RUSSIAN
Astroff from UNCLE VANYA (Ava Nielsen) 

You can burn peat in your stoves and build your barns of stone.  Oh, I don't object, of course, to cutting wood when you have to, but why destroy the forests?  The woods of Russia are trembling under the blows of the ax.  Millions of trees have perished.  The homes of the wild animals and the birds have been laid desolate; the rivers are shrinking, and many beautiful landscapes are gone forever.  And why?  Because men are too lazy and short-sighted to stoop and pick their fuel from the ground.  Am I not right?  Who but a senseless barbarian could burn so much beauty in his stove and destroy what he cannot create himself?  Man has reason and creative energy so that he may increase his possessions. Until now, though, he has not created but destroyed.  The forests are disappearing, the rivers are drying up, the game is being exterminated, the climate is spoiled, and the earth becomes poorer and uglier every day.  I read irony in your eye; you do not take seriously what I am saying; and -- and -- perhaps I am talking nonsense.  But when I cross peasant-forests which I have saved from the ax, or hear the rustling of the young trees which I have set out with my own hands, I feel as if I had had some small share in improving the climate, and that if mankind is happy a thousand years from now I shall have been partly responsible in my small way for their happiness.  When I plant a young birch tree and see it budding and swaying in the wind, my heart swells with pride and I -- however -- I must be off.  Probably it is all nonsense, anyhow.  Goodbye.
IRISH
AMBER from LITTLE GEM (Gillian Griffis)
The neighbours are all jammed into the living room having a drink cos’ they've nothing better to do on a Wednesday night.  They think my dress is massive, my false tan looks real natural and my hair is holding up lovely.  In fairness I doubt a hurricane could move it, there's that much spray in it.  Ma’s sewing on the orchid Paul brought me, but missed the strap and got my chest instead.  My nanny's over now, dabbing the spot of blood away with a tissue.  The neighbours keep asking who my fella is... That's the one good thing about tonight; everyone finally gets to see Paul.  I swear, I think my ma was starting to wonder if he existed at all.  He turned around the other week and said he wasn't going.  Thinks The Debs' is a rip-off but who else was I supposed to ask, two weeks before?  Anyone half-decent was already going.  He looks deadly though.  All the other spa's will be wearing tuxes and cummerbunds.  He's chatting away to my grandma - well, more likely nodding away cos you can't get a word in edgeways width and Paul probably hasn't a clue what he's saying anyway.  I Ask him to grab my bag for me cos he looks like he needs saving and I can't pick up anything with these false nails.  My best mate Jo finally gets through the front door.  The neighbours are all over her now, saying she looks gorgeous, but they're really looking for an excuse to get to the other side of the room.  She asked our mate Dean who thinks his Lotto numbers have come up.  She's no interest.  We finally get outside and pose at the car for a few more photos.  The neighbours to wave us all off.  My nanny and granda pull back the curtains and wave from the living-room window.  Finally some freedom, getting away from that Holy Show.

Aunt Maggie from FERRYMAN (Liz Cluchey)
Aunt Pat wasn’t always the oldest.  There was Micheal John, and from the get he was a handful.  You couldn’t get him in a corner or take what was his.  And he’d never turn his back on you, no matter what.  It was in his blood.  When he was fifteen, Micheal joined the Irish Republican Brotherhood.  He left this farm and walked from here to Dublin, scrumping apples all the way.  Pat was heartbroken.  She wrote Micheal letters, but no reply.  And when the spring came, she wrote to Micheal, a long letter of love, almost 50 pages. And he sent back one piece of paper.  A hand drawn map between Armagh and Dublin.  She never even said goodbye.  She arrived in Dublin one sunny morning in April, 1916, the 22nd.  Two days before the Easter Rising.  Pat looked everywhere for Micheal but she couldn’t find him.  When the fighting started , Micheal found himself in a maw of english machine guns.  He managed to escape but he was wounded.  Completely by chance, Pat found him bleeding in the street.  She took her handkerchief and tried to staunch the blood, but there was too much of it.  Right before he died he looked her in the eye and he gave her his pistol.  He smiled and said, ‘Death to the English, Pat.’  A month after the Rising I came home from school and I found the back door of the house wide open.  And I went out, and out there behind our house, was my big sister, holding Micheals pistol.  All alone. Except she wasn’t alone.  There were others in the field with her. T hey were the banshees.  Ten thousand. Banshees from Tyrone, Derry, Down, Armagh, Wexford, Dublin, Galway, Limerick.  Everywhere.  And they were all screaming.  Screaming in unison.  Screaming and pointing at the sky.

