Etude Monologues

1 An Etude is a musical term for a short composition, typically one instrument, designed

to improve the technique or demonstrate the skill of a musician. This is the guiding

principal behind these 21 monologues. Each offers up classic acting challenges and

situations for the young performer. They are written for the ES/MS Actor but a few could

be done by the HS performer. Also, both male and female with just slight dialogue

changes could do each of these monologues.

1.

Jump off the bridge If your friends jumped off a bridge, would you? Would you? Well it wasn’t like
| was actually jumping off a bridge or anything, just a stupid ole swing! Stupid Billy with his big fat
pimply nose! He’d said he call me a girly girl if | didn’t. Ya know, jump off the swing. Idiot! | mean, |
won like three events at field day last year and he just sits around with his annoying voice saying-
“I dare ya! | dare ya! | double dare you girly girl! (Repeat once.) ” Call me a girly girl! So | thought
this would be a piece of pie. | was known as the biggest baddest and bravest swinger in Mrs.
Monroe’s class. And when | went to jump off that swing, | did! | flew. | soared. | shot through the
air. | glided. | floated and then everything went bang! When | woke up, | had a broken arm. But
first thing | saw was Billy’s red pizza face, greasy hair and his stupid nose in my face laughing. |

didn’t care he was laughing. | didn’t care- not one bit! It wasn’t a bridge!

See Saw Paradise First day of fourth grade.. first day of school ever for me...the “home schooled
kid.” | sat behind her all morning. She had three beautiful brown pigtails, and the most amazing
blue bow I'd ever seen...Tanya! Tanya! At recess, | sat on the biggest, most brightly colored
seesaw I'd ever seen: just eating my cream cheese and sour cream sandwich. So | sat there...and
who should walk up? Tanya! Her green polka dot parachute pants whipping back & forth, she
asked me the “home school kid”, to be the “see” to her “saw”! Tanya! Tanya! Up and down we
went, faster and faster, and | knew then...I loved her! But, unhappy day! At the peak of my flight, |
lost grip of my sandwich! It tumbled, in slow motion, down... down... down, hitting her right in her
beautiful face! Oh, the horror! | apologize... too late... too late. She started screaming. Others

laughed. So now... | seesaw alone.

Tuba When | grow up | want to be a tuba. Cause it's big and loud and gold and shiny. And | like
things to be like that. And don't try to tell me that | can't, that | can't be a tuba cause my parents

tell me that every day and my guidance counselor says that parents should be supportive and my



Etude Monologues

parents tell me | can't be a tuba and they're not supportive. And one time | um ate a worm. But
tubas are really, really neat. And they're really lucky too. Cause they don't have to do ABC's or
adding vegetables or | mean eating vegetables or um wear cloths. And they’re lucky too. Cause
all grownups always complain about work and stuff and | think you should be happy always cause
it's more fun to be happy than mad or sad so | want to be a tuba cause it makes me happy. And |
think if | don't be a tuba when I'm older then I'll just be sad and cry all the time like those

depressing commercials on the TV.

4. Pokemon Pal Oh my gosh, Timmy! What do you think you are doing? You mosey on in here like
you own the world. Like you're Harry Potter. But you're not Harry Potter. And you don't own the
world. And what gives you the right to come into my room? Mess with my Pokemon cards?
Shuffle them. Fold them. Replace them out of order. I've had enough Timmy! I've categorized
them, and cross-reference them, and categorize my cross- reference only to have you ruin it. That
was like weeks of work. Categorizing 788 cards along with cross referencing and then
categorizing the cross referencing is like... like ...like a life time goal. Just go. Now. Now, Timmy!
Go! | mean it! Out! Get out of here! Thank You. Now it's just me. Alone with my Pokémon cards.
My Pokémon cards. My cards. Alone. All ... alone. | need no one and have ... no one. No one.

Timmy wait! Timmy come back!

5. . Babysitter Oh! Thank god you are here because | am about to be dead! D, E, A, D. Dead! | know
you might not have the time for this, but- The boys. The house. The mess. | can't take this any
longer! They will be home soon. Look! My mom made me agree to do this. Babysit the Wilson's
three boys for two whole hours? And after the Wilsons left it began. They vanished. Gone. The
three boys | mean. | turned the whole entire house upside down to find them, and finally after 30
minutes there they were... in the cabinet under the sink covered in Oreo crumbs. Then when they
saw how mad | was...slipped right past me and into the backyard. When | got out there to find
them? Vanished. Again. Poof! They're like little wizards or something. Then | had to dodge the
mud balls and was just hosing down the patio and that's when you rang. So please Mr. Pizza

man, will you please help me out?

