
Ryan: (Up In the Air)  
How much does your life weigh? Imagine for a second that you’re carrying a backpack. I 
want you to feel the straps on your shoulders. Feel ’em? Now I want you to pack it with all 
the stuff that you have in your life. You start with the little things. The things on shelves 
and in drawers, the knick-knacks, the collectibles. Feel the weight as that adds up. Then 
you start adding larger stuff, clothes, table-top appliances, lamps, linens, your TV.

The backpack should be getting pretty heavy now. And you go bigger. Your couch, bed, 
your kitchen table. Stuff it all in there. Your car, get it in there. Your home, whether it’s a 
studio apartment or a two bedroom house. I want you to stuff it all into that backpack. 
Now try to walk. It’s kind of hard, isn’t it? This is what we do to ourselves on a daily basis. 
We weigh ourselves down until we can’t even move. And make no mistake, moving is 
living.

Now, I’m gonna set that backpack on fire. What do you want to take out of it? What do 
you want to take out of it? Photos? Photos are for people who can’t remember. Drink 
some ginkgo and let the photos burn. In fact, let everything burn and imagine waking up 
tomorrow with nothing. It’s kind of exhilarating, isn’t it?


Josh: (Daybreak) 
Why didn’t you fight for me to stay with you? Did you not want to be with me? Am I not 
worth being with? Don’t worry, I know why you’re not answering. It’s not because you 
don’t love me. It’s because I wasn’t here. This never happened. I didn’t come on this 
hunting trip. I stayed in LA. And you went alone. Forty four years of tradition. And I broke 
it…to hurt you. And then you died. Uh… I understand why I’m here now. I get why I 
pushed Angelica, and Wesley, and Sam away. So I wouldn’t hurt them. And so they 
wouldn’t hurt me. The same way that you hurt me. 

I just… I don’t get why you didn’t want me to be with you. You know? Maybe you didn’t 
like being a dad. Maybe you know you were dying. Maybe you just didn’t want me to see 
you get sick. I guess… kids never really get to know their parents. You should know that 
you did a good job. Yeah, I can fish, and hunt, and rig solar panels, and purify water from 
my own urine. Which is grosser than it sounds. I survived because of you. I love you. 


Sean: (Good Will Hunting) 
So if I asked you about art you’d probably give me the skinny on every art book ever 
written. Michelangelo? You know a lot about him. Life’s work, political aspirations, him 
and the pope, sexual orientation, the whole works, right? But I bet you can’t tell me what 
it smells like in the Sistine Chapel. You’ve never actually stood there and looked up at that 
beautiful ceiling. Seen that. If I asked you about women you’d probably give me a 
syllabus of your personal favorites. You may have even been laid a few times. But you 
can’t tell me what it feels like to wake up next to a woman and feel truly happy. You’re a 
tough kid. I ask you about war, and you’d probably, uh, throw Shakespeare at me, right? 
‘Once more into the breach, dear friends.’ But you’ve never been near one. You’ve never 
held your best friend’s head in your lap and watched him gasp his last breath, looking to 
you for help. And if I asked you about love you probably quote me a sonnet. But you’ve 
never looked at a woman and been totally vulnerable. Known someone could level you 
with her eyes. Feeling like God put an angel on earth just for you…who could rescue you 



from the depths of hell. And you wouldn’t know what it’s like to be her angel and to have 
that love for her to be there forever. Through anything. Through cancer. You wouldn’t 
know about sleeping sitting up in a hospital room for two months holding her hand 
because the doctors could see in your eyes that the term visiting hours don’t apply to 
you. You don’t know about real loss, because that only occurs when you love something 
more than you love yourself. I doubt you’ve ever dared to love anybody that much.


Tim: (Growing a Full Moustache)

I’m nineteen years old and I still can’t grow a full on mustache.  (pointing above his upper 
lip)   Look at this!   I’m a complete joke.   My younger brother can grow a beard in two 
weeks time.

Man, I look like such an ass.  Just peach fuzz.  Face of a boy.  I look like I’m twelve.

Nobody takes me seriously, no matter how intelligent I sound when I say things.   I’m 
always getting smiled at and patted on the head like a damn puppy.

It’s not fair.   I’ve tried working out, to bulk up cause I figured adding muscle would spike 
my respect but I took one foot inside a gym and was laughed at by the receptionist.  She 
thought I was under age.  Even the gym manager came over and told me I could damage 
my muscles cause I was too young.   When I told him I was nineteen, him and the 
receptionist burst out laughing.  I left the gym in shame.

I had the driving instructor make me send for my parents because he thought I was 
cheating my way to getting a license because I looked so young.

I’ll never get into a club.  I’ll never get a girlfriend.  That’s why I bought this…

(he pulls out a stick on mustache and puts it on)

You see?   This is the way to go.   Any man that can grow a mustache this thick, must be 
taken seriously.


JACOB:  (We Would Have Had a Lot in Common)

Want to know what I was thinking about earlier today?   My family…my Grandfather 
particularly.   It’s weird how you can sort of feel somebody even though they are gone…
does that make sense?

For some reason I was thinking about him.  He died when I was a kid, so I never really got 
a chance to get to know him…I have a few memories of him though.

Although he never got to see me grow up into an adult, I have always believed that we are 
very similar.

I’ve seen photos and family videos and there is something about the way he carried 
himself…it’s like looking at myself.

I’m not claiming to be on his level…I look up to him, he’s my Grandfather but I tend to 
think we would have a lot in common.  The same temperament, behavior, outlook on life, 
love for our family…

It’s strange to feel like someone’s spirit moves with your own.

