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Notes for the Teacher 

These monologues are on the theme of travel. Each speaker is on a 

journey, either physical or emotional – sometimes both. 

They were originally written to meet the requirement of the BTEC 

Performing Arts Level 1/2 (Acting) Unit 1 Individual Showcase 

where a different theme was set by the board each year. 

There is a variety of styles in the monologues which will challenge 

performers. They require few or no props. A chair is required for 

some. 

Each monologue has a paragraph of notes for the performer. As 

teacher you will know when is the right moment to give these notes to 

the performer, if at all. There is space for each performer to make 

additional notes as they “get to know” the character. 

There are also sheets on Learning Lines and some Performance Tips.  

The intended gender of each character is indicated in the grid in 

Section 1 but many of these can be changed with one or two 

amendments. 

There are very few stage directions in the monologues. This is done 

deliberately. 

Monologue pages are not numbered as you will probably give them 

out as random single sheets to performers. 
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In the gender column a bracket indicates that slight changes will make the monologue 

suitable for this gender character. 

Monologue 

 
Gender These notes are reproduced on the individual 

character sheets in Section 3 

Homecoming m 

Gender:  Male. Odysseus 

Age:   About 40 years old 

Style:   Serious / classical 

 

Odysseus, the hero of Homer’s classic The Odyssey, had 

many adventures before returning to his homeland, Ithaca. 

In this monologue he is talking to his son Telemachus 

whom he hasn’t seen for twenty years. Odysseus is a hero 

but here he reveals a gentler and more reflective side, 

something he hasn’t been able to reveal to his crew as he 

carried them through battle and the tests they encountered 

on the arduous journey. When approaching this, 

researching stories from The Odyssey is advisable. In this 

monologue he refers to The Lotus Eaters, The Kingdom of 

The Dead and the battle of Troy which is in Homer’s other 

classic The Iliad. 

Coffee m (f) 

Gender:  Male (female with changes) 

Age:   Older 

Style:   Natural / Sinister 

 

The gentle narrative style turns into a more sinister story 

as we wonder why he is being followed and what event 

happened in the past. Perhaps this is someone in a witness 

protection scheme whose identity has been changed. Or 

perhaps this is a released paedophile who has adopted a 

new identity. If played as a female character, the dynamic 

changes and becomes, perhaps, more about stalking. 

Stuck m (f) 

Gender: Male (female with changes) 

Age:  Any age  

Style:   Naturalistic 

 

This is a monologue which is mostly about not travelling. 

As with all monologues where the speaker remains sitting 

throughout, the smallest change of posture needs to be 

significant. 
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Homecoming 
My son, I have been away for twenty years. I left you when you were a babe in arms. I have 

many stories to tell you of my journey that took me away from you. I travelled the Aegean 

seas to battle the Trojans. All through this war as Trojan arrows fell on us like a burning rain 

I thought of you. Men lost sons; brother lost brother, but out of hopelessness sprang hope. I 

ordered the men to strip the forest of all its trees. I drew plans in the sand and there on Trojan 

soil a timber beast that clawed its way to the sky was built. The gift of a giant wooden horse 

from the exhausted Greeks to the victorious Trojans 

We hid within it, daring not to breathe or utter a word.  

Inside the walls of Troy, we heard their drunken celebrations and we emerged; the song of 

battle within our hearts as we slaughtered the enemy. All men folk destroyed and their 

sons...thrown from the hallowed heights of the wall that surrounded their burning city. Yes, I 

felt shame my son. As I walked through the carnage my thoughts fell on you but then my 

heart filled with a raging anger for what battle had changed us into.  I cursed the gods for 

what we had become, for not answering our cries, for keeping us away from our homes for so 

long. The gods answered with vengeance. We would forever roam; an endless journey that 

would keep us from Ithaca forever. 

Another ten years we would wander; strange lands, stranger people and the longing to return 

home burning a hole in our souls. 

There is a place that we chanced upon. A place where a strange fruit called the lotus grows. 

Those who taste this fruit fall under its spell; once bitten all grief vanishes, but with it all 

thoughts of those lost. All pain ends, but with it pleasure also goes. No longing for those back 

home as all recollection of them disappears. I wept as I saw those men who had tasted the 

fruit. They were lost, empty shells. Ambition of returning home had evaporated. But in my 

heart I knew I had to return. 

So onward, my crew growing fewer and weaker until all but one was left, me, your father, 

Odysseus. I found myself in a terrible place; a place of shadows; The Kingdom of the Dead.  

Sounds of the battle dead filled this place; mothers weeping for their lost children, wives 

weeping for their lost husbands. I saw my friend Elpenor, Trojan soldiers, my father, the 

prophet Tiresias and my mother. She had died grieving for her lost child who she thought was 

gone forever. It was there I was told that all things must conclude, that my travels were about 

to end and that I would return home to my wife and to you, my son, who had grown into a 

fine young man.  

