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In The Year 2525 Audition Monologues

Choose a monologue to perform and upload to the audition form. Video audition submissions wil
be received from Tuesday, March 30 through Tuesday, April 6.

Rodney+Kenny
Bro I can’t believe it. I’m one of the world champions in all of Call of War, the video game. Let's
go dude, I’m gonna get all the babes because of this. Gonna crack open a Big Boy Energy drink
and gulp it down and get swole dude. Nah I’m just playin, I’m gonna take this weekend to chill
out. Gotta save my energy to game, dude.

Bizzlewazzle
Ladies and gentlemen, a very dangerous scientific anomaly threatens our entire existence, and
it is imperative that we take action against it. What is it you ask? You see, recently a tear
occurred in the fabric of space and time and through it fell a snack from the past, all the way
back from the 21st century. They are called hot pockets. Now the tear in space time is no
problem, happens every other Thursday, we can take care of it, but these hot pockets are far
more deadly. The box tells us to put them in the microwave, but once we did that and ate them,
it burned our mouths! If we do not contain this dangerous snack before it spreads, we will be
facing a plague of burned mouths.

Quincy
It's good to hear from you. Nothing about this experience has been pleasant for me, but getting
to read something in your voice has helped a lot. I've tried to keep my voice up while I'm out
here, the boys seem to enjoy hearing it. Brings them some comfort in these days I suppose, but
the general isn't a fan. Says making any noise could be life or death, and I suppose he's right for
the most part, but a little noise never hurt anyone. If you really are laid with child, then I'm more
excited than ever to return home again. Captain says I might be able to go back for a week in a
few days if everything goes right. By the time you're reading this, I may already be back to read
it with you. I love the name Shelly, but I'm sure we can do better than Quincy jr. Tell my sister I
said high, and give her bread a taste for me. I'll see you soon my love.

Sally

Dear Quincy,
I've missed you. I've heard that this war won't last as long as the other one. I hope that is true.
Everyone in this town misses you and your music. You always had the most beautiful voice, I
hope you still do when you come back. In the months that you've been gone, I believe I have
discovered something. When you get back, Quincy, you will have a son. Or perhaps a daughter.
If she's a girl, I want to name her after my grandmother, Shelly. If he's a boy, Quincy jr. sounds
like a good name to me. Your sisters bakery has been doing huge sales recently, fresh bread for
the whole town. Hopefully when you get back we can share some together. I hope to see you
soon.
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Sam
I’ve done it, I’ve finally done it! They all said it couldn’t be done, the fools! I have proved them
wrong! They all called me mad, but now I shall finally get the respect I deserve. I have
genetically modified hot pockets so as not to burn your mouth! Finally, I can enjoy a small roll of
pizza without burning all of my taste buds off. Mwahahahahaha!

Becka
I can’t believe this! I am one of the top biologists in the world, but they give the Nobel prize to
Suzane Withercrow? Please, she doesn’t even know how to pronounce uk-ek- eukara- uh,
eukaryote! That's right, she can’t even say it, and she probably doesn’t know what it does. Do I?
No, but at least I can dissect a nuclear frog without accidentally blowing it up. I mean, who gives
someone a Nobel prize for blowing up a frog.

Sarah
I tried. I really did. I couldn't save her. I couldn't save anyone. They're all gone now. Even Julie.
She was so vibrant, had a whole life, and suddenly it was gone. We grew up together, and when
she was 12 she was diagnosed with cancer. But she overcame it. She survived cancer. She
survived the disease, the hospital bills, high school, and broken hearts. But it was all for nothing.
Funny how that works. You can live your whole life, making your own choices, defining your own
life, and then it's all over. Just like that. Nothing you, or anyone else, could ever do to stop it.
With one flash of the cosmos, a star exploding, and everything you were is reduced to nothing.
All of those memories, the people you loved, rainy days, everything. Gone. Usually, when
someone dies, they live on in the memory of others, but what if no ones left to remember you? I
think that may be my job now.

Daughtery
Hello, my name is Cora Daughtery and I’m interviewing here for a position at this elementary
school as a first grade teacher. I know I’m not very qualified, but after the great teacher wars
that happened a few years ago I figure it may be hard to find candidates. I do think I’d be very
good though, I get along great with kids, I am very patient, I haven’t been eaten by radioactive
rats. I think I could be really great for this. I hope you consider me for this position.

Jaxtyn
I may be just 12, but that can’t stop me from being a true man of culture. I have been a part of
high society for a long time now. My family is wealthy enough to afford a couch, and how many
of you can say that. Yes yes, I know I’m fascinating, it's just simply the truth. I have attended
many grape juice tasting events, and I must say that I’m very good at it. I’m very good at
drinking grape juice.
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Margot
Oh, hi there, miss teacher! I’m like, so excited for class today! I made sure to do all my
homework and I didn’t eat any radioactive glue this time, aren’t you proud of me? My mom said
she is. She says that radioactive glue is bad for you, I guess that's why I’m not supposed to eat
it. She said that glue used to not be made from radioactive waste, but from things called
horses? That’s so weird. So what are we learning today miss teacher?

Zaire
Sorry I'm late, Ms D, but the zombie rats broke into my house again, I had to fight them off.
Don’t worry I’m fine, I’ve gotten pretty used to fighting off the zombie rats. One time I had to take
on a herd of them with just my flip flops, it was awesome. Hey did you know that a group of
normal rats is actually called a mischief, but a group of zombie rats is called a “oh god they’re
eating me, please help”? Yeah, that's what my dad told me when I asked him.


