The following are dramatic monologue options for adults:
Male:
I was gonna run last night. I was gonna run and keep right on running. Clear to the Iowa border. I
drove all night with the windows open. The old man’s two bucks flapping right on the seat beside
me. It never stopped raining the whole time. Never stopped once. I could see myself in the
windshield. My face. My eyes. I studied my face. Studied everything about it as though I was
looking at another man. As though I could see his whole race behind him. Like a mummy’s face.
I saw him dead and alive at the same time. In the same breath. In the windshield I watched him
breathe as though he was frozen in time and every breath marked him. Marked him forever
without him knowing. And then his face changes. His face became his father’s face. Same bones.
Same eyes. Same nose. Same breath. And his father’s face changes to his grandfather’s face.
And it went on like that. Changing. Clear on back to faces I’d never seen before but still
recognized. Still recognized that bones underneath. Same eyes. Same mouth. Same breath. I
followed my family clear into Iowa. Every last one. Straight into the corn belt and further.
Straight back as far as they’d take me. Then it all dissolved. dissolved. Just like that. And that
two bucks kept right on flapping on the seat beside me

Female:
I don’t even know what I’m doing here. You all say you don’t remember Vince, okay, maybe
you don’t. Maybe it’s Vince that’s crazy. Maybe he’s made this whole family thing up. I don’t
even care anymore. I was just coming along for the ride. I thought it’d be a nice gesture. Besides,
I was curious. He made all of you sound familiar to me. Every one of you. For every name, I had
an image. Every time he’d tell me a name, I’d see the person. In fact, each of you was so clear in
my mind that I actually believed it was you. I really believed that when I walked through that
door that the people who lived here would turn out to be the same people in my imagination.
Real people. People with faces. But I don’t recognize any of you. Not one. Not even the slightest
resemblance.

