ONE ACT DRAMA FESTIVAL AUDITION PIECE 1 – FEMALE

You do not need to learn this off by heart, but any learning or familiarisation is a plus.

Ideally get to know it well as a story you can deliver honestly and dramatically.

You may be asked to perform all or part of the material from any point in the piece.

Emily:


OK, well let me explain it properly.


I first met Mike when I was 17 and he was 21, it was, well, unusual. I thought he was eccentric, and a little conceited but he carried himself well and was popular with everyone at the café. Oh right yeah, sorry, I was working in a café at the time and Mike was the accountant, well sort of. He was fresh out of college and gotten a placement; Mary the café owner knew his mother and gave him the job handling the business accounts.


Of course, he'd tell me he didn't want to be an accountant really, just something to get a degree in and keep his folks happy. Whilst he'd been studying in college he'd gotten into drawing, this over time put him on to more tactile art and soon he was feverishly sculpting at home. Clay, tin foil, bits of other peoples crap he'd happily collect up and turn them into some of the most amazing sights I've ever seen.


We talked a lot, it was quiet in the café. Nobody ever came up the side street that much and to be honest Mary's idea of advertising was a small ad in the parish newsletter, beyond that, she trusted good old fashioned word of mouth. In a town that was shrinking after the school closure and the ring road going the other side of Ottersly, though making our little hamlet quieter, also wrecked what little tourism there was left. But anyway, yeah, me and Mike talked a lot. He'd tell me about when he lived in Birmingham growing up, all the crazy shit he'd gotten up to, I didn't know how much of it was true but he told a great story. Five days a week we'd lean on the counter picking currants out of unsold scones and we'd chat, I never even considered him anything beyond a workplace mate.


I went round his house a few times, to see his art. He kept it in the garage as his mum and dad didn't really approve of this waste of energy. I loved being with him, just, enjoying one anothers company, close and familiar. One afternoon he leaned in to kiss me, just out of the blue. I was shocked and took a small step back. That's all just a small step but, he sort of laughed it off. I didn't mean to 'not' kiss him, but I didn't, and he thought I'd meant 'not' to. Well, I don't know.

Fast forward 3 months. I think about him at home, in bed, whilst watching tv, every now and then, he's sweet, but not, I don't know, not in a sexual way, more, like a companion. A friend. A really good friend. He knew a lot about me, I'd practically told him all of my secrets, all the interesting ones, well, except for one or two. Then, I met Duncan.


Duncan was brash. He had a scar on the side of his cheek, he said from a fight he'd gotten in to. He played football, and he was very good. We met at a friends 20th party, well, I was introduced to him by a very drunk Zoe. I was drinking WKD, he was drinking Cider I think, but with Tequila shots every other pint. He pulled me outside for a joint and as I passed it back to him, he pulled me close up to him and put his big hand firmly on the back of my head. He went to kiss me, and I just melted in his strong arms, just, like, I didn't do anything he just kind of kissed me, and I let him.

After that we went back insisde, carried on drinking and that. At like 3, early by Zoe's party standards, people started to drift home. Duncan asked where I was staying and I told him I was crashing here. Pretty soon, he was crashing there too.


We fucked the rest of the night pretty much, fucked into my hang over anyway. Eventually I fell asleep at about 8.30. Dry mouth, aching muscles, a hang over and a mildly unimpressed friend trying to sleep in the room next door makes for an uncomfortable morning. Duncan left before I woke up.


As I slept though, I had a dream. In my dream Mike was asking me to come over again and see his sculptures. He'd worked so hard on them and wanted to share his newest creation with me. When I went over, in the dream you know, he was sat crying. The large clay figurine was slashed right down one side. He said he'd gotten home and it was mutilated. He sat there, cumpled, not looking up. I tried to console him but he had become clay. He broke apart in my hands as I went to hold him.


I woke suddenly, and with the sickest feeling in the bottom of my stomach. Not just from the drink, but more. Why had I fucked Duncan and ignored Mike after he tried to kiss me? Instinct? Evolution at work? Was it something more?


I called Mike that afternoon. I wanted to know more about his sculptures.

