirit that it's meant. I think we should be very open to any opportunity to learn more about 

ourselves. I think Socrates was very right when he said that one of the first rules for anyone in life is 

'Know Thyself'. Well, I guess I've said about enough. I hope I haven't offended you or anything. 

(Awkward exit) 
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The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn – Huck 

Male 

 

Miss Watson told me to pray every day, and whatever I asked for I would get it. But it wasn’t so. I 

tried it. Once I got a fish-line, but no hooks. It wasn’t any good to me without hooks. I tried for the 

hooks three or four times, but somehow I couldn't make it work. By and by, one day, I asked Miss 

Watson to try for me, but she said I was a fool. She never told me why, and I couldn't make it out no 

way. I set down one time back in the woods, and had a long think about it. I says to myself, if a body 

can get anything they pray for, why don't Deacon Winn get back the money he lost on pork? Why 

can't the widow get back her silver snuffbox that was stole? Why can't Miss Watson fat up? No, says I 

to my self, there ain't nothing in it. I went and told the widow about it, and she said the thing a body 

could get by praying for it was "spiritual gifts." This was too many for me, but she told me what she 

meant--I must help other people, and do everything I could for other people, and look out for them all 

the time, and never think about myself. This was including Miss Watson, as I took it. I went out in the 

woods and turned it over in my mind a long time, but I couldn't see no advantage about it--except for 

the other people; so at last I reckoned I wouldn't worry about it any more, but just let it go. 
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You’re a Good Man Charlie Brown – Charlie Brown                                                                      

Male 

I think lunchtime is about the worst time of day for me. Always having to sit here alone. Of course, 

sometimes, mornings aren't so pleasant either. Waking up and wondering if anyone would really miss 

me if I never got out of bed. Then there's the night, too. Lying there and thinking about all the stupid 

things I've done during the day. And all those hours in between when I do all those stupid things. 

Well, lunchtime is among the worst times of the day for me.  

There's that cute little red-headed girl eating her lunch over there. I wonder what she would do if I 

went over and asked her if I could sit and have lunch with her?...She'd probably laugh right in my 

face...it's hard on a face when it gets laughed in. There's an empty place next to her on the bench. 

There's no reason why I couldn't just go over and sit there. I could do that right now. All I have to do 

is stand up...I'm standing up!...I'm sitting down. I'm a coward. I'm so much of a coward, she wouldn't 

even think of looking at me. She hardly ever does look at me. In fact, I can't remember her ever 

looking at me. Why shouldn't she look at me? Is there any reason in the world why she shouldn't look 

at me? Is she so great, and I'm so small, that she can't spare one little moment?...SHE'S LOOKING AT 

ME!! SHE'S LOOKING AT ME!! (he puts his lunchbag over his head.)  
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The Diary of Anne Frank – Anne 

Female 

“…(writing in diary)The air raids are getting worse. They come over day and night. The noise is 

terrifying. Pim says it should be music to our ears. The more planes, the sooner will come the end of 

the war. Mrs. Van Daan pretends to be a fatalist. What will be will be. But when the planes come over, 

who is the most frightened? No one else but Petronella!…Monday, the ninth of November, nineteen 

forty-two. Wonderful news. Allies have landed in Africa. Pim says we can look for an early finish to the 

war. Just for fun he asked each of us what was the first thing we wanted to do when we got out of 

here. Mrs. Van Daan longs to be home with her own things, her needlepoint chairs, the Beckstein 

piano her father gave her…the best money could buy. Peter would like to go to a movie. Mr. Dussel 

wants to get back to his dentist’s drill. He’s afraid he is losing his touch. For myself, there are so many 

things…to ride a bike again…to laugh till my belly aches…to have new clothes from the skin out…to 

have a hot tub filled to overflowing and wallow in it for hours…to be back in school with my friends.” 
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5th of July – Shirley 

Female 

“I’m going to be the greatest artist Missouri ahs ever produced. No – the entire Midwest. There have 

been very famous people – world famous people – Tennessee Williams grew up in Missouri. He grew 

up not three blocks from where I live now! All his formative years. And Mark Twain. And Dreiser! And 

Vincent Price and Harry Truman! And Betty Grable! But me! Oh God! Me! Me! Me! Me! I am going to 

be so great! Unqualified! The greatest single artist the Midwest has ever known! 

