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The Tempest by William Shakespeare (Act One, Scene 1 

 

 
MIRANDA: 
If by your art, my dearest father, you have 

Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. 

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 

But that the sea, mounting to th’ welkin's cheek, 

Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered 

With those that I saw suffer! A brave vessel, 

(Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her 

Dashed all to pieces. O, the cry did knock Against 

my very heart! Poor souls, they perish'd!  

Had I been any god of power, I would 

Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere 

It should the good ship so have swallowed and 

    The fraughting souls within her. 
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The Tempest by William Shakespeare (Act Four, Scene 1) 

ARIEL: 

I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking, 

So full of valour that they smote the air 

For breathing in their face, beat the ground 

For kissing of their feet: yet always bending 

Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor, 

At which, like unbacked colts, they pricked their ears, 

Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses 

As they smelt music: so I charmed their ears, 

That calf-like they my lowing followed through 

Toothed briars, sharp furzes, pricking gorse and thorns, 

Which entered their frail shins: at last I left them 

I’the’filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell, 

There dancing up to th’chins, that the foul lake 

O’erstunk their feet. 
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Romeo and Juliet by William Shakespeare (Act Two Scene 1) 

Enter ROMEO 

ROMEO 

He jests at scars that never felt a wound. 

 
(JULIET appears above at a window) 
But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks? 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 

Be not her maid, since she is envious; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green 

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. 

It is my lady, O, it is my love! 

O, that she knew she were! 

She speaks yet she says nothing: what of that? 

Her eye discourses; I will answer it. 

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks: 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 

To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 

Would through the airy region stream so bright 

That birds would sing and think it were not night. 

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 

O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek! 
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JULIET: 

Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face, 

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 

For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night 

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 

What I have spoke: but farewell compliment! 
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say 'Ay,' 

And I will take thy word: yet if thou swear'st, 

Thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries 

Then say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 

I'll frown and be perverse an say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 

And therefore thou mayst think my 'havior light: 

But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 

Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 

I should have been more strange, I must confess, 

But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware, 

My true love's passion: therefore pardon me, 

And not impute this yielding to light love, 

Which the dark night hath so discovered. 
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The Winter’s Tale by William Shakespeare (Act One, Scene 1) 

LEONTES: 

How blest am I 

In my just censure, in my true opinion! 

Alack, for lesser knowledge! how accursed 

In being so blest! There may be in the cup 

A spider steep'd, and one may drink, depart, 

And yet partake no venom, for his knowledge 

Is not infected: but if one present 

The abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 

How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides, 

With violent hefts. I have drunk, 

and seen the spider. 
 
Camillo was his help in this, his pander: 

There is a plot against my life, my crown; 

All's true that is mistrusted: that false villain 

Whom I employ'd was pre-employ'd by him: 

He has discover'd my design, and I 

Remain a pinch'd thing; yea, a very trick 

For them to play at will. 
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The Winter’s Tale by William Shakespeare (Act Three, Scene 1) 

HERMIONE: 

Sir, spare your threats: 

The bug which you would fright me with I seek. 

To me can life be no commodity: 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went. My second joy 

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 

I am barr'd, like one infectious. My third comfort 

Starr'd most unluckily, is from my breast, 

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth, 

Haled out to murder: myself on every post 

Proclaimed a strumpet: with immodest hatred 

The child-bed privilege denied, which 'longs 

To women of all fashion; lastly, hurried 

Here to this place, i' the open air, before 

I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege, 

Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That I should fear to die? Therefore proceed. 

But yet hear this: mistake me not; no life, 

I prize it not a straw, but for mine honour, 

Which I would free, if I shall be condemn'd 

Upon surmises, all proofs sleeping else 

But what your jealousies awake, I tell you 

'Tis rigor and not law. Your honours all, 

I do refer me to the oracle: 

Apollo be my judge! 
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The Tragedy of Othello by William Shakespeare (Act Three, Scene 2) 

OTHELLO: 

This fellow’s of exceeding honesty, 

And knows all qualities with a learnèd spirit 

Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard, 

Though that her jesses were my dear heartstrings, 

I’d whistle her off and let her down the wind 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 

That chamberers have, or for I am declined 

Into the vale of years—yet that’s not much— 

She’s gone, I am abused, and my relief 

Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage, 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours 

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad 

And live upon the vapor of a dungeon 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love 

For others’ uses. Yet ’tis the plague of great ones; 

Prerogatived are they less than the base. 

’Tis destiny unshunnable, like death. 

Even then this forkèd plague is fated to us 

When we do quicken. Look where she comes. 
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The Tragedy of Othello by William Shakespeare (Act Two, Scene 3) 

IAGO: 

And what’s he, then, that says I play the villain? 