6. There He Is Oh my god! No Cara! Don’t turn around. He is right behind you. Oh he is so cute. |

need to get my phone out and take a picture! No don’t turn around. He is so cute. I'm about to die
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here. OMG. No don’t turn around. No, he’s coming this way. How do | look? Is that pimple still
showing? What? What? What? What is that look on your face about? What? No! The makeup |
put on it this morning is gone. No! Quick give me some of that cover up foundation. Wait. What is
he doing? Who's he talking to over there? Molly Tripper? Oh well that is no surprise. Come on
let's go. | am over this. No put away the makeup | don’t-wait! Is he coming over here! OMG | am

going to die. Run!

Kid’'s Table This is totally stupid. Thanksgiving dinner at the children’s table. Yeah here you go.
Sitting next to a 3 year who can’t keep-what? Oh yeah here you go, who can’t keep her mouth
shut while she is chewing. Ooo stop that! Shut your mouth. No it doesn’t look like vomit! And then
here on my other side, what? Is Aunt Ester with her hearing aid never on. What? Yes. Aunt Ester |
am enjoying third grade a lot this year. Forgetful too. I’'m going into 6th grade next year. You would
think that would mean something. But no | get stuck here and all of the adults are over there-
what? Yeah here you go. | am stuck with corndog eating 3, 4, 6 and 7 years olds at the kids’ table.
What Aunt Ester? Yes this is a nice time. Yes all of these children are very cute and precious.

Close your mouth when you eat. Ridiculous.

Ant Farm All right men. | know it's been discouraging. We’ve built seven tunnels so far and each
has run into a pane of glass. Yes Franklin? Yes | know you think it is useless. That there is glass
everywhere. Yes | know. | have heard you. Okay. Okay. Quiet! Thank you. Let’s not forget who is
the general here? | will continue. Now I've got a good feeling about this one. Number eight is the
answer. We are going straight up. Straight up and out of this crazy desert. It may be futile but we
must, we must, we must, we must! It has to be done. This is life. There is no denying it. We must
keep our spirits up. The glass can’t contain us forever. You’ve seen what is on the outside of this
clear prison. Now who is with me? Franklin your objections have been noted. Yes, | did read the

letter you sent me too. Now who is with me!!

The Answers Psst. Psst. Psst. Hey what's you name? Melvin? So Melvin interested in the

answers to Mrs. Malone’s 3" Grade’s annual civil war test. It's not cheating! What? Look you
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better not report it or I'll see you on the playground during recess and you'll be sorry. You don’t
want a fourth grader after you. Get lost! Psst. Psst. Psst. Hey you! All right fine, go ahead ignore
me. Honor student. Psst. Psst. Psst. Psst. Psssssssssssssssssst! Yeah you fat boy! Interested in
the answers to Mrs. Malone’s 3™ Grade’s annual civil war test. | know you're in her class. It's not
cheating. You still have to memorize the stuff. Fine go ahead. | wouldn’t sell them to you any way.
What'’s the world coming to? Can’t one make a living anymore. Hey You. Psst. Psst. Fine, ignore

me.

Dream Buddy Woah! Where am I? And who are you? My-my dream buddy? Oh so I'm dreaming |
get it! Wow, look at this place it’s like Alice in Wonderland! Is that Jacob (Whitney) from school? It
is! You knew | liked him (her)? You must know everything! Gosh | can’t stop staring at him (her).
That shaggy brown hair and those deep blue eyes (that long brown hair and sparkling blue eyes)
He’s (she’s) so hot. Go talk to him (her)? Are you crazy? You know what? You're right! This is my
dream and | can do what | want with it. All right I’'m going... What! Where’d she (he) come from?!
It's his (her) girlfriend (boyfriend). Aww man! Wait a second! Yes, she’s (he’s) gone! Now to make
my move. (Moves in and talks to him/her) Hey | was wondering if maybe you uh- wanted to like
date or something? Yes? Yes!!! Let’'s go! Hey what are you doing? No don’t push me into an

abyss!!! AH 00 AHH! (He/she is now back to reality) That was a nightmare!