AUSTRALIAN
Honour from HONOUR (Kamryn Morales) 
 I always used to see the future as devastation and when it came, it melted into the ordinary present. I  began to see that my fear was just a campaign to camouflage my relentless good fortune.  What fabulous irony!  That just as I begin to lose my appetite for imagining catastrophe, catastrophe actually happens.  No.  Don’t let me in on this – Don’t make me watch you grow up.  No.  No.  Everything is different now.  Things don’t change and then change back.  Whatever happens…  I’m – I’m – to tell you the truth, I’ve barely begun to understand it.  I’ve considered the past, and yet I’ve vilified myself.  I still can’t quite understand it, but I’m writing.  I’m living.  I’m surviving.  They’re all good things, I suppose.  Distractions from what unfolds.  If I could go back – I would go back.  . But Iwouldn't change anything.  What I’ve realized about myself – about George and Sophie

...the good...oh the good...I wouldn’t change it.  I don’t like travel of any kind. But that’s besides the point. Look, Claudia, you get on with what you need to do.  You live your life the way you need to.  You form your ideas.  You go to extremes.  You learn your lessons.  You come to regret.  That may be your story.  But I’m not interested.  I know you  may not understand.  I’m not...I’m not certain that I thoroughly understand...I only know that once I was two and now I am one.  Maybe that’s a good thing, in the end.  But whether or not it is, it’s happened, and I’m trying so hard to see you… as just a baby.  A tiny baby with that sweet pulse in your soft skull, and clear naked skin. I’m trying so hard to see you there, loving, new.  And that makes me feel – perhaps..perhaps that you are truly good.  I’m trying so hard to see the good.  I want to believe that you are good and that this devastation had to be..had to happen.
Cherie from BLACKROCK (Ashlyn Dahl)

It was my fault.  If we stuck together like we said, you and me and Leanne, you wouldn’t be here. But I lost youse all.  Now I’ve lost you.  And no-one knows how.  You should hear the rumours. Someone seen a black Torana with Victorian number plates.  It was a stranger in a Megadeath T-shirt, it was a maddie from the hospital, even your stepdad.  All these ideas about who did it, who did it, like it was a TV show.  It is a TV show. Every night on the news.  I want to yell out, this is not a body, this is Tracy you’re talking about.  Someone who was here last week, going to netball, working at the Pizza Hut, getting the ferry, hanging out.  You were alive. Now you’re dead.  But I know you can hear me.  I can hear you.  Your song.  Times we danced to that, you and me and Shana, Shana singing dirty words, remember?  Mum hearing and throwing a mental.... I shouldn’t laugh, should I?  Not here.  You looked so great.  And some guy took you off and did those things to you.  Wish I knew how.  You know, Trace.  Nobody else does.  If I knew, but I’d go and kill him.  I’d smash his head in.  I’d make him die slowly for what he did to you