I was told a great truth, that a journey isn’t measured in miles trodden, only a fool would 

think that. A journey is measured in knowledge gained and now I had this wisdom I could 

return to Ithaca as its rightful King. And so son, I am now here for you. 
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Gorgeous 
When I start a new school I get looked at. They look at me and sometimes they say bad things 

to me. They call me “gyppo” and “pikey”. I tell them they’re gorjers. That’s what we call 

people who aren’t travellers.  I said that to a girl once. And she told the teacher I’d called her 

gorgeous and the teacher said “that’s nice, dear”. She cried. I laughed.  

I think I have been to ninety-seven schools but me maths ain’t that good so it could be more 

than a hundred.  Some of them aren’t really schools though – they’re special units for 

travellers. So sometimes we go to a unit and we meet some other travellers who’ve been there 

for a while. Then they leave and some different ones come in. Then we leave. 

I think the longest I’ve been at a school is one year and the shortest I’ve been there is two 

hours. I don’t get expelled or nothin’. We just have to move on. People move us on. Or 

sometimes we decide to move on. As my dad says – “We’re travellers, not stayers”. 

People, y’know, people think we’re dirty. And we’re not dirty. Our van is very clean. 

Everything is where it should be, y’know? We still have all the covers, the plastic covers. On 

our furniture. We have satellite and electricity and everything. And it’s not pulled by a horse 

neither. We got a big black VW. 

In our van there’s me, there’s Donna-Marie, there’s Patrick my brother there’s my mum and 

my dad. There was our Dooriya but she got married and she went to live with her husband 

and I think they are in Wales. I seen them on the Skype last week and I know my mum talks 

to her almost every day. Our Dooriya is having her own baby soon. She’ll be grand – she’s 

seventeen so she will cope alright. 

I would like to have a very nice van when I’m older. My dad’ll help me buy it but I might 

have to live with my mum and dad even after I get married. But I don’t need to think about 

getting’ married just yet. My dad says to get myself some money first. I think he’s got a mind 

to his own self and how it was for him and my mother when they was young. I know they had 

it quite tough living with my nan. She died when she was only fifty-one. She said she was 

worn out. 

I seen some very nice places. Gorjers, they stay in one place all year and then they go on 

holiday for two weeks. It’s like I go on holiday all year. Different places, y’know? Some of 

them are real nice. Some of them are not good. The worst place we ever stayed was under a 

motorway bridge. We was there on Christmas day but we still had a good time, y’know.  

The best place was somewhere by the side of this lake and we went swimming every day. 

And it was in the summer, so I didn’t have to think about going to school. 

Then we was moved on, like. We’re always moved on. We’re travellers, ain’t we? 
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Section 3 
Notes on Individual Monologues  

for Student Use



Character Notes 

 

 

Homecoming 
 

Gender: Male. Odysseus 

Age:  About 40 years old 

Style:  Serious / classical 

 

Odysseus, the hero of Homer’s classic The Odyssey had many adventures before returning to 

his homeland, Ithaca. In this monologue he is talking to his son Telemachus whom he hasn’t 

seen for twenty years. Odysseus is a hero but here he reveals a gentler and more reflective 

side, something he hasn’t been able to reveal to his crew as he carried them through battle 

and the tests they encountered on the arduous journey. When approaching this, researching 

the stories from The Odyssey is advisable.  In this monologue he refers to The Lotus Eaters, 

The Kingdom of The Dead and the battle of Troy which is in Homer’s other classic The Iliad. 

(Add your own notes below during your exploration of this character) 

  



Character Notes 

 

 

Gorgeous 
 

Gender: Male 

Age:  11 – 15 

Style:  Serious, verging on the sad, with some funny moments 

 

The opportunity to use an accent is presented here, as it is written with specific speech 

rhythms in mind, but the monologue can easily be performed without accent. 

 

(Add your own notes below during your exploration of this character) 

 



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Section 4 
Tip Sheets for Students 

  



  

 

Learning the Lines 

Performing a monologue is different from acting in a Drama with other characters. Although it is obvious to say so, 

you are alone on stage. Therefore you will be the sole focus of the audience’s attention. It is totally up to you to 

control the pace at which the monologue is delivered. You have no other actors to give you cues or to bounce off. 

This is both good (you are in total control) and bad (there is only you – no-one else to help!).   

It is absolutely essential that you learn the words for your monologue before performing it. Learning might take 

you 15 minutes, an hour or a week; everyone is different.  

Like anything else, the more line learning you do for various projects, the easier it becomes. And the ability to learn 

lines – or facts, or dates – will help you in many other contexts throughout your life. 

These are some of the methods which people use; which suits you best?  

Read / cover / say / check  

Use your hand or a piece of paper to cover your monologue and reveal one sentence or line at a time. Read it (out 

loud), cover it, say it, check it (and repeat until you get it right). Then add another sentence or line, then another 

until the whole speech is memorised. Some people say that doing this last thing before going to sleep at night helps, 

that the brain continues to “learn” while you are sleeping. See if it works for you!   

Write it out  

Copy the speech out, either in writing or onto a computer. Some people find that by writing it out themselves it 

sticks in their mind.  

 


