
“Sample: Monologue” 
 
SCENE 1: 
AUNT LUCIA:  I remember the day I found out we were coming to 
America like it was yesterday. My mama had cooked all day long to 
make a very special dinner for us. My sisters and I kept tugging on her 
apron asking her why we were having such a special dinner. She told 
us, "Your papa has some very exciting news to tell you tonight, so this 
dinner will be very special!" I remember Mama having me stir the pots 
and my sisters and I licking the spoons. She had us dust off the special 
bowls and plates and set the table with candles and everything. When 
Papa finally got home we were all sitting at the table waiting to hear 
the exciting news. None of us would dare say anything. We ate our 
dinner and Papa was so happy with all the special food we had helped 
Mama prepare. When all the food was gone and our plates were licked 
clean, Papa finally spoke. “My sweet little girls, do you know what day 
this is?” “Yes, Papa,” I answered, as I was the oldest, nearly 12. “It's 
Friday.” "And which Friday is it?" he asked. “It's Friday the 12th of 
August, Papa.” “And what year is it?” he asked. “It's 1975.” He asked 
me to say it altogether. Friday, August 12, 1975. “This is a day you 
will never forget,” he said. “This is the day your papa told you that we 
are moving to America!” My sisters jumped out of their seats and 
bounced over to Papa and threw their arms around his neck and kissed 
him. Then they ran over to Mama, kissed her, and gave her big hugs. I 
just sat at the table with first one small tear rolling down my cheek, 
then a steady stream as I cried and cried, filling my empty plate up 
with tears. Mama grabbed my hand and pulled me over to her lap and 
hugged me and rocked me. “What's the matter little one?” she said. I 
whispered in her ear through my sobs, “What about my friends? What 
about my teacher?” I remember how sad I was when my mama put 
me down in my bed and covered me up. I remember my papa coming 
into my room and kissing my forehead. I remember him making up a 
story about our new life in a new town in a new country. I remember 
him telling me about all the new friends that I would make in our new 
town and our new school. 
 
(AUNT LUCIA wipes her eyes.) 
 
The first few weeks in America I wrote letters to my friends back home 
every day. Slowly, my letter writing stopped. I made all those new 
friends my papa told me I would. 
  


