Shakespeare Monologues:

Juliet, Romeo and Juliet:.

The clock struck nine when | did send the nurse;
In half an hour she promis’d to return.

Perchance she cannot meet him — that’s not so.
O, she is lame! Love’s heralds should be thoughts,
Which ten times faster glide that the sun’s beams
Driving back shadows over louring hills;
Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw Love,
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day’s journey; and from nine till twelve

Is three long hours, yet she is not come.

Had she affections and warm youthful blood,

She would be as swift in motion as a ball;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love,
And his to me.

But old folks — many feign as they were dead
Unwieldy, slow, heavy, and pale as lead.

O God, she comes.

Juliet, Romeo and Juliet:.

Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
Towards Phoebus' lodging: such a wagoner

As Phaethon would whip you to the west,

And bring in cloudy night immediately.

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night,
That runaway's eyes may wink and Romeo
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of and unseen.
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,

It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,

And learn me how to lose a winning match,
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods:
Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks,
With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown bold,
Think true love acted simple modesty.



Come, night; come, Romeo; come, thou day in night;
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night

Whiter than new snow on a raven's back.

Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd night,
Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,

Take him and cut him out in little stars,

And he will make the face of heaven so fine

That all the world will be in love with night

And pay no worship to the garish sun.

O, I have bought the mansion of a love,

But not possess'd it, and, though | am sold,

Not yet enjoy'd: so tedious is this day

As is the night before some festival

To an impatient child that hath new robes

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse,
And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks
But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence.

Portia, Much Ado About Nothing:

They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit,

That they shall think we are accomplished

With that we lack. I'll hold thee any wager,
When we are both accoutred like young men,

I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two,

And wear my dagger with the braver grace,

And speak between the change of man and boy
With a reed voice, and turn two mincing steps
Into a manly stride, and speak of frays

Like a fine bragging youth, and tell quaint lies,
How honourable ladies sought my love,

Which | denying, they fell sick and died;

| could not do withal; then I'll repent,

And wish for all that, that | had not killed them;
And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell,

That men shall swear | have discontinued school
Above a twelvemonth. | have within my mind

A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks,
Which | will practise.



Helena, A Midsummer Night’s Dream:

How happy some o’er other some can be!
Through Athens | am thought as fair as she.
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;

He will not know what all but he do know;

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes,

So |, admiring of his qualities.

Things base and vile, folding no quantity,

Love can transpose to form and dignity:

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind,
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind;
Nor hath Love’s mind of any judgement taste:
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste:
And therefore is Love said to be a child,
Because in choice he is so oft beguil’'d.

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,
So the boy Love is perjured everywhere;

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne,

He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine;
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,
So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt.
| will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight:

Then to the wood will he tomorrow night,
Pursue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense.

But herein mean | to enrich my pain,

To have his sight thither and back again.

Beatrice, Much Ado About Nothing:

What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true?
Stand | condemn'd for pride and scorn so much?
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu!
No glory lives behind the back of such.

And, Benedick, love on; | will requite thee,
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand:

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee
To bind our loves up in a holy band;

For others say thou dost deserve, and |
Believe it better than reportingly.



Lady Macbeth, Macbeth:

The raven himself is hoarse

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan

Under my battlements. Come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here,
And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full

Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood;

Stop up the access and passage to remorse,
That no compunctious visitings of nature

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts,
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers,
Wherever in your sightless substances

You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night,
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell,

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes,
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,
To cry 'Hold, hold!

Hamlet, Hamlet.

O that this too too solid flesh would melt,

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew!

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God!

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the uses of this world!

Fie on't! ah, fie! 'Tis an unweeded garden

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
Possess it merely.

That it should come to this! But two months dead!
Nay, not so much, not two. So excellent a king, that was to this
Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!

Must | remember? Why, she would hang on him

As if increase of appetite had grown



By what it fed on; and yet, within a month!

Let me not think on't! Frailty, thy name is woman!-
A little month, or ere those shoes were old

With which she followed my poor father's body
Like Niobe, all tears- why she, even she

(O God! a beast that wants discourse of reason
Would have mourn'd longer) married with my uncle;
My father's brother, but no more like my father
Than | to Hercules. Within a month,

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,

She married. O, most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!