Cheerleader Envy | am not jealous of her, Michael. They only follow her because she’s a
cheerleader and she’s only a cheerleader because she’s pretty, she has no flexibility. Just look at
her she’s definitely going to peak at fourteen and | don’t want to think about she'll look like at
thirty. Do you remember when she fell in the mud that day then strutted around with mud all over
her and by the end of day all of her followers thought it was a new style so they covered
themselves in mud too? That was so stupid. And that time she” accidently” wore the tag on her
new jacket that showed how expensive it was. Her gang taped fake prices to their cloths for the

next two weeks. Let’s go, that’s the bell.

Monologues from Actual Plays from here

On

1.

The Arkansaw Bear by Aurand Harris Bear: Ah, tears can be beautiful. But there is no need to

cry. | am content. | was a part of what went before, and | will be a part of what is yet to come. That
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is the answer to the riddle of life. How many more minutes? Two. Bring me my traveling hat. | will
wear it on my last journey. | must look my best when | enter the Great Center Ring. Does it look
stylish? ... Is it becoming? ... Then | am ready. (Gently pushes Tish and Mime away.) No. This
journey | must go alone. Goodbye, good friend. Thank you for everything. And sometimes when
the band plays... think of an old bear. ... Yes, | remember when once we said, “Life is like a bright
balloon.” Hold it tight. Hold it tight. Because... once you let it go... it floats away forever.
(Breathless.) How many more minutes? ... | have one last request. When the end comes... when |
enter the Great Center Ring... | want music. | want you to whistle the tune your Grandfather taught

you. ... You will find that when you whistle you cannot cry at the same time.

2. The Pinballs by Aurand Harris Harvey: My mom won’t come. She didn’t come when | had the
measles, when | had the operation. Dad is right. Forget her. She’s forgot me. | heard them-- dad
and mom quarreling the night she left. She kept saying, “I have to find myself-- to find who | am.”
Dad shouted, “You are my wife. You're Harvey’s mother. That’s who you are.” And he said, “It was
your idea. You wanted a kid. | didn’t want him.” She never knew | won a prize with my essay,
“Why | Am Proud to Be An American.” She never knew what | wrote. It began (Emotionally recites
from memory.) “America is like a family. It has a father, the President, a mother, Congress, and
fifty children, the states. When the band plays “Yankee Doodle” that means you and me are all

part of our great Yankee Doodle family.”

3. There’s a Boy in the Girl’'s Bathroom by Louis Sachar Jeff: | don’t need help anymore. | have lots
of friends now. We play basketball and I'm the best. Everyone says so. ... And I'm not friends with
Bradley anymore. ... Why? I’'m not. | hate him. In fact... (Looks around the room)... | beat him up.
... Oh, he wouldn’t stop bothering me. | never liked him. No one does. So then he tried to hit me
(Jeff pantomimes his fight with Bradley.) but | ducked and then smashed him right in the face. He
came at me again, but | blocked with my left, a right to the gut, and then pow! (Shrugs.) | didn’t
want to have to do it, but | had no choice. (Pause.) So, | don’t think | need to see a counselor
anymore, since | have normal friends. ... They might think I’'m weird or something. None of them

see a counselor. ... Does that mean | can go?

4. Sitill Life with Iris by Steven Dietz Mozart: Guten tag! Bon jour! Good day! (A quick look up at the

stars, speaks urgently.) Or night. Why is it night? How long has it been night? And how close are
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we to morning? It’'s crucial that | find out. Can you tell me?! ... Oh. Yes. Where are my manners? |
must have left them in Vienna where manners seem to be all that matters. (Steps toward them,
bows.) | am Mozart. Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. ... But you can call me Motes. | prefer that. ...
I've been searching for something. Something that’s just out of reach. It's a song | work on at
night. Only at night. (With one finger, he plays the first few phrases of the Serenade in G... He
stops--abruptly--one note prior to completing the second phrase. He looks back at them.) But,
that's it. | can’t seem to finish it, because when the sun rises... the melody vanishes. If only | could
stop time-- if only | could find a way to make the sun wait just a few seconds more before rising-- |

think the song would come to me.

5. The Mischief Makers by Lowell Swortzell Reynard: (To self.) They’ve gone. | won’t have it. But
how can | get them back? I've got it. (Jumps from the pole, lands, then jumps up and rolls over.)
Oh, I've broken my neck. Yes, it's definitely broken. They say that can be fatal. Certainly sounds
fatal to me. (Groans in pain.) What a way to end my days, dying out here, alone, forsaken.
Without a friend. Let me try to move one last time. No use. Every bone’s broken. (Calling off.)
Farewell, friends. I'm glad | spent my final hours with you. You both brought joy into my life. |
thank you, Anansi, for spreading knowledge, and you, Raven, for giving us light. That was really
good of you. All | ever did was show how despite nature and man, the fox survives. Well, that is,
up to now. There goes the last bone. This is it. (Gets up, spins around several times.) Good-bye,

ole buddies. (Throws himself down with an enormous thud.) I'm dead.