I’ve never told anyone this so I hope I don’t come off sounding stupid or crazy but it’s the 
truth.

Yeah, I wish I would have had the chance to spend time with him…even for a day.

The only good thing about missing someone or wishing you were closer to someone who 
is no longer around, is that it makes you realize that those loved ones who are in your 



life…cherish them…hold them dear while you still can because one day, one day we will 
all be gone.


Whistle Down the Wind (Mary Hayley Bell) 
Swallow (age 12) is living in a village where they are taught Jesus will return to the world. 
There is a criminal on the run near her village and Swallow finds a sick, homeless man in 
her father’s barn who she thinks is Jesus. In this monologue she tells some other children 
about the man.  

SWALLOW:

Can you keep a secret? A really big secret? You’ve got to hold up your hand and do the 
‘See this wet’ routine:

See this wet, see this dry, 
Cut my throat if I tell a lie…

This is a great and fabulous secret known to none but those within these walls. You have 
to join a society to be allowed to know the secret, and all who know must swear never to 
divulge. Will you absolutely swear? If you ever breathe a word something ghastly will 
happen to you… alright… That’s Jesus… We have proof. We were in here messing about. 
There was a sort of knock on the door and I opened it. He stood there smiling at us, and 
said, ‘Knock on the door and it shall be opened unto you’… And I said, ‘Who are you?’ 
and he stood staring round this place, not answering at once, and then suddenly said, 
rather loud: ‘JESUS’… just like that… His legs were all cut and his boots and socks 
crammed with mud and he kind of lurched. I asked Him if I should get someone and He 
said ‘Don’t tell them till I’ve recovered’… He’s ill… too ill to talk. He’s been asleep for six 
hours!… In the daytime!… The grown-ups may not believe… suppose they try and take 
Him away… after all they did last time… But we can have a gigantic meeting, we can tell 
them all… swear them all to secrecy. There’s hundreds of children around here and every 
child knows other children. We can bring them a few at a time to see Him and hear His 
words. Little by little we can spread the news to children all over the country that the first 
people to know Jesus has come back will be the children. And… if the grown-ups try to 
take Him away again, we’ll defend Him… Hundreds of us!


Angelique: (Acting Class - M. Ramirez)

I took an acting class and the teacher was this weird creepy guy who was going bald and 
who wore tight pants and didn’t pronounce my name right ONCE. ANGELIQUE. My name 
is ANGEL-EEK. Not “Angelica,” not “Angie”… Angelique. It’s French for “Like an Angel” or 
“Born from Angels” or “Touched by an Angel”… something. I dunno. It doesn’t matter. He 
didn’t get it right once. He made us do all these weird creepy breathing exercises and all I 
could think of the whole time is MY MOTHER IS NOT PAYING FOR YOU TO TEACH ME 
HOW TO BREATHE, WEIRD CREEPY BALD GUY WITH TIGHT PANTS… MY MOTHER IS 
PAYING YOU TO TEACH ME TO ACT. ’Cause that’s what I’m good at. Acting. Like I’m 
really good at swimming and I paint too and my sister and I made State Jazz Ensemble 
but what I’m REALLY good at? Is acting. “Breathe in”… “Hold”… “Breathe out”… “Feel 
your inner animal reaching through”… Inner animal? Are you kidding? I Google-d the guy 
when I got home, whatever, I know it’s weird, but I had to. I HAD to know what this guy’s 



done that makes him so special. Know what this guy’s done, this guy who’s supposedly 
gonna teach me how to act? Three episodes of Ghost Hunter Deluxe and a deodorant 
commercial. DEODORANT? Is this a joke? What’s this guy gonna teach me to do? NOT 
SWEAT?!


Sierra: (Foxes: The Musical) 
Oh no, everything's just fine. Great. Couldn't be better. We meet a random girl in a café 
and suddenly she's part of the gang, and no one listens to me when I try to warn them. 
I'm only trying to look out for their safety, but how can I do that when they refuse to listen 
and go cavorting off at night doing some stupid stunt that's going to get them killed. And 
then I'll feel guilty because I'm the one who's in charge, and so I'm meant to be looking 
after them, but I can't do that when they just want to look after themselves and they 
completely disregard everything I say as if I don't care when I do, and it feels so great to 
be betrayed by your own friends, the only family you've ever had, and I just…


Dakota: (Foxes: The Musical) 
Look, we meant what we said about having something to offer. But the truth is, everyone 
has something to offer. You don't need to be a genius or a super spy to help the gang out. 
I mean, take Jay for example. He is great at missions, but more importantly he makes 
people laugh and that's a skill that's invaluable. And Ash? He's great at understanding 
how people work, but above that he's also the strong one of the gang. It takes a lot to 
break him. What about Robin? The kid's not much of a spy but he's a brilliant cook and 
nothing perks a bunch of people up more than a well-cooked meal.

We tell people they need to have something to offer because it helps them feel like a 
valuable member of the team. Even if the only thing they're good at is making pancakes.


Robin: (Foxes: The Musical) 
Do we all follow Sierra blindly? Yep. Well, we should. We don't often, 'cuz Jay goes off 
and does his own thing with Dakota, or he tells me to do stuff which sounds really cool, 
but doesn't always turn out well. Like, the other day, I was throwing garden gnomes over 
the palace wall, but I accidentally hit Indi on the head. I just didn't think, you know? We 
are all proud we're fighting against the King because we hate him and want to bring him 
down, but not take his place because we can't necessarily rule better but we do know 
that someone can 'cause the King sucks. Or at least, that's what Dakota says. Oh my 
gosh, you're the King.



