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CURVE OF DEPARTURE by Rachel Bonds 
1. Monologue: Female – Linda 
2. Monologue: Male – Jackson  
3. Monologue: Male – Jackson  

 
1. LINDA MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 76-77 (Edited) 

Hey—You know I lost three babies before you. Three. And so at first I worried I’d be too 
afraid to love you, and then I worried I didn’t love you enough, and then you were so 
goddamn fussy, I couldn’t—you cried so much, and for so long, I thought—I thought 
there was no way I could possibly give you what you needed. And I couldn’t connect to 
you at all—when I wasn’t exhausted out of my mind, I was just bored as all hell. For the 
first three months I thought the whole thing was a horrible mistake. That’s the truth. No 
one tells you how boring kids are. At least they didn’t tell me. But listen to me—you 
better believe that it grew in, my love for you, and it must have been making up for lost 
time or something, because when it came, it came in big, and it came in wild, like a 
crazyass weed that nothing can kill, so. It’s not just the money you’re worried about.  
 

2. JACKSON MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 63-64 (Edited) 

I’m sorry to—bring all my family mess into this. I know it’s bad timing. Uhhhhhhhh she’s. 
A lot of things. She’s pretty behind developmentally. Seems like it was safer for her to 
be silent, with that—guy in the house, so…We think she learned to stay quiet to—stay 
safe. But, um…she’s starting to come out now—like, there’s this—glimmer. I can see it. 
I mean, when we first got her she wouldn’t even look at us, really, she would just look at 
the floor. But she’s starting to make eye contact. And she’s…yeah, she’s such a smart 
little girl, I can see it in her, I can see it. There’s intelligence there, so…I know she’s in 
there.  
 

3. JACKSON MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 64-65 (Edited) 

(Linda: Did you want to be a father?) 
Um—I did, actually? Weirdly? I always imagined it for myself—I always wanted kids, for 
some reason. I did not imagine like this, but—We brought her to our friend Mimi’s house 
in Echo Park—not too far from where we live. And Yara knows her, she stays with her 
sometimes when I have to work, so—I thought it would be okay for a night. And Mimi 
said, um—apparently she had a little meltdown before bed, but other than that, she’s 
been okay. And she ate almost all her dinner, but…yeah, I don’t know. I just don’t want 
her to be scared. I don’t want her to think I’m not coming back or something.  
 

 
 



INTO THE BREECHES by George Brant 
1. Monologue: Female – Maggie Dalton 
2. Monologue: Female – Celeste Fielding 
3. Monologue: Male – Ellsworth Snow 
4. Monologue: Female – Winifred Snow 
5. Monologue: Male – Stuart Lasker 
6. Monologue: Female – Ida Green 
7. Monologue: Female – June Bennett 
8. Monologue: Female – Grace Richards 

 
1. MAGGIE MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 8-10 (Edited) 

But the Company is 100% behind the idea – Well, Celeste. Celeste. And she’s already 
begun her process. She’s half-way to becoming a man as we speak. If we interrupt her 
now, who knows where she’ll end up? I promise, this’ll be the next best thing. I have all 
of Andrew’s notes and blocking, all of his prep work – I’ll simply be following his recipe, 
it’ll be like baking a cake! And we’ll be selling war bonds and stamps in the lobby, letting 
soldiers on leave see the show for free – This play is the war effort, Mr. Snow. Andrew 
specifically chose The Henriad to support our troops, to support us all. We all need to 
be in the same war, Mr. Snow, whether soldier or homemaker, Marine or millworker. 
Our souls united in common cause.  
 

2. CELESTE MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 2-3 (Edited) 

Empty? Oh, my dear, no, it’s anything but. I can hardly walk for the ghosts. Ghosts 
round every corner. Oh, them, yes, them as well, them as well brave souls, but it’s my 
own shades I speak of. I can’t take a step but I bump into my Desdemona, my Lady M., 
my Isabella. And my Juliet! My sentimental favorite. Oh, star-crossed youth. Put the 
dagger down, dear child, put it down! And me? I suppose I am a ghost of my former self 
as well. You see it, don’t you, Maggie? And it’s not merely the ridiculous clothes I’m 
reduced to by the War Bureau. It is this place, here. The longer the Oberon’s doors are 
shut against me, the more I wither away. You wouldn’t understand, having worked only 
on the other side of the footlights, but – the laughter, the tears, the applause? I’m an 
unwanted flower.  
 

