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Twelve Angry Jurors 
Audition Sides – Forman, Jurors #7 & #11 
 
FOREMAN (Male or female): A small, petty person who is impressed with the 
authority he/she has and handles him/herself quite formally. Not overly bright, but 
dogged. Works as a retail store manager. Likes to have everything just so. (92 lines) 
 
JUROR NO. SEVEN (Male): A loud, flashy, glad-handed sales type who has more 
important things to do than to sit on a jury. Quick to show temper and equally 
quick to form opinions on things about which he or she knows nothing. A bully, 
and, of course, a coward.  (77 lines) 
 
JUROR NO. ELEVEN (Male or female): A refugee from a foreign land. Speaks 
with a light accent and is ashamed, humble, almost subservient to the people around 
him/her. Will honestly seek justice because he/she has suffered through so much 
injustice. Works as an IT engineer. (42 lines) 
 
	
 
 
FOREMAN [briskly]. All right, folks. Let's take seats. 
 
SEVEN. Right. This better be fast. I've got tickets to "Hamilton" for tonight. I 
must be the only guy in the world who hasn't seen it yet. [Laughs and sits down, 
as do others still not seated.]   Okay, your honor, start the show!  
 
FOREMAN [to EIGHT, who is still looking out window]. How about sitting 
down? [EIGHT doesn't hear him.] Hey! The gentleman at the window... 
[EIGHT turns, startled.] How about sitting down?   
 
ELEVEN. If you guys don't mind, I'm going to adjust the thermostat. [Gets up 
and does so, then, apologetically as he moves back to table. Points to ceiling vent] 
The AC is blowing on my neck.  
 
SEVEN. If you don't mind, I'd like to have the AC on. 
   
ELEVEN. But it’s blowing on me. 
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SEVEN. Don't you want a little air? It's summer-- it's hot. 
  
ELEVEN. It’s very uncomfortable. 
 
SEVEN. There are twelve of us in this room; If you don't mind!  
  
ELEVEN. I have some rights, too. 
 
SEVEN. So do the rest of us. 
 
FOREMAN: Couldn't you trade chairs with someone at the other end of the 
table? 
 
ELEVEN. All right, I’ll put the thermostat back, if someone would trade. 
	
FOREMAN. All right. Let’s vote. Now, you folks can handle this any way you 
want to. I mean, I'm not going to make any rules. If we want to discuss it first 
and then vote, that's one way. Or we can vote right now and see how we stand.  
 
SEVEN. Let's vote now. Who knows, maybe we can all go home. 
	
FOREMAN. Anybody doesn't want to vote? [Looks around table. There is a 
pause as ALL look at each other.] All right. I'll call off your jury numbers.  
 
SEVEN. That was easy… I think the guy's guilty. You couldn't change my 
mind if you talked for a hundred years. 
 
FOREMAN. Now, please. I don't want any fights in here.  
 
FOREMAN. The vote is nine to three in favor of guilty. 
	
FOREMAN. About the fingerprints-- the kid wiped the fingerprints off the 
knife. Well, what about the doorknob? If I saw a man coming into my home, a 
man that hated me, and if he was wiping the doorknob with a handkerchief as 
he came in, it would give me an uneasy feeling. So the doorknobs must have 
been wiped after the killing, and this too, would take some time. 
 
ELEVEN [to SEVEN]. Do you truly feel that there is no room for reasonable 
doubt? 
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SEVEN. Yes, I do.  
 
ELEVEN. I beg your pardon, but maybe you don't understand the term 
"reasonable doubt."  
 
SEVEN [angrily]. What do you mean, I don't understand it? Who do you 
think you are to talk to me like that? [To ALL.] How do you like this guy? He 
comes over here running for his life, and before he can even take a big breath 
he's telling us how to run the show. The arrogance of him! 
 
FOREMAN. All right. Let's stop the arguing. Who's got something 
constructive to say?  
	