A painter. Or a sculptor. Or a dancer! A writer! A conductor! A composer! An actress! One of the arts! 

People will die. Certain people will literally have cardiac arrests at the magnitude of my achievements. 

Doing something astonishing! Just astonishing! 

I will have you know that I intend to study for ten years, and then burst forth on the world. And 

people will be abashed! Amazed! Astonished! At the magnitude. 

Oh, God! Look! Is that she? Is that she? Is it? IT IS! IT IS SHE! IT IS SHE! 

AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! (She collapses on the floor. Slowly getting to a sitting position; with 

great dignity) She died of cardiac arrest and astonishment at the magnificence of my achievement in 

my chosen field. Only Shakespeare, Michelangelo, Beethoven, and Frank Lloyd Wright have raised to 

my heights before me!” 
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MY SECRET HIDING PLACE – Flower 

Female 

 

I need time to think. Why can't people understand that I need time to myself sometimes? And this 

new teacher we got at school is the worst. He doesn't understand what is going on with me at all. 

Okay, I'm not like other children. I know that. He expects me to live up to this stupid name my 

parents gave me; Flower. They all think you must be the most delicate girl in the world with a slender 

delicate face, ruby red lips, rosy high cheekbones, clean clear eyes with lashes till next Tuesday, and a 

slender body with a waist that would snap if you squeezed it too hard. Well, I have braces, fat cheeks, 

bloodshot eyes, boring lashes, and I love to eat. Gifted is such a stupid word. It's not a gift to be so 

smart -it's a curse. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad if my stupid teacher didn't keep calling my Dad and 

letting him know every new thing that astonishes him about me. It only makes my Dad hate me even 

more. I can't help it if my Dad is so insecure about his lack of education that he feels I'm a threat to 

him. Stupid man. (Beat) Oh - oh. Dad is still here. Why hasn't he gone yet? Something must be 

wrong. Maybe he's onto me; but I'm almost positive he didn't hear me come back in this morning. I 

can't let him find me here. Okay, I'll just have to be very quiet until he decides it's time to leave. It's 

starting to get really warm behind this furnace. I wish I could go out there and confront Dad, and not 

be afraid to face whatever he has to dish out. But right now, that doesn't sound like too much fun. 

I've had enough trouble for one day. I think I'll just stay put. Right here where I know I'm warm. 
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The Diary of Anne Frank – Anne 

Female 

 

Look, Peter, the sky. (She looks up through the skylight.) What a lovely, lovely day! Aren't 

the clouds beautiful? You know what I do when it seems as if I couldn't stand being cooped 

up for one more minute? I think myself out. I think myself on a walk in the park where I 

used to go with Pim. Where the jonquils and the crocus and the violets grow down on the 

slopes. You know the most wonderful thing about thinking yourself out? You can have it 

any way you like. You can have roses and violets and chrysanthemums all blooming at the 

same time... it's funny... I used to take it all for granted... and now I've gone crazy about 

everything to do with nature. Haven't you? 

(Softly.) I wish you had a religion, Peter. 

Oh, I don't mean you have to be Orthodox... or believe in heaven and hell and purgatory 

and things... I just mean some religion... it doesn't matter what. Just to believe in 

something! When I think of all that's out there... the trees... and flowers... and seagulls... 

When I think of the dearness of you, Peter... and the goodness of the people we know... Mr. 

Kraler, Miep, Dirk, the vegetable man, all risking their lives for us every day... When I 

think of these good things, I'm not afraid any more... I find myself, and God, and I... 

