
Below are the Audition monologues for JUVIE.  Please select one and tape yourself 
performing it.  Please shoot from the waist up and no distracting things in the background.  
Preferably a sheet, blank wall or blue screen.  When the self-tape is complete.  Please email it to 
me at aynlauren@gmail.com.  Looking forward! 

JUVIE is an ensemble play. All of the young inmates who are being detained in the Juvenile 
Detention Center form an “Inmate Ensemble”. This play should not be a star vehicle. It is 
intended to present the realities of crime and its punishment in the plainest possible terms. This is 
not a “show biz” piece.  

The play suggests an entire night in the holding cells. Therefore, as the play progresses, more 
and more people will fall off to sleep. By two-thirds of the way through the play, everyone 
except those directly participating in recollections will be sleeping. This helps underscore the 
general unpleasantness of the entire scene.  

Each character should make certain assumptions about their own situation. This progression will 
lead to great anxiety. Is release coming or is further detention to be expected. Each character 
should evaluate his own progressions and play them, and above all, believe them.  

PINKY: The streets are full of bottom-feeders. It’s everybody else’s turn. I’ve had mine. I was 
on the receiving end, hanging out with losers, scratching for a connection of some fourth-rate 
stuff so laced up with powdered sugar you’re more likely to get diabetes than anything else. 
Then I took a look around. I’d been down here for two-bit theft and extortion and burglary and 
I’d done some time and there was nothin’ but more of the same facin’ me. I figured if I was 
going to take a fall it might as well be worth it. So I moved into management. Then all those 
empty eye socket junkies would come to me— on my terms. Whatever I wanted, they came 
through with it. And me rakin’ off the best, no charge. If one’d cross me or undercut me, he 
might not get his for a while or I’d cut it way down and make him think he’d slipped deeper. 
You ought to see ‘em panic when they come back and say it wasn’t enough. Begging, foaming at 
the mouth just for one more hit. So what if someone catches you at it, cuttin’ the stuff, what’re 
they gonna do, call the cops? If they really freak, you just back off and say, “Hey shit 
happens...here take some on the house.” And so you slip him maybe three times the strength he’s 
had or some stuff with a little more strychnine in it. You won’t have that problem again. (SHE 
laughs as we see a JUNKIE shoot up, overdose and die) The word hits fast when somebody 
O’Ds. So, business may slack off for a day or two, but then the pains start again and those idiots 
are knockin’ on your door again just like you were their guardian angel and a candy store all 
rolled into one. 

 

LEAH: They never called me enough. Saturday, most weeks, and some Fridays but hardly ever 
on weeknights. They didn’t understand how much I missed her between those times. Jennifer 
needed me. I could tell when I was reading to her or feeding her that she loved me most of all. 
Yes...she loved me best of anybody. Nobody ever felt like that about me. So I wanted to be with 
her more and more. It wasn’t fair. They got to have her all day while I was in school and all night 
while I worried about how she was or if they were treating her right. (PARENTS walk over to 
take the baby). Baby sitter. That’s what they called me. Couldn’t they see how much more I was 



to her. Jennifer wanted me with her, but they didn’t try to see it. (PARENTS take baby from her) 
I told them they wouldn’t have to pay me or anything, just let me take care of her. (Parents shake 
their head at her and walk away) But they kept her away from me even more. I listened on the 
phone when they told Mom I couldn’t watch Jenny any more. I had to bury the phone in my 
pillow so they wouldn’t hear me cry. It came all at once-you know how you usually cry after you 
build up to it. This was different, it all came out at once. I didn’t stop for hours. I just ran out of 
the house and walked. I don’t have any friends at school or a boyfriend or anything. I didn’t care. 
I didn’t need any of that as long as I had Jenny. And she needed me. I found out they were 
having a sitter on Friday night, this stupid girl I know from school. That Friday, I went to the 
house and told the girl that Jenny’s parents called and wanted me to bring her to them. She said 
she would have to call them. What a bitch. As soon as she left the room, I grabbed Jenny and ran. 
On the way, I bought some diapers and formula. It was just going to be us. I started driving. It 
didn’t matter where we went so long as she was with me. Jenny was so good. She slept the whole 
time. Finally, I had to stop. I cuddled her up against me and fell asleep in the car. When I woke 
up, the sun was streaming in the windshield and a highway patrolman was tapping on the glass. 
They took her from me...again...They don’t understand how much she needed me. Nobody 
understands.  

 

ANDREW: When I’m not in jail-I’m really not in jail very much-they always put me with nice 
people. But then the police come get me and I never know what it’s about. Somebody told me 
one time that it’s wrong to hurt people or kill people and that you get put in jail for that and 
maybe even get killed yourself for doing it. But I didn’t hurt anybody or kill anybody. I told 
them I didn’t and they kept asking me why I said that and I said because it was true and then a 
nice policeman would come in and say, “Oh, that’s just Andy.” And I told him that I didn’t hurt 
anybody or kill anybody and he’d say, “I know, Andy. I know.” I was glad he was there. I’d stay 
in jail for a day or maybe two days and then they’d take me to meet some new nice people. I 
don’t know what happens to the nice people I was with before. Maybe they move away while 
I’m in jail. I had some special people a long time ago, real special. They moved away too. I can’t 
remember why. Just woke up and they were gone and I didn’t know where. I cried, I think, and I 
stayed there for a long time waiting for them to come back but they didn’t- and I got real hungry. 
I remember that. I started looking for something to eat out behind the place where we lived and 
there were a few things. And I found a cat that I liked a lot. And then a lady came and talked to 
me and then I started to meet the nice people, the first ones. They said I couldn’t take the cat with 
me and I was kind of sad about that, but the people were nice and was with them a long, long, 
time and I didn’t go to jail or anything. But then one day I did-and when I got out, I guess they’d 
moved. (Pause) I get kind of scared in jail. People aren’t nice in there sometimes and they do 
things to me that make me hurt and I ask them to stop but they won’t. And I can’t make them 
stop because there’s maybe two or three of them and I’m strong but I can’t stop no two or three 
of them and sometimes they have a knife and I’m scared of it. And what if that policeman isn’t 
there sometime when they bring me in and I tell them I didn’t kill anybody or hurt anybody and 
they don’t believe me. They might kill me then. But I’ll meet the nice people soon. Maybe 
tomorrow. And they won’t move this time. And I won’t get in jail again. And I’ll go back where 
I lived and find that cat and bring him back with me. Everything’ll be all right then. 
Everything’ll be all right.  