6. The Portrait the Wind the Chair by Y York Chairman: Oh, no, don’t go. | was only playing. | never
get to go. Stuck in the same place year in and year out. How would you like it?! Little kids kicking
and sticking and wiping, dripping and leaking on you. Chair abuse is rampant in the land. And is
there a lobby, a coalition, a reform movement? Is chair relief the order of the day? Not on your life.
| have to hear about reupholstering! Tear off my covers! Stretch new fabric! Stick me with pins!
Sew on a new skin! Toss away my tired but trusty old cushion and implant a firm new foam
appliance. Just so human behinds can be happy! Or, worse, redecorate entirely and just toss the
old chair out. Boy, the stories | could tell about people if | could only talk. (Pause.) Wait a minute. |
can talk. | am talking. | just have to... move. | have to walk. | will walk. Let me just -- (Pulls self
free.) | can walk. | can talk. Where is that little chair kicker? I'm going to have a discussion with

her about the rights of chairs.
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7. There’s a Boy in the Girl’'s Bathroom by Louis Sachar Colleen: | just came to tell you | can’t talk to
you. [My parents didn’t sign the form] and they won'’t either! You know what they said? They said
it was a waste of money for the school to hire you! They heard you were (Making a face.) strange.
They said you should get married and have your own children before you start telling other
parents how they should raise theirs. And they said if | have a problem, | should talk to them... But
when | try to talk to them, they don’t even listen. Anyway it doesn’t matter. At least | don’t have to
invite Bradley Chalkers to my birthday party. Jeff has other friends now. Anyway | couldn’t invite
Bradley even if | wanted to, because Melinda is my best friend, except for Lori, and she beat up
Bradley. (Colleen quickly covers her mouth with her hand, then slowly takes it away. Sheepishly.)
That was supposed to be a secret. Melinda doesn’t want anybody to know. [Don't tell.] Melinda
would kill me... [| haven’t asked Jeff to my party yet.] But | will! | know he likes me because he
says hello to me whenever | say hello to him. But then | always get so scared. | never know what
to say next. | wish you could help me. Why did my parents say such bad things about you? They

don’t even know you.

8. Anne of Green Gables by R. N. Sandberg Anne: Excuse me, are you Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of
Green Gables? ... I'm very glad to see you. | was beginning to be afraid you weren’t coming for
me and | was imagining all the things that might have happened to prevent you. It's so wonderful
that I'm going to live with you. I've never belonged to anybody -- not really. | feel pretty nearly
perfectly happy. | can’t feel exactly perfectly happy because -- well, (She sets down her bag and
pulls off her hat.) what color would you call this? (She holds out one of her braids to him.) ... Yes,
it's red. Now, you see why | can’t be perfectly happy. | cannot imagine that red hair away. | do my
best. | think to myself, “Now my hair is a glorious black, black as the raven’s wing.” But all the
time, | know it’s just plain red, and it breaks my heart. It will be my lifelong sorrow. (She picks up

her bag. Matthew does not move.) Shouldn’t we be going?

9. Anne of Green Gables by R. N. Sandberg Anne: | can’t. 'm in the depths of despair. Can you eat
when you’re in the depths of despair? ... Well, did you ever try to imagine you were in the depths
of despair? ... Then | don'’t think you can understand what it’s like. It's a very uncomfortable
feeling. When you try to eat, a lump comes right up in your throat and you can’t swallow anything,
not even if it was a chocolate caramel. | had one chocolate caramel two years ago and it was
simply delicious. I've often dreamed that | had a lot of chocolate caramels, but | always wake up

just when I’'m about to eat them. | hope you’re not offended because | can’t eat. Everything is
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extremely nice, but | can’t.

Anne of Green Gables by R. N. Sandberg Anne: Oh, Mrs. Lynde, | am so extremely sorry. | could
never express all my sorrow, no, not if | used up a whole dictionary. | behaved terribly to you --
and I've disgraced my dear friends, Matthew and Marilla, who are letting me stay at Green Gables
although I'm not a boy. I'm a dreadfully wicked and ungrateful girl, and | should not have flown into
a temper because yo told the truth about me. What | said about you was true, too, but | should not
have said it. Oh, Mrs. Lynde, please, please, forgive me. If you refuse, it will be a lifelong sorrow
for me. You wouldn't like to inflict a lifelong sorrow on a poor little orphan girl, would you, even if
she had a dreadful temper? Oh, | am sure you wouldn’t. Please, say you forgive me, Mrs. Lynde.
... Oh, Mrs. Lynde! You have given me hope. | shall always feel that you are a benefactress. Oh, |
could endure anything if | only thought my hair would be a handsome auburn when | grew up.