We're not the only people that've had to suffer. There've always been people that've had 

to... sometimes one race... sometimes another... and yet... 

I know it's terrible, trying to have any faith... when people are doing such horrible... but you 

know what I sometimes think? I think the world may be going through a phase, the way I 

was with Mother. It'll pass, maybe not for hundreds of years, but some day... I still believe, 

in spite of everything, that people are really good at heart. 

Peter, if you'd only look at it as part of a great pattern... that we're just a little minute in 

life... (She breaks off.) Listen to us, going at each other like a couple of stupid grownups? 

Look at the sky now, isn't it lovely? 
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THE EFFECT OF GAMMA RAYS ON MAN-IN-THEMOON MARIGOLDS – Tillie 

Female 

 

He told me to look at my hand, for a part of it came from a star that exploded too 

long ago to imagine. This part of me was formed from a tongue of fire that 

screamed through the heavens until there was our sun. And this part of me - this 

tiny part of me - was on the sun when it itself exploded and whirled in a great storm 

until the planets came to be. 

And this small part of me was then a whisper of the earth. When there was a life, 

perhaps this part of me got lost in a fern that was crushed and covered until it was 

coal. And then it was a diamond millions of years later - it must have been a 

diamond as beautiful as the star from which it had first come. 

Or perhaps this part of me became lost in a terrible beast, or became part of a huge 

bird that flew above the primeval swamps. 

And he said this thing was so small - this part of me was so small it couldn't be seen 

- but it was there from the beginning of the world. 

And he called this bit of me an atom. And when wrote the word, I fell in love with 

it. 

Atom 

Atom 

What a beautiful word. 
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THE BREAKFAST CLUB – Andy 

Male 

 

Do you guys know what I did to get in here? I taped Larry Lester's buns 

together. Yeah, you know him? Well, then you know how hairy he is, right? Well, 

when they pulled the tape off, most of his hair came off and some skin too. And the 

bizarre thing is, is that I did it for my old man. I tortured this poor kid because I 

wanted him to think I was cool. He's always going off about, you know, when he 

was in school, all the wild things he used to do, and I got the feeling that he was 

disappointed that I never cut loose on anyone, right? So, I'm sitting in the locker 

room and I'm taping up my knee and Larry's undressing a couple lockers down 

from me and he's kinda skinny, weak, and I started thinking about my father and 

his attitude about weakness, and the next thing I knew, I jumped on top of him and 

started wailing on him. Then my friends, they just laughed and cheered me on. 

And afterwards, when I was sittin' in Vernon's office, all I could think about was 

Larry's father and Larry having to go home and explain what happened to him. 

And the humiliation, the humiliation he must have felt. It must have been 

unreal. I mean, how do you apologize for something like that? There's no way. It's 

all because of me and my old man. God, I  hate him. He's like, he's like this 

mindless machine I can't even relate to anymore. "Son, you've got to be number 

one. I won't tolerate any losers in this family.  

You know, sometimes I wish my knee would give and I wouldn't be able 

to wrestle anymore. He could forget all about me. 

 

 

 



DIMINICH MONOLOGUES DRAMA TALENT 

SPARKS IN THE PARK – Barry 

Male 

 

All right.. give me a break. I really think I'm going insane. Do you want to 

know why I'm going insane? Well, I'll tell you anyway. It's all because of this. Can 

you read it? It says, "Write a play and see it produced by two professionals in New 

York City in America's Annual Young Playwrights Festival". Pretty neat. My 

English teacher gave it to me just before school was out for the summer. Just the 

kind of thing an English teacher would give you right before summer. This thing 

has been like a curse. It's killing me. Don't get me wrong. It's not like I have to do 

this or anything. It's just become like a quest. I always thought... hey, I could write 

a play. I mean... listen. I have been to so many bad plays in my life. Stupid, idiotic 

plays... plays that make you say, My God, what kind of madman wrote this?" And 

do you know why there are so many bad plays? BECAUSE THEY ARE 

IMPOSSIBLE TO WRITE! I have been sitting in this stupid room all month. It's 

not that I don't have anything to say. That's just it. I have too much to say. I'm too 

incredibly smart. Write a play... write a play. Have you ever gone to a play and sat 

through about the first ten minutes, maybe even up to intermission, without having 

any idea what was going on? People are sitting around you, laughing, or crying 

their brains out, and you're just sitting there thinking, "God, my tongue hurts". 