COCKNEY

Bert from MARY POPPINS (Eric Larson)
All right, ladies and gents, comical poems suitable for the occasion, extemporized and thought up before your very eyes.  All right, here we go.  I'm sorry. Where was I?  Thank you, one and all, for your kind support.  Ah, Miss Lark, thank you.  Crikey.  Bless you, guv.  Generosity itself, that's what you are.  No charge.  Oh, it's you! Hello. Number 17 Cherry Tree Lane?  All right.  Come along with me.  This here's Cherry Tree Lane.  Nice little spot, you might say.  Number 17's just down a bit.  Now, this imposing edifice what first greets the eye, is the home of Admiral Boom, late of His Majesty's Navy.  Likes his house shipshape, he does, shipshape and Bristol fashion at all times.  What he's famous for is punctuality.  The whole world takes its time from Greenwich.  But Greenwich, they say, takes its time from Admiral Boom.  What cheer, admiral?  Thank you, sir.  Keep an eye skinned.  Here we are.  Number 17 Cherry Tree Lane.  Residence of George Banks, Esquire.  Hello, hello, hello.  The admiral's right.  Heavy weather brewin' at number 17, and no mistake.  Wait!  Stop!  Don’t move muscle.  I’d know that smile anywhere.  Mary Poppins!  And you two, well if it isn’t Jane and Michael Banks! I’ve seen you about; chasing a kite last time, I believe.  She taking you the park?  Hmm?  Not if I know Mary Poppins.  Other Nannies take children to the park, but when you’re with Mary Poppins, suddenly you’re in places you’ve never dreamed of.  Quick as you can say, “strike me pink” the most unusual things begin to happen.  Well, of course it aint for me to say, but what she’s probably got in mind is a jolly holiday somewhere. Some place different, where you’ve never been before, like Mrs.Corry’s shop !  Mrs. Corry is older than anyone is the world. She talked to William before he went conquering, to Vlad before he went impaling, and to Alexander when he weren’t so great.  Well alright then, Better get a move on, shall we! 
Doolittle from MY FAIR LADY (Anna Smiley)
Have I no morals?  No, no. Can’t afford ‘em Guvnor. Neither could you, if you was as poor as me.  Not that I mean you any harm, mind you.  If Eliza is going to get a bit out of this, why not me too, eh?   Look at it my way.  What am I?  I ask ya, what am I?  I’m one of the underserving poor, that’s what I am.   Think what that means to a man.  It means he’s up against middle class morality for all the time.  If there’s anything going and I put in for a bit of it, it’s always the same story; you’re underserving, so you can’t have it.   But my needs is as great as the most deserving widow’s that ever got money out of six different charities in one week for the death of the same husband.  I don’t need less than a deserving man, I need more.  I don’t eat less hearty than he does, and I drink a lot more.   I’m playing straight with you.  I ain’t pretending to be deserving.  I’m undeserving, and I mean to go on being undeserving.  I like it, and that’s the truth.  But will you take advantage of a man’s nature to do him out of the price of his own daughter what he’s brought up, fed and clothed by the sweat of his brow, till she’s growed big enough to be interesting to you two gentlemen?   Is five pounds reasonable?  I put it to you, and I leave it to you.  Thank you, Guvnor.  Thank you.  
BROOKLYN

Sam from THERE AIN’T NO WORDS (Ella Waggoner)
You know how they have those dummy books?   Well, they have 'em for everything nowadays.   I've seen 'em for cooking, I've seen 'em for carpentry, I've seen 'em for how to use a computer...you know practical stuff like that.  But they also got them for a lot of other things to.   You name it!  I mean I wouldn't be surprised if they started coming out with dummy guides on how to tie a shoe or how to, ah, whistle; brush your hair, your teeth.  But they, ah, they don't cover everything do they?   They never do... these big companies…. I remember that day. God, I'll never forget it.  I was in the doctor's office.  I had gone, about a couple weeks before, to a dermatologist to get this mole thing checked out.  She, ah, she told me it looked questionable.    You know, could be cancerous?  So, I had made an appointment for Tuesday, September 11.  I had made it for that day because I didn't wanna wake up early and go to work, and since they couldn't give me an appointment for Monday, Tuesday was the next best thing.  So, I had to get up early, but I figured my boss would be okay with me not coming in at all in the morning because by the time I'd walk through the doors, I'd have to walk out.   Well, I got there okay...it was about 8:30, and I was getting' all nervous and stuff, what with the prospect of plastic surgery and all.  So, I went in and as I'm walking to the front desk to pay, and all, everyone in the waiting room is staring up at the TV.  Well, I've been in NY my whole life, and the last time I saw everyone staring at a TV screen like that was when the ball dropped. ...And then I looked up. ............... You know, I swear I could see my office....... There ain't no words to describe what happened that day.   For the city there is..  So, I ain't gonna stand up here and I ain't gonna tell you how to cope with the loss of your loved ones, your sons, your daughters, your family, your friends, your co-workers...because there ain't no words....and there sure as hell, ain't no book.
Anna from BURN THIS  (Faith Winkley)
I should have come with you. God, as soon as I think I’m out of there some relatives drive me back to the house.  The place is mobbed.  I’m dragged through everybody eating and drinking and talking, to some little back bedroom, with all the aunts and cousins, with the women, right?  I’m trying to tell them how I’ve got to get a bus back to civilization.  So then it’s midnight and the last bus has left at ten, which they know, I’m sure, damn them, and I hadn’t checked, like an idiot.  So I have to spend the night in Robbie’s little nephew’s room in the attic.  The little redhead did you see him?  He’s been collecting butterflies all day, and they’re pinned around the room to the walls –a pin in each wing, right?  So I get to sleep by about two, I’ve got them to promise to get me up at six-thirty for the seven something bus.  I wake up, it’s not quite light, really; you can’t see in the room much – but there’s something in there.  There’s this intermittent soft flutter sound. I think what the hell is –Larry, the –oh Lord, the walls are just pulsating.  All those butterflies are alive.  They’re all beating their bodies against the wall, all around me.  The kid’s put them in alcohol; and he’d thought he’d killed them, they’d only passed out.  I started screaming hysterically.  I got the bed sheet around me and ran down to the kitchen.; I’ve never felt so naked in my life.  This glowering older brother had to go get my clothes, unpinned the butterflies, if they lived, I got the whispering sister to drop me off at the bus station; they were glad to get rid of me.
GERMAN
Frau Gabor from SPRING AWAKENING (Chris Lamm)
I will block the way for you as long as a warm drop of blood beats in me.   My child would be lost in the House of Correction.  A criminal nature might be bettered in such an institution.   I don't know.  A fine natured man would just as surely turn into a criminal, like the plants when they are kept from sun and light.   I am conscious of no injustice on my part.  To-day, as always, I thank heaven that it showed me the way to awaken righteousness of character and nobility of thought in my child.   What has he done which is so frightful?  It doesn't occur to me to apologize for him now that they have hunted him out of school, he bears no fault!  And if it was his fault he has paid for it.   I cannot allow my only child to be forcibly hunted to death.  One must be a man to be able to talk that way!  One must be a man to be able to blind oneself so with the dead letter!   One must be a man to be so blind that one can't see what stares him in the eyes.   I have conscientiously and thoughtfully managed Melchior from his first day, because I found him impressionable to his surroundings.  Are we answerable for what has happened?  I will not let my child be destroyed before my eyes.  It is inconceivable!  It is not to be believed!   Isn't it the most striking proof of his harmlessness, of his stupidity, of his childish obscurity, that he can write so!  One must possess no intuitive knowledge of mankind—one must be an out and out bureaucrat, or weak in intellect, to scent moral corruption here!   Say what you will, but let me see if I can't find help and means somewhere in the world to rescue my child from destruction.
NEW ENGLAND

