
Monologues – DAISY 8LG1  
 

One sided telephone conversation 
...yes, my neighbour…(slowly, deliberately) MY. NEIGHBOUR…. What? This isn’t 
the Public Complaint Department? Well I know that, obviously, but do you 
know what? I tried ringing them and was put on hold for half an 
hour!...(Mockingly) No, I don’t know what this particular department 
specialises in…..Well I’m sorry but this is important...DON’T YOU DARE HANG 
UP ON ME. Alright. (Authoritatively) I hope you’re writing this down. So my 
neighbour has 3 boys and they were playing football - Football! What’s wrong 
with football? Well there is a time and place and it is NOT right next to my 
flowerbeds! Can you imagine?! (voice breaking) My prize tulips… (wailing) 
Ohh my beautiful daffodils… (Raises voice) THEY WERE ENTERED IN THE BI - 
ANNUAL FLOWER BED SHOW !! 

 

Direct Audience Address 

This monologue is meant to encourage people to get more and get more 
exercise. 

(Walks into living room and sees the family having dinner in front of T.V)  
‘I’m sorry, I didn’t realise this was the How - much - binging - can - we - fit into 
- one - afternoon’ (Looks at them with eyebrows raised, arms crossed) 
Judging by your faces, with their vacant, wide-eyed look, I’d say you’ve 
been sat there for at least 2 hours. Do you know what you can do in 2 hours? 
[Walks towards the window and gestures outside] Play in the park, have a 
picnic, go on a cycle ride, so many fun, family activities and you lot are 
squandering your time sitting in front of a box with flickering images. You 
need to get outside. You need to feel the sun on your skin.’ [Opens window] 
Smell that? That’s the smell of freshly mowed grass. Hear that? That’s the 
sound of birds in the trees (Pause) Your senses are not being used. They 
should be gathering information about your surroundings, not being dulled by 
your inactive lifestyle. 

 

Thought tracking Monologue – Soliloquy  
A person at a bus stop, waiting. (Helen) 

Helen: [tying coat tighter around her waist] Where’s Lisa? We need to hurry if 
we’re going to get the 1:30 train to Bristol. (Whining) It’s really chilly… [closing 
eyes] Molly is being so difficult at the moment.  Maybe we should Sebastian a 
Tutor. Did I empty the dishwasher? Did the children make their beds? [opens 
eyes and breathes out slowly.] I’m so sick of the word “Mummy...”. 



 