What's worse is when you have to go to a play, one you really like, and they give it 

this completely moronic ending. I hate them. I have decided that I hate plays more 

than anything in the world. That's it. I give up. No more plays for me 
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 Defying Gravity – Elizabeth 

Female 
 

 

The day my mother actually left, a reporter asked me what I thought of my mother going into 

space. I didn't want to answer so I hid my face behind my grandmother's purse. My brother laughed 

at me so I hit him on the arm. My grandmother gave us Lifesavers to quiet us down. I told her I 

wanted cherry so she peeled the paper down until she found one for me. I put it in my pocket for 

later. Then my mother joined us and she let me hold her hand while she talked to the reporters. 

 

I played with her wedding ring and I was very proud that I was one of the few people who was 

allowed to touch her hand. She showed the reporters some of the things she was taking up to space. 

She had a journal and in the journal was a bookmark that I made for her. I had drawn a rocket and 

stars and Saturn with the rings and I ironed it between two pieces of wax paper so it would be 

protected from the gamma rays. Then she showed the reporters something her class had given her. I 

was jealous and I wanted to give her something else. So I took out the Lifesaver. It was fuzzy from 

the lining of my pocket. While my mother and the reporters talked, I tried to make the Lifesaver 

presentable. I told myself I had to pick all the lint off the Lifesaver or my mother wouldn't come back. 

Finally my mother crouched down next to me. She was wearing her blue space suit. I touched the 

patches on her shoulders. She looked so beautiful. Suddenly I couldn't grasp that this was the woman 

who every morning sliced banana on my granola. My grandmother kept saying, say good-bye, honey, 

say good-bye to your mother. But all I could manage to do was hold out the Lifesaver. My mother 

took it and put it in her pocket and I knew everything would be all right. 
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That's MY Dad! 

I guess I must have been about eight. I couldn't have been much younger. It was the first time my 

Dad took me to a real Major League ballgame. I guess I must have eaten one too many hot dog or too 

many nachos, because I suddenly really had to go to the bathroom. I wasn't sure my Dad would let 

me go by myself, but we were within one run of tying the game and he didn't want to miss anything. I 

was thrilled. When you're eight finding the men's room by yourself is a real grown-up adventure. Even 

the word "MEN'S room" was exciting. But I think deep down I was a little hurt that he wasn't more 

worried about me. I mean who knows what kind of weirdos might have been in that men's room? 

Anyway, there weren't any weirdos. But when I got back to my seat, this GUY was in it. This total 

stranger was in my seat, and he was talking to my Dad. And my Dad had his arm around the guy's 

shoulder--not in a weird way, but you know, like guys bonding. And they were laughing. My dad used 

to put his arm around my shoulders like that! The men's room was up a level from our seats, so I saw 

them before they saw me. And all I could think was, why is he talking to that guy? That's my seat! 

That's MY Dad! 

I couldn't move. I just stood there in the middle of the stadium frozen. I thought I'd been replaced. I 

wanted to scream, "No, Dad! I'll be a better son! Whatever it takes, I'll do it! Dad!" But I couldn't. I 

just stood there. I guess I was crying. 

This guy in a blue shirt came up and tried to find out what was wrong, but I couldn't tell him. How 

could I tell him I was dumped by my DAD? So he kind of pried open my fingers, where I was holding 

my ticket, and saw where my seat was. He sort of pushed me along and we got down to my seat. 

