
The Canterville Ghost 

Audition Monologues 

Sir Simon de Canterville  

Well, back from the picnic, are we? All tucked into your little beds by eleven o'clock? How charming! No 
such thing as a ghost, huh? Well, we will just see about that... thunder and lightning, thunder and 
lightning! Wait, wait! Not thunder and lightning tonight, but I think the slow and heart-pounding ticking 
of the great hall clock. (The great hall clock ticking begins.) Yes, yes, that's it: slow at first then faster and 
faster! (Sir Simon primps for his performance.) Long gray hair fell over his shoulders in matted coils... his 
antique garments were soiled... and ragged, chains hung from his wrists and yes... his ankles bound too in 
heavy old, rusty, manacles... and his face?... terrible in the moonlight with eyes burning red like the very 
fiery coals from Hades! Ha, haaa! Well, the curtain rises and I'm off to do the kind of haunting that turns 
black hair white! 

Hiram B. Otis  

I assure you Lord Canterville, Canterville Chase is exactly the manor we're looking for! Out in the 
country, lovely grounds, so many rooms, and we can move in just in time for summer! And the stables too
—my daughter Virginia is quite a horseman, beat Lord Bolton in the park race you know! Oh, my wife 
will be delighted. Don’t you try to scare me with this talk of ghosts and a silly little stain on the carpet. Of 
course that stain can be removed. I always carry with me "Pinkerton's Champion Stain Remover and 
Paragon Detergent" made in America. I've never known a stain it couldn't remove! No sir, there are no 
such things as paranormal apparitions. So I will take the house, the furniture, and the ghost! Let's get on 
with it and sign the bill of sale! 

Virginia Otis  

I'm sorry, it's just that my father is so hopelessly rude. He just won't give you a chance, Robert. I want to 
be your friend and I want to go riding, but what's the point if every time we're together he treats you like 
one of the twins’ little school mates and me as though I'm ten? It would be impossible to win him over. 
Well, you'll just have to learn how to cook buckwheat cakes with syrup, won't you? And agree with all his 
political and religious views. And most especially give in to his notion that Boston—not London—is the 
greatest trading port in the world. That's all! (She laughs.) Robert, I do have one question, is there really is 
a Canterville Ghost? 

Robert 

It's told that the ghost has a real thing about my family, in particular. You see my grand uncle, Lord 
Francis Stilton, once bet a hundred guineas with Colonel Carbury that he could play dice with the 
Canterville ghost in the card-room after midnight, and was found the next morning lying on the floor 
clutching his throat in a helpless paralytic state, choking on a card. He was never able to say anything 
again except... (clutching his throat) "Double Sixes!” We've always kept it very hush-hush, lest people 
think the two families anything but noble! (He laughs.) Miss Virginia, would you like to go riding with 
me? I could show you Brockley Meadows, they’re well known for their beauty on a summer morning. 



Lucretia Otis 

The Chase is deserted? Whatever for? Why, this is the most amiable part of the English countryside and 
isn't it the most amiable July evening, not a cloud in the sky! (Distracted by her rowdy twin sons.) Boys, 
sit still just a little longer! (Back to admiring the countryside.) Just smell the pine-woods. Lovely! (Back 
to her sons, increasingly annoyed.) Boys, I mean it! Get down from there! (Back to enjoying the view.) It's 
wonderful that we are to have our own home here in England. The children will have all summer to 
explore the manor before school begins in the fall. (Annoyed.) Boys, stop that! You’ll fall into the road. 
(Pleasant again.) Now, Bexley, isn't that the avenue that leads to Canterville Chase up ahead? 

Washington & Jefferson  

Whoa! Why are there so many black birds here? Look! There's a pheasant, crossing the road, can we 
shoot him, father? Please, father, can we? Get the pea shooter!! Look there's a rabbit… and another one! 
Let me out, I'm going to chase them down! Get back here, Mister Rabbit!  

Lord Canterville  

My honor would ever be questioned, sir, if I didn't tell you... what everyone has been warning you about 
Canterville Chase is true. The Chase is haunted. The manor has been in my family since the 1500's, but 
Lady Canterville won't spend another night there, not since my aunt, the Dowager Duchess of Bolton was 
frightened into a fit and never recovered. Unfortunately, after that incident, none of our younger servants 
would stay on with us. But if you insist, by all means, Canterville is yours. All of it. Good luck, and 
remember I warned you. 

Mrs. Umney 

Oh yes, mum, that's blood! It can't ever go away, mum. This is the very the spot where Lady Eleanore de 
Canterville was murdered by her husband Sir Simon de Canterville, in 1575. Sir Simon himself 
disappeared too, his body never discovered, but his guilty spirit, as sure as I'm standing here, still walks 
these halls! That blood stain has been much admired by many of our guests, mum. It can't ever be 
removed, and it ain’t worth trying. I have seen things with my own eyes done here that would make any 
Christian's hair stand straight on end! I fear you've gone and fooled with the ghost, and bad things are 
certainly bound to happen now! 

Bexley 

Good of you sir, to come! Otherwise, the manor would be absolutely deserted, and I and the rest of the 
servants would be out of work. You'll see the manor as soon as we turn the corner, sir. Oh, what’s that? 
Looks like a flight of black ravens overhead. One doesn't often see that many ravens all together. 
Ominous birds, sir, means something is dead. And would you look at that? The rain’s coming in. Got an 
umbrella in the back there if you like. Well, here we are now, Canterville Chase!


