
AUDITION for  
DIVIDED WE FALL: 

A Series of Teenage Monologues 
 

(The following monologue may be used royalty free for 
auditions or classroom work. It has been altered so that lines 
spoken by a chorus are now woven into a solo part for one 
teen woman.) 
 

“The Skin I’m In” 
 
(Actress walks up to the microphone, removes her 
sweatshirt hood, and starts to talk.) 
 

I’ve been hungry since my eighth birthday. That was the day 
my mom poked me with her finger as I reached for a second 
piece of cake and called me pudgy. I don’t know if she really 
meant it¸ but then all the other little girls I’d invited to the park 
for my party started giggling. I suddenly lost my appetite. 
 

My mom never eats. When my dad wants to eat out, she’ll 
order food and push it around her plate, creating little trails of 
rice pilaf and barricades of asparagus spears, but inevitably 
she’ll make an excuse of having eaten a big lunch so her 
dinner gets wrapped up in a nice little box that she takes 
home and promptly throws away in our kitchen trash. I push 
my food around too, but I’m hungry. I’m 16 years old, and I’m 
always hungry. 
 
My friends don’t believe that my mom is my real mom. They 
see her drive up after school in her Mini Cooper and can’t 
believe that someone so tall and glamorous gave birth 
(Gesturing at herself.) to this.  
 
But then they meet my dad. Squat. Barrel-chested. A former 
defensive end with a beer gut and they seem to put the 
pieces together. If I’d been a boy, I’d probably be perfect. 
But I’m a girl and this is my body, whether I like it or not. And 
more importantly, whether you like it or not.  So I don’t eat. 



But that only takes care of part of it. Not eating doesn’t make 
you any taller. Neither does stretching, or wearing ankle 
weights, or drinking more milk.  
No matter what Google says, there’s no simple trick to 
growing a few inches. Believe me. I’ve tried them all. 
 
And it’s not like I want to be a supermodel or anything. I 
remember reading this article about a model in Paris who 
was told she was too fat because she weighed 110 pounds 
and was six foot two. They wouldn’t let her on the catwalk 
until she slimmed down her hips. How do you slim down 
bone? I imagine her hiring a sadistic woodworker who takes 
out his plane and slowly shaves down her skeleton until the 
designer is satisfied. I want to print out that article and show 
it to everyone I know, because I am so tired of what I hear in 
the locker room.  
 
“Your thighs are too big. Have you tried squats? Or wait. No.  
 
“Did you ever notice that your boobs are two different sizes? 
You should get that fixed.” 
 
“You know, there are exercises you can do so your butt 
doesn’t sag like that.” 
 
Sometimes I just want to hide in the corner and not even 
take a shower, but that would be even worse. 
 
How do you ask your dad for a breast augmentation for 
Christmas? And why should I have to worry about that 
anyway? (Looking down at her chest.) They look the same to 
me. I’m not using them for anything. But that’s the problem, it 
doesn’t matter what I think, it’s what they think. Those girls in 
the locker room. And then…then there are the boys. 
 
(Imitating males making comments.) 
 
“I can’t stand a girl who is too skinny, I like a little junk in the 
trunk. Something to hang on to.” 



 
“She has to have a flat stomach.” 
 
“I like long legs. I mean really long.” 
 
“I don’t care how she looks…” 
 
(As herself, sigh of relief.) Oh thank God. 
 
(As the last male, finishing his comment.)  “…as long as 
she’s blonde with green eyes and wears tight t-shirts with 
fishnets, shorts, and four-inch heels.” 
 
(As herself.) I’m not some item on a drive through menu that 
you can order “your way.” This is who I am. Some things I 
can change. Some I can’t. If they’d only talk to me, maybe I’d 
have a chance to show them what’s inside here. (She places 
her hand over her heart.) But for now, I guess the best I can 
do is just stay hungry. 
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