
Our Town Audition Preparation: 
 
OUR TOWN MONOLOGUES 
 
Women 
 
MRS. GIBBS. ​Y’know, Myrtle, it’s been the dream of my life to see Paris, France. 
Oh, I don’t know. It sounds crazy, I suppose, but for years I’ve been promising myself that if we 
ever had the chance - I’d make him take me somewhere. 
You know how he is. I haven’t heard a serious word out of him since I’ve known him. No, he 
said, it might make him discontented with Grover’s Corners to go traipsin’ about Europe; better 
let well enough alone, he says. Every two years he makes a trip to the battlefields of the Civil 
War and that’s enough treat for anybody, he says. Dr. Gibbs is never so happy as when he’s at 
ANtietam or Gettysburg. The times I’ve walked over those hills, Myrtle, stopping at every bush 
and pacing it all out, like we were going to buy it.  
Oh, I’m sorry I mentioned it. Only it seems to me that once in your life before you die you ought 
to see a country where they don’t talk in English and don’t even want to. 
 
 
EMILY. ​I don’t like the whole change that’s come over you in the last year. 
I’m sorry if that hurts your feelings, but I’ve got to - tell the truth and shame the devil. 
Well, up to a year ago I used to like you a lot. And I used to watch you as you did everything… 
because we’d been friends so long… and then you began spending all your time at ​baseball ​… 
and you never stopped to speak to anybody any more. Not even to your own family you didn’t… 
and, George, it’s a fact, you’ve got awful conceited and stuck-up, and all the girls say so. They 
may not say so to your face, but that’s what they say about you behind your back, and it hurts 
me to hear them say it, but I’ve got to agree with them a little. I’m sorry if it hurts your feelings… 
but I can’t be sorry I said it. 
  



 
Men 
 
DR. GIBBS. ​There you see your mother - getting up early; cooking meals all day long; washing 
and ironing; - and still she has to go out in the back yard and chop wood. I suppose she just got 
tired of asking you. She just gave up and decided it was easier to do it herself. And you eat her 
meals, and put on the clothes she keeps nice for you, and you run off and play baseball - like 
she’s some hired girl we keep around the house but that we don’t like very much.  
Well, I knew all I had to do was call your attention to it. Here’s a handkerchief, son. 
George, I’ve decided to raise your spending money twenty-five cents a week. Not, of course, for 
chopping wood for your mother, because that’s a present you give her, but because you’re 
getting older - and I imagine there are lots of things you must find to do with it. 
 
 
MR. WEBB. ​George, I was thinking the other night of some advice my father gave me when I 
got married. Charles, he said, Charles, start out early showing who’s boss, he said. Best thing to 
do is to give an order, even if it don’t make sense; just so she’ll learn to obey. And he said: if 
anything about your wife irritates you - her conversation, or anything - just get up and leave the 
house. That’ll make it clear to her, he said. And, oh, yes! he said never, ​never​ let you wife know 
how much money you have, never.  
So I took the opposite of my father’s advice and I’ve been happy ever since. And let that be a 
lesson to you, George, never to ask advice on personal matters. 
 
 
GEORGE. ​Emily, I’m glad you spoke to me about that… that fault in my character. What you 
said was right; but there was ​one ​ thing wrong in it, and that was when you said that for a year I 
wasn’t noticing people, and… you, for instance. Why, you say you were watching me when I did 
everything… I was doing the same about you all the time. 
Why, sure, - I always thought about you as one of the chief people I thought about. I always 
made sure where you were sitting on the bleachers, and who you were with, and for three days 
now I’ve been trying to walk home with you; but something’s always got in the way. Yesterday I 
was standing over against the wall waiting for you, and you walked home with ​Miss Corcoran. 
Listen, Emily, I’m going to tell you why I’m not going to Agriculture School. I think that once 
you’ve found a  person that you’re very fond of… I mean a person who’s fond of you, too, and 
likes you enough to be interested in your character… Well, I think that’s just as important as 
college is, and even more so. That’s what I think. 
  



 
Any Gender 
 
STAGE MANAGER. ​Three years have gone by. Yes, the sun’s come up over a thousand times. 
Summers and winters have cracked the mountains a little bit more and the rains have brought 
down some of the dirt. Some babies that weren’t even born before have begun talking regular 
sentences already; and a number of people who thought they were right young and spry have 
noticed that they can’t bound up a flight of stairs like they used to, without their heart fluttering a 
little. All that can happen in a thousand days. Nature’s been pushing and contriving in other 
ways, too: a number of young people fell in love and got married. Yes, the mountain got bit 
away a few fractions of an inch; millions of gallons of water went by the mill; and here and there 
a new home was set  up under a roof.  
Almost everybody in the world gets married - you know what I mean? In our town there aren’t 
hardly any exceptions. Most everybody in the world climbs into their graves married. The First 
Act was called the Daily Life. This act is called Love and Marriage. There’s another act coming 
after this: I reckon you can guess what that’s about. 
 
 
STAGE MANAGER. ​Now there are some things we all know, but we don’t take’m out and look 
at’m very often. We all know that ​something ​ is eternal. And it ain’t houses and it ain’t names, 
and it ain’t earth, and it ain’t even the stars… everybody knows in their bones that ​something ​ is 
eternal, and that something has to do with human beings. All the greatest people ever lived 
have been telling us that for five thousand years and yet you’d be surprised how people are 
always losing hold of it. There’s something way down deep that’s eternal about every human 
being. 
You know as well as I do that the dead don’t stay interested in us living people for very long. 
Gradually, gradually, they lose hold of the earth… and the ambitions they had… and the 
pleasures they had… and the things they suffered… and the people they loved. They get 
weaned away from earth - that’s the way I put it, - weaned away. And they stay here while the 
earth part of ‘em burns away, burns out; and all that time they slowly get indifferent to what’s 
goin’ on in Grover’s Corners. They’re waitin’. They’re waitin’ for something that they feel is 
comin’. Something important, and great. Aren’t they waitin’ for the eternal part in them to come 
out clear? 
 