Thank you, Mrs. Lynde.

Mother Hicks by Suzan L. Zeder Girl: Wouldn't it be something if you could remember that far
back, when you was as young as they is? ... Sometimes | can remember back that far, | really
can. | can just barely see hair colored hair and eye colored eyes... (Girl turns directly to Tuc.) You
remember your people, Tuc? Your Paw and your Momma? (Tuc signs “yes.”) They’re dead ain’t
they? (Tuc signs “yes.”) You’re lucky... Not on account of them being dead, that part’s sad, but
lucky you know where they are. You can close your eyes and see ‘em live inside your mind. When

you don’t know about ‘em... when you don’t know, there’s always something inside you that’s

hungry.

The Effect of Gamma Rays on Man-in-the-Moon Marigolds by Paul Zindel Ruth: They’re going to
laugh you off the stage again like when you cranked that atom in assembly... | didn’t mean that...
The one they're going to laugh at is Mama. ... Oh, | heard them talking in the Science Office
yesterday. ... Miss Hanley said her nickname used to be Betty the Loon. ... She was just like you
and everybody thought she was a big weirdo. ... Do you know what they’re all waiting to see?
Mama’s feathers! That's what Miss Hanley said. She said Mama blabs as though she was the
Queen of England and just as proper as can be, and that her idea of getting dressed up is to put
on all the feathers in the world and go as a bird. Always trying to get somewhere, like a great big

bird. ... | was up there watching her getting dressed and sure enough, she’s got the feathers out.
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... Are you kidding me? | just told her | didn’t like the feathers and | didn’t think she should wear
any. But I'll bet she doesn’t listen to me. ... It doesn’t matter? Do you think | want to be laughed
right out of the school tonight, with Chris Burns there, and all? Laughed right out of the school,

with your electric hair and her feathers on that stage, and Miss Hanley splitting her sides?

The Taste of Sunrise: Tuc’s Story by Suzan L. Zeder Maizie: | ain’t always gonna be here running
errands for my parents, and taking orders from old pickle face. My boyfriend and me, we’re gonna
get married and he’s gonna take me to Chicago and I’'m gonna work in a palace, a movie palace.
You ever seen a movie palace? ... My boyfriend took me for my birthday, to the Fox right here in
St. Louis. Outside, it's got about a million lights, so you feel like a movie star just goin’ in. It's got
these big doors made of solid gold and a huge staircase, like the kind queens come down. Inside
the theater there’s this painting on the ceiling. | swear that’s what heaven looks like. Your whole
stupid little life disappears when you sit there, it just blows away like fuzz off a dandelion; and
there you are, your shiny self, clean and new. When they turn out the lights, you look up and see
a heaven full of stars twinkling like they was alive. They made me sad, them stars, | don’t know

why.

Our Hearts Were Young and Gay by Jean Kerr Emily: Cornelia! Get your life preserver! ... We're
posting to starboard! ... | don’t know [what it means.] But we were up on deck and | heard
someone shout it to the first mate. And from the way he said it, you could tell it meant something
serious! ... But we’re in a fog! It came up suddenly. You can’t see your hand in front of the prow!
And they’re blowing horns! ... But the boat keeps bounding up and down, up and down! ... But
don’t you see? That would be the most tragic part of all! To be drowned in sight of dry land! ...
Very well, Cornelia Skinner. You can be nonchalant in the face of danger if you want to. I'm going
up and see if our lifeboat is still there. ... Of course, | can find it! There’s a sign in the hall that
says our lifeboat is number six on the portside. ... Nobody has to come with me. | can work
alone. But, Cornelia Skinner-- when the warning comes to take to the boats and everybody’s
shouting and screaming about women and children first-- you'll be very glad that somebody

knows where our lifeboat is!

Our Hearts Were Young and Gay by Jean Kerr Cornelia: | almost forgot! Oh, how terrible! ... I've
been here a whole hour already--and | haven'’t called him. ... Monsieur de la Croix! Of the
Comedie Francaise! ... (Grabbing her purse.) I've got the telephone number here somewhere.