When this advice is free I give and honest, 

Probal to thinking, and, indeed, the course 

To win the moor again? For ‘tis most easy 

Th’inclining Desdemona to subdue 

In any honest suit: She’s fram’d as fruitful 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win the moor, - Were’t to renounce his baptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, 

His soul is so enfetter’d to her love, 

That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 

With his weak function. How am I, then, a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to his good? Divinity of Hell! 

When devils will the blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 

As I do now: for whiles this honest fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I’ll poor this pestilence into his ear, - 

The she repeals him for her body’s lust; 

And by how much she strives to do him good, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodness make the net 

That shall enmesh them all. 
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The Beggar’s Opera by John Gay: (Act One, Scene 1) 

POLLY: 

Now I’m a Wretch, indeed.—Methinks I see him already in the Cart, sweeter and more 

lovely than the Nosegay in his Hand!—I hear the Crowd extolling his Resolution and 

Intrepidity!—What Vollies of Sighs are sent from the Windows of Holborn, that so comely a 

Youth should be brought to Disgrace!—I see him at the Tree! The whole Circle are in 

Tears!—even Butchers weep!—Jack Ketch himself hesitates to perform his Duty, and would 

be glad to lose his Fee, by a Reprieve. What then will become of Polly!—As yet I may inform 

him of their Design, and aid him in his Escape.—It shall be so—But then he flies, absents 

himself, and I bar myself from his dear dear Conversation! That too will distract me.—If he 

keep out of the way, my Papa and Mama may in time relent, and we may be happy.—If he 

stays, he is hang’d, and then he 23is lost for ever!—He intended to lie conceal’d in my 

Room, ’till the Dusk of the Evening: If they are abroad I’ll this Instant let him out, lest some 

Accident should prevent him. 
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The Beggar’s Opera by John Gay (Act Three, Scene 1) 

LOCKIT: 

And so, after all this Mischief, I must stay here to be entertain’d with your Catterwauling, 

Mrs. Puss!—Out of my Sight, wanton Strumpet! you shall fast and mortify yourself into 

Reason, with now and then a little handsom Discipline to bring you to your Senses.— 

Go.(Exit Lucy.) 

Peachum then intends to outwit me in this Affair; but I’ll be even with him.—The Dog is 

leaky in his Liquor, so I’ll ply him that way, get the Secret from him, and turn this Affair to 

my own Advantage.—Lions, Wolves, and Vultures don’t live together in Herds, Droves or 

Flocks.—Of all Animals of Prey, Man is the only sociable one. Every one of us preys upon his 

Neighbour, and yet we herd together.—Peachum is my Companion, my Friend.—According 

to the Custom of the World, indeed, he may quote thousands of Precedents for cheating 

me—And shall not I make use of the Privilege of Friendship to make him a Return. 
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As You Like It by William Shakespeare (Act Two, Scene 7) 
JAQUES: 

A fool, a fool! I met a fool i' the forest, 

A motley fool; a miserable world! 

As I do live by food, I met a fool; 

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun, 

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 

In good set terms, and yet a motley fool. 

'Good morrow, fool,' quoth I. 'No, sir,' quoth he, 

'Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me fortune.' 

And then he drew a dial from his poke, 

And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Says very wisely, 'It is ten o'clock; 

Thus may we see,' quoth he, 'how the world wags: 

'Tis but an hour ago since it was nine, 

And after one hour more 'twill be eleven; 

And so, from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 

And then from hour to hour we rot and rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale.' When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools should be so deep-contemplative, 

And I did laugh sans intermission 

An hour by his dial. O noble fool! A worthy fool! Motley's the only wear. 
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As You Like It by William Shakespeare (Act Three, Scene 5) 

PHOEBE: 

Think not I love him, though I ask for him. 

'Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talks well; 

But what care I for words? yet words do well, 

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 

It is a pretty youth: not very pretty: 

But, sure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him: 

He'll make a proper man: the best thing in him 

Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 

Did make offence his eye did heal it up. 

He is not very tall; yet for his years he's tall: 

His leg is but so so; and yet 'tis well: 

There was a pretty redness in his lip, 

A little riper and more lusty red 

Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas just the difference 

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 

There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 

In parcels as I did, would have gone near 

To fall in love with him; but, for my part, 

I love him not nor hate him not; and yet 

Have more cause to hate him than to love him: 

For what had he to do to chide at me? 

He said mine eyes were black and my hair black; 

And, now I am remember'd, scorn'd at me. 

I marvel why I answer'd not again: 

But that's all one; omittance is no quittance. 

I'll write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thou shalt bear it: wilt thou, Silvius? 
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A Midsummer Night’s Dream by William Shakespeare (Act Three, Scene 2) 

PUCK: 

My mistress with a monster is in love. 

