Your Name:

Monologue from Lost in Yonkers

Leading Center;
Jay (pg 87)

Laban Choice:
(choices for THIS monologue)

T
suddeniy)

© Jay Don'tdoit, Arty ... Leave him slone, Uncle Louie.
~ You want the bag open, do it yourself. (He takes the bag
ﬁunﬂadtmwawvu‘sjm)Mlybeyondnn't
rob banks or grocery stores or litte old women. You're
worse than that. You're a bully. You pick on a couple
of kids. Your own nephews. You make fun of my father
because he cried and was afraid of Grandma. Well,
everyone in Yonkers is afraid of Grandma . . . And let
me tell you something abour my father. At least he's
doing something in this war. He's sick and he's tired

- but he’s out there selling iron to make ships and tanks

. mdePnpwdnfhm.Whnyu
doing? Hiding in your mother’s apartment and scaring

- lirde kids and acting like Humphrey Bogart. Well,

i yw'nuoﬂmuphnylopx . And T tell you
something else—No. That's all.

(rLoute bas bardly blinked an eye. He shifts bis body
and takes one rmall step towards jav)
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