ITALIAN

Frank from OVER THE RIVER AND THROUGH THE WOODS (Aurora Trevino)

The very day I turned fourteen, my father put me on a boat.  In my pocket, he stuffed two hundred lira and the address of a cousin in a place called Hoboken, New Jersey.  The only advice my father gave me - “tengo famiglia.”  If you just said that in English, it would be “I support a family.”  But in Italian, it means much, much more - “I am a man, I am doing well for my woman and my children, I have a reason for being alive.”  I arrived to learn my cousin had left Hoboken for a faraway land called Brooklyn.  So for six weeks, I lived underneath a pier off the Hudson River -  Every minute of every day trying to figure out a way to earn enough money to get back home.  My first car - 1941 DeSoto.  Cost fifty-three dollars more than I could possibly spend.  But once I laid eyes on it, chrome wheels, black leather inside, dashboard that was the most beautiful sight I ever saw. Bellisima. I worked three months, nights, shoveling coal into some restaurant furnace so I could get that fifty-three.  And when I bought that car, when I held that perfect new steering wheel in my hand - that’s when I knew I could make a life for my family.  If I could own this car, I could make a life.  Tengo famiglia.  I was the first in my family to get a good job with a union - in a Ford’s automobile factory.  And the way I got the job, see, was I told them I was Irish. I had to! ‘Cause those days, the most famous Italians in America were the Pope, and Sacco and Vanzetti!  And did they look at us and think Pope?  No! Sacco and Venzetti!  So I told Ford’s my name was Ian Sean O’Malley O’Brien O’ Sullivan - and they gave me the job!

Alfieri from A VIEW FROM THE BRIDGE (Victoria Gonzales)
I am inclined to notice the ruins in things, perhaps because I was born in Italy . . . I only came here when I was twenty-five. In those days, Al Capone, the greatest Carthaginian of all, was learning his trade on these pavements, and Frankie Yale himself was cut precisely in half by a machine gun on the corner of Union Street, two blocks away.  Oh, there were many here who were justly shot by unjust men.  Justice is very important here.  But this is Red Hook, not Sicily.  This is the slum that faces the bay on the seaward side of Brooklyn Bridge.  This is the gullet of New York swallowing the tonnage of the world.  And now we are quite civilized, quite American.  Now we settle for half, and I like it better.  I no longer keep a pistol in my filing cabinet.  And my practice is entirely unromantic.  My wife has warned me, so have my friends; they tell me the people in this neighbourhood lack elegance, glamour.  After all, who have I dealt with in my life?  Longshoremen and their wives, and fathers and grandfathers, compensation cases, evictions, family squabbles – the petty troubles of the poor – and yet . . . every few years there is still a case