(She takes out the slip of paper.) Yes! (She smooths it out in front of her, going to the telephone.)
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... Now, wait-- don’t rush me. I've got to get myself composed. You just don’t call up the greatest
living French actor without thinking of what you’re going to say! ... Oh, all right. (She turns to the
telephone and puts out her hand to lift the receiver, but then jumps up.) But wait’ll | comb my hair.
... No-- | know [he can’t see me]-- but I'll feel better. | won’t be so nervous if my hair is combed. ...
No! Emily, wait! You might make the wrong impression! ... Now, let's see. The number is-- No.
First, I've got to take my breathing exercises. (She hurries back to the center of the room and lies
down on the floor... extending her arms and taking deep, noisy breaths.) If | don’t-- my voice will
sound breathy-- and terrible-- and he’ll think I’'m hopeless-- and he won’t take me. ... Emily, you
simply are incapable of realizing the importance of good chest tones. He could tell in a minute if |
wasn’'t using my diaphragm. (She sits up.) There, now, | feel a little better. See? (She rises and

goes to the telephone.) Emily, I'll tell you what. You can call the number. I'll let you.

The Ice Wolf by Joanna Halper Kraus Anatou: Tarto, you came back! ... Thank you, Tarto.
(Suddenly she takes off an amulet that she is wearing.) Tarto, you're the only friend | have now. |
want you to keep this to remember me. The Shaman gave it to my mother before | was born. It's
to bring good luck, but it was really always meant for a boy child, not a girl. Tarto, | wish | had
something special to give you, but it's all | have. ... Tarto, why is [my hair so light?] | don’t know.
All I want is to be like the others, to play with you and sing with you, and | want to see my mother
and father again. | love them. Do you believe me? | want to be friends with the villagers, but they
won’t let me. You’re the only one who tries to understand. ... Tarto, you were brave to come back
here. You know they’ll be angry if they find you here. ... Tarto, listen. There’s nothing | can do. |
can’'t make a spell like a shaman, like the wise man. I'm hungry too, just like you. Even if | wanted
to, there is nothing | can do. ... Don’t you believe me either Tarto? Doesn’t anyone? I'm not any

different. | don’t have any magic powers. I'm just like anyone else.

The Pinballs by Aurand Harris Carlie: Oh, wow! Wow! Wow! If | made a list of what | wanted in a
father, I'd say, “Good looking” --half of your looks do come from your father--I'd say “Rich, Loves
me.” But never once would | think of-- “A father who'll stick around.” | mean, he didn’t even wait to
see if | was a boy or girl! He doesn’t even know I'm ME. And YOU, I'll bet... never once would you
think to say, “| want a father who will know the difference between forward and reverse in a stupid
car!” And to make matters worse, here we are-- you and me-- totally unwanted-- | think we have to
admit that-- and then there are people in the world who really WANT children and haven’t got one.

Life is really unfair.
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18. The Secret Garden by Pamela Sterling Mary: Could you keep a secret if | told you one? | don’t

19.

know what | should do if anyone found out. (Fiercely.) | believe | should die! ... (Takes a deep
breath and begins to speak in a rush.) I've stolen a garden. Nobody wants it, nobody cares for it,
nobody goes into it. Perhaps everything is dead in it already. | don’t know. (She begins to pace.) |
don’t car. | don’t care! Nobody has any right to take it from me when | care about it, and they
don’t. They’re letting it die, all shut in by itself! ... | found it myself, and | got into it myself. | was
only just like the robin and they wouldn’t take it from the robin. ... Come with me, and I'll show you.

It's this. It's a secret garden, and I’'m the only one in the world who wants it to be alive.

A Thousand Cranes by Kathryn Schultz Miller Sadako: (Cheerfully, counting cranes.) Four
hundred and thirty-six, four hundred and thirty-seven, four hundred and thirty-eight! (She holds
them up for Mother and Father who have just entered.) See. Keniji taught me! You shouldn’t worry
about me anymore. Keniji figured out a way for me to get well. Do you remember the story? If a
sick person folds a thousand paper cranes, then the gods will make her well again. And look. I've
already folded four hundred and thirty-eight! ... (Trying to hide her sudden sadness.) Oh, that. Oh,
| don’t think about that old race anymore. Silly old race. What good was it? Keniji said | was better
than the girl who ran. He said | run like a bird. It's like I'm flying, he said. Folding cranes is much
better than any old race. It’s kind of like a race anyway, don’t you think? If | fold them fast enough,

| won’t have to die. (She smiles radiantly at her parents.)



