Female Comedy Monologue

I kissed a boy once. At least I tried.
I don’t know if it counts if they don’t
kiss back. But I tried to kiss a boy and 
it almost worked. Most of the time Grandma
and I don’t get to see folks much, but we
go into town. Sometimes. And Grandma says
I just have to be careful to mind my manners,
and Grandma says I’m real good at being careful,
but sometimes I get so bored in that little
town. Only one video store. Only two churches.
And the park only has two swings and a pool
that never gets filled up anymore. But in our
little town there is a boy named Samuel.
He's a bag-boy at the grocery store. He does
it just right and never squishes the eggs. 
And he has red hair and green eyes. And… 
(Laughs at the memory.)
Freckles all over his face! And Samuel is so
nice. So nice to me and Gram. He would always
smile and always say “thank you” and “your welcome.”
If he says, “Have a nice day,” then you do. That’s
how good he is at his job. And I always wanted…
I always wanted to be close to him, or to talk
to him, without Gram around. And one day when
Grandma had a really bad cold I got to go to the
store all by myself. And I bought some oyster 
crackers and some medicine. Then I got to watch 
Samuel all by myself. Watch him do his bag boy job.
I just stared and stared, trying to count all of 
those handsome freckles. Then, he asked if there
was anything else I wanted. I just whispered “Yes.”
(Pauses, closes eyes in remembrance.)
And then I grabbed him by the ears and MmmmmmmMM!
(Pretends she’s grabbing and kissing him.)
That was my first kiss. It was the most romantic
moment of my life. Until the manager pulled me off of him.

Male Comedy Monologue

Sayin’ it’s “hotter than Hades” is a common misconception. Hades ain’t all that hot. It’s humid but it ain’t scorchin’. Wanna know how I know? You see there was this Greek Goddess, Percy-phony. And uh, Hades kidnapped her and spirited her away to the underworld. And they had a garden with pomegranates and such, so it couldn’t of been too hot or the fruit wouldn’t grow. Percy-phony’s Greek Goddess Mama was awful sad that she had to marry against her will, so spring and summer sort of dried up and ruined everything. So Hades agreed that he’d let her go during the pleasant months but during fall and winter she was stuck downstairs. Now, you might feel sorry for Percy-phony, but I say it was her own danged fault for eating the food of the spirit world. but what chaps my hide is, how come she didn’t escape? If I was her, I would have walked up to Hades nice and polite like and then SUCKER PUNCH! Right in the gut! Then just take off running!

Male Dramatic monologue

I have studied many times

The marble which was chiseled for me--

A boat with a furled sail at rest in a harbor.

In truth it pictures not my destination

But my life.

For love was offered me and I shrank from its disillusionment;

Sorrow knocked at my door, but I was afraid;

Ambition called to me, but I dreaded the chances.

Yet all the while I hungered for meaning in my life.

And now I know that we must lift the sail

And catch the winds of destiny

Wherever they drive the boat.

To put meaning in one’s life may end in madness,

But life without meaning is the torture

Of restlessness and vague desire--

It is a boat longing for the sea and yet afraid.

Male or Female Dramatic Monologue

 You don't get it. I've been afraid of my father all my life. I spent every waking

moment trying to keep him from exploding. Trying to do everything just right - and

not just believing, but knowing... that one day he would kill me. That he'd kill us all.

My first memory... is the day my brother spilled a can of paint down the stairs. My

parents were painting the house. Ricky thought he was helping, but it was too heavy

for him, and... paint just went flying, everywhere. I held my breath. I don't know why

I thought that would help.

My father put his fist through the wall. I screamed. Ricky and I started crying. And

the whole time that he... the whole time, he kept yelling at us to stop crying. I

couldn't. I thought he was going to kill us both, and my mother couldn't stop him. I

was four years old. Ricky was two.

And I have been living in that hole in the wall, ever since.

I can't forgive him. I won't pretend. So go read "Footprints in the Sand" if it'll make

you feel all warm and fuzzy inside. Today my father's going in the ground. Except I

don't remember having a father. A father couldn't do that to his kids.

Therapist to client

You give up so easily! You don't get validation, you walk away. You don't get enough attention, you take some pills. That's the problem with your generation,

really. You're over-indulged by your parents and you're spoiled and impatient and

entitled. Hence the so-called suicide attempts. You don't want to die, you want people

to pity you. It's pathetic.

If you wanted to die, you'd be dead. You would keep trying, over And over, until you

got it right. But you don't drink bleach. You don't hang yourself or jump off a bridge

or crash your car into a wall. You take pills. You stick your head in the oven. It's a cry

for help. So stop wasting your time idealizing and romanticizing death and accept the

fact that everyone is miserable. Life is hell for everyone. They just fake it better.

Who are you to think you deserve to be different? Just grow up already! Lose 80

pounds, buy some new clothes. Get a haircut and put on some make-up. Stop looking

for fairness and authenticity and inspiration, because they don't exist. Get a job at a

bank and get a manicure once a week. Marry a dentist. But for God's sake, don't have

children, because your DNA is filled with idealism, and no kid deserves to be saddled

with that. When you're unhappy, go shopping. Run five miles a day and grow your

own tomatoes. Volunteer at a soup kitchen. Read to visually impaired gay senior

citizens. All you have to do is quit whining, show some willpower! You're not special.

You are just like everyone else. You think you're in pain, but that's all in your head.

Just SNAP OUT OF IT.