Near to her close and consecrated bower, 

While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 
Were met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick skin of that barren sort, 

Who Pyramus presented in their sport, 

Forsook his scene and entered in a brake. 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass's nole I fixèd on his head. 

Anon his Thisby must be answerèd, 

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 

Rising and cawing at the gun's report, 

Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky; 

So at his sight away his fellows fly, 

And at our stamp here o'er and o'er one falls; 

He murder cries and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong, 

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong, 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch: 

Some, sleeves -- some, hats; from yielders all things catch. 

I led them on in this distracted fear 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there, 

When in that moment (so it came to pass) 

Titania waked, and straightway loved an ass. 
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Richard the Third by William Shakespeare (Act One, Scene 3) 

QUEEN MARGARET 

Stay, dog, for thou shalt hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store 

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe 

And then hurl down their indignation 

On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace. 

The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul. 

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st, 

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends. 

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unless it be while some tormenting dream 

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils. 

Thou elvish-marked, abortive, rooting hog, 

Thou that wast sealed in thy nativity 

The slave of nature and the son of hell, 

Thou slander of thy heavy mother’s womb, 

Thou loathèd issue of thy father’s loins, 

Thou rag of honor, thou detested— 

Richard! 

 
  



Classical Audition Monologues 2022 
Arts Academy 
Associate Professor Kim Durban 

16 
 

 

Richard the Third by William Shakespeare (Act Four, Scene 1) 

ANNE 

No? Why? When he that is my husband now 

Came to me, as I followed Henry’s corpse, 

When scarce the blood was well washed from his hands 

Which issued from my other angel husband 

And that dear saint which then I weeping followed – 

O, when I say I looked on Richard’s face, 

This was my wish: ‘Be thou’, quoth I, ‘accursed 

For making me, so young, so old a widow! 

And, when thou wed’st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 

And be thy wife – if any be so mad – 

More miserable by the life of thee 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death!’ 

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 

Within so small a time, my woman’s heart 

Grossly grew captive to his honey words 

And proved the subject of mine own soul’s curse, 

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest, 

For never yet one hour in his bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was still awaked. 

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick, 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 
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The City Wit by Richard Brome (Act One, Scene 1) 

PYANNET: 

Honest man! Who the Devil wished thee to be an honest man? 

Here’s my worshipful husband, Master Sneakup, 

that from a grazier is come to be a Justice of Peace and what, 

as an honest man? He grew to be able to give nine hundred 

pound with my daughter, and what, by honesty? 

Master Sneakup and I are come up to live i’ th’ City 

and here we have lien these three years, and what, 

for honesty? Honesty! What should the City do with honesty 

when ’tis enough to undo a whole corporation? Why are your 

wares gummed? your shops dark? Your prices writ in strange 

characters? What, for honesty? Honesty? Why is hard wax 

called ’merchant’s wax’ and is said seldom or never to be 

ripped off but it plucks the skin of a lordship with it? 

What, for honesty? Now (mortified my concupiscence!) 

dost thou think, that our neighbour, Master Linsey-Wolsey here, 

from the son of a tripe-wife and a rope-maker, could aspire 

to be an alderman’s deputy, to be worshipful Master Linsey-Wolsey, 

venerable Master Linsey-Wolsey, to wear satin sleeves and 

whip beggars? And what, by honesty? 
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Macbeth by William Shakespeare (Act One, Scene 5) 

MACBETH: 

If it were done, when ‘tis done, then ‘twere 

well 

It were done quickly: if th’assassination 

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 

With his surcease, success; that but this blow 

Might be the be-all and the end-all…. here, 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 

We’ld jump the life to come. But in these cases 

We still have judgement here – that we but teach 

Bloody instructions, which being taught return 

To plague th’inventor: this even-handed justice 

Commends th’ingredience of our poisoned chalice 

To our own lips. He’s here in double trust: 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 

Who should against his murderer shut the door, 

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 

Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 

The deep damnation of his taking-off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or Heaven’s cherubin, horsed 

Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall down the wind. I have no spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself, 

And falls on th’other- 
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Twelfth Night by William Shakespeare (Act Four, Scene 3) 

SEBASTIAN 
This is the air; that is the glorious sun, 

This pearl she gave me, I do feel’t and see’t. 

And though ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

Yet ’tis not madness. 

Where’s Antonio, then? 

I could not find him at the Elephant. 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 

That he did range the town to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service; 

For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 

That this may be some error, but no madness, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 

So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes 

And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 

To any other trust but that I am mad, 

Or else the lady’s mad; yet, if ’twere so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers, 

Take and give back affairs and their dispatch 

With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing 

As I perceive she does. There’s something in’t 

That is deceiveable. But here the lady comes. 
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