3. ELLSWORTH MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 9 (Edited) 

You people are insane. Besides, this is all moot. The Board and I decided months ago 
to cancel the ’42 season, to go dark until the war is over. The Oberon is not a cake, Mrs. 
Dalton, it is a business. The ’41 season was a wash, and now that Roosevelt’s tacked 
on this 10% entertainment tax onto every one of our tickets – no, better to wait this out 
and come back at full strength in a year.  
Art? Don’t you know there’s a war on, Mrs. Dalton? The Navy’s taken over Newport, 
Brown’s training officers, Narragansett’s blacking out its windows every night – Go 
home and roll some bandages, Mrs. Dalton. A play? We need to focus on the war effort, 
not on frivolity.  



 

4. WINIFRED MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 40-42 (Edited) 
(As Falstaff) Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, let not us that are squires of the night’s 
body be called thieves of the day’s beauty. Let us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade, 
minions of the moon –  
(breaking, to Maggie) Was it funny? It didn’t really feel funny.  
(Maggie directs Winifred to think of Falstaff as a roly-poly, fun-loving drunk.) 
Ah! My uncle was a drunk. But he wasn’t funny. Died very young.  
(going back into character, As Falstaff) Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, let not us 
that are squires of the night’s body be called thieves of the day’s beauty. Let us be Diana’s 
foresters! 

 

5. STUART MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 46 (Edited) 
No, Maggie. You have every right to know, June. I can assure all of you ladies that I tried to 
enlist on numerous occasions, at various recruitment stations. First, they told me I was too 
short, so I wore shoes with lifts. Then they told me my eyes were too poor, so I cheated on the 
exam. Finally, they told me I was a swish, a suspicion which led to an extremely humiliating 
interrogation I found I did not have the strength to repeat. Believe me, I know where I should be.  

 

6. IDA MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 49-50 (Edited) 

I come out here sometimes. When I want to be alone. Oh, I went to give blood today. 
June inspired me. What with her Victory Socks and rubber drives and Junior League. I 
never got close to a needle. That nurse looked me in the eye and told me they were all 
set. For colored blood. There’s this poem? I don’t suppose you read it, it was in the last 
issue of Negro Story? Anyway, after that nurse – this poem, the last part – it keeps 
running through my head: 
“Goodbye to the days of the jig and shine boy; 
And hello, brother.  
We will live with you, work with you, 
And sing in your songs your sorrow.  
We will weep for your dead as we mourn our own, 
And place our blood beside yours upon the altar.” 
Our blood, Stuart. Yours, mine. It belongs in the blood bank and it belongs here (the 
theatre), together on this altar, on that stage in there.  
 

7. JUNE MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 17-18 (Edited) 

Mrs. Max Bennett. June. Gosh Mrs. Dalton, it’s such an honor to meet you. Your 
husband is a true visionary. Oh, and golly, I’m sure you’re good, too. When I started 
dating my Max junior year – this was the only place our parents would let us come to 
unaccompanied. At first I honestly couldn’t care less about what was happening 
onstage, I was all about billing and cooing with Max in the back row, but once I came up 
for air, I started to really like it. The men were all dreamboats and the girls so glamorous 
– those dresses! 



8. GRACE MONOLOGUE: 
Pg. 74-75 (Edited) 

Can I – can I make a confession? You ask every day about Paul. It’s not that I haven’t 
head from him, exactly. I got three letters last week. Two of them were my own. 
Returned to Sender.  
(Maggie: And the third?) 
From the Air Corps: Paul’s Missing in Action. Then it came back to me – I read in the 
paper two weeks ago, the Allies made a big air raid over France: we sent 50 planes and 
lost only 3. Only 3. Paul must have been one of the ‘only’. I do know he’s missing. 
Which means one of two things, so…so I have to hope, pray that he’s been captured. A 
funny thing to pray for, huh? That he’s being tortured by some Nazi son of a bitch, or – 
Postman won’t look me in the eye anymore, walks up to our box like he’s marching to a 
grave. Every day I don’t know if he’s going to deliver good news or a gold star for me to 
hang in the window like all the other war widows on the block. 
    

 
  