When we got there the guy stood up to let me sit down, and I saw who it was. "Hey, look who's here," 

my Dad said. "It's Mr. Allen! What do you know--he's a huge baseball fan just like you!" 

Mr. Allen was my gym teacher. I've hated gym class ever since. 
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Ever Wish You Could Control Your Dreams? 

 

Ever wish you could control your dreams? You know--you go to sleep and dream about whatever you 

want? Sometimes I think I could really FIX things if I could just dream them right. I guess that sounds 

pretty stupid. Like last week I had this huge test in Chemistry. I really like Chemistry, but there's so 

much to remember. I tanked. And I KNOW that stuff--that's what makes me so mad. Who cares, 

right? It's just a stupid test. But I'm the one who's supposed to be so smart. My Dad wants me to go 

to medical school, and I guess I do too, but who needs the pressure? I mean, doesn't he have a life of 

his own? If I turn out to be a moron, what's that to him? "My son, the Honor Student. My son, the 

Doctor." Can't he talk about sports like everybody else? The first thing he says to me when he gets 

home: "So, how'd the test go? Another A, right?" I told him we didn't get the test back yet. 

So that night I dreamed I aced the test. In my dream I remembered every stupid element. I could see 

the protons and electrons and neutrons spinning around like little solar systems, and I could recognize 

every one. I think I was flying among them for a while, like with a jet pak or something. Or maybe I 

WAS and electron. That part of the dream is sort of fuzzy. But the thing was, I KNEW IT ALL. I woke 

up before the dream was over, so I never saw my grade on the test, but I know I aced it. I had the 

stuff cold. And the funny thing was, the dream made the real test okay. I mean, I still got an F and all. 

I still probably can't get an A for the semester no matter what I do on the next test, but I'm okay with 

it. Look, I KNOW Chemistry. Hey, for one thing, if I didn't, how could I have dreamed all that stuff? I 

just had a bad day. 

The next morning I told my Dad I flunked the test. He gets all quiet for a minute, but then he goes, 

"Well, you'll do better next time, right?" He didn't even freak. 

I bet he still tells his buddies on Friday that I aced it, though. It's kind of pathetic when you think 

about it. 
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Arrest Us for What? Wearing Big Pants? 

 

I'm skating on the sidewalk and this guy tears out of his shop like I'm the Unabomber or something 

and actually tries to shove me off the pavement. 

"Get a job, you punk!" 

Who's he think he is? Get a job. I'm not doing anything to you. As far as I can see, this isn't your 

sidewalk. I've been here all day and I haven't crashed into one person. 

Maybe if he worried less about skaters scaring off his precious customers and more about not selling 

garbage his store wouldn't be going under. Maybe if he checked his blood pressure once in a while he 

might live longer. I know one thing: The next time he tries to push me off his stoop, he's gonna wish 

he kept his hands to himself. 

Get a job. Get one yourself. You'll need one when your lease comes due and your landlord kicks you 

out so he can open a yogurt bar or something. This is the same guy who threatened to call the cops 

on us last week. I wish he HAD called them. What are the cops going to do--arrest us? For what? For 

wearing big pants? There's no law against skateboards. 

Call me a punk. I wish he did call the cops. I wonder what the penalty is for a grown man assaulting a 

juvenile. Not that anyone would've come anyway. The cops are too busy rolling bums and eating 

donuts to mess around with "skatepunks" who might actually fight back. Skatepunks! What's that 

about? Just because we skate, does that make us juvenile delinquents? I have a B average in school, I 

don't smoke or drink, and I never cut class in my life. I don't even sneak into the movies. They don't 

like the way we dress, so they assume we're criminals or something. 

My Dad has pictures of himself in the sixties, with long hair and beads and stuff. He looks like a freak! 

And he's PROUD of it! They're all proud of it. Compared to them we look normal. 