It is not, nor it cannot come to good.

But break my heart, for | must hold my tongue!

Richard, Richard Il

Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this son of York;

And all the clouds that lowered upon our house

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths,
Our bruiséd arms hung up for monuments,

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled front,
And now, instead of mounting barbéd steeds

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;

I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;

I, that am curtailed of this fair proportion,

Cheated of feature by dissembling Nature,
Deformed, unfinished, sent before my time

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionable



That dogs bark at me as | halt by them--

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace,

Have no delight to pass away the time,

Unless to see my shadow in the sun

And descant on mine own deformity.

And therefore, since | cannot prove a lover

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,

| am determinéd to prove a villain

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,

By drunk prophecies, libels, and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence and the king

In deadly hate the one against the other;

And if King Edward be as true and just

As | am subtle, false, and treacherous,

This day should Clarence closely be mewed up
About a prophecy which says that "G"

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be.

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul -- here Clarence comes!

Romeo, Romeo and Juliet:

Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven is here,
Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog

And little mouse, every unworthy thing,

Live here in heaven and may look on her;

But Romeo may not: more validity,

More honourable state, more courtship lives

In carrion-flies than Romeo: they my seize

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand

And steal immortal blessing from her lips,

Who even in pure and vestal modesty,

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin;

But Romeo may not; he is banished:

Flies may do this, but | from this must fly:

They are free men, but | am banished.

And say'st thou yet that exile is not death?

Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife,
No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean,
But 'banished' to kill me?.'banished"?



O friar, the damned use that word in hell;
Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heart,
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd,

To mangle me with that word 'banished'?

Benedick, Much Ado About Nothing:

This can be no trick. The conference was sadly borne; they have the truth of this from
Hero; they seem to pity the lady. It seems her affections have their full bent. Love me?
Why, it must be requited. | hear how | am censured. They say | will bear myself proudly
if | perceive the love come from her. They say too that she will rather die than give any
sign of affection. | did never think to marry. | must not seem proud. Happy are they that
hear their detractions and can put them to mending. They say the lady is fair-- 'tis a
truth, | can bear them witness; and virtuous-- 'tis so, | cannot reprove it; and wise, but
for loving me-- by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of her folly,
for | will be horribly in love with her. | may chance have some odd quirks and remnants
of wit broken on me because | have railed so long against marriage. But doth not the
appetite alter? A man loves the meat in his youth that he cannot endure in his age. Shall
quips and sentences and these paper bullets of the brain awe a man from the career of
his humor? No, the world must be peopled. When | said | would die a bachelor, | did not
think | should live till | were married. Here comes Beatrice. By this day, she's a fair lady!
| do spy some marks of love in her.

Macbeth, Macbeth:

Is this a dagger which | see before me,

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee!
| have thee not, and yet | see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a false creation
Proceeding from the heat-oppresséd brain?

| see thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now | draw.

Thou marshall'st me the way that | was going,
And such an instrument | was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools o' th' other senses,
Or else worth all the rest. | see thee still,

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood,



Which was not so before. There's no such thing.

It is the bloody business which informs

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one half-world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtained sleep. Witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate's offerings; and withered murder,
Alarumed by his sentinel, the wolf,

Whose howl 's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace,
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth,
Hear not my steps which way they walk, for fear
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout

And take the present horror from the time,

Which now suits with it. Whiles | threat, he lives;
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[A bell rings.]

| go, and it is done. The bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell.

Angelo, Measure for Measure:

What's this? what's this? is this her fault or mine?
The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most?

Ha! Not she, nor doth she tempt; but it is |

That, lying by the violet in the sun,

Do as the carrion does, not as the flower,

Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be

That modesty may more betray our sense

Than woman's lightness? Having wasteground enough,
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary

And pitch our evils there? O fie, fie, fie!

What dost thou? or what are thou, Angelo?

Dost thou desire her foully for those things

That make her good? O, let her brother live:
Thieves for their robbery have authority

When judges steal themselves. What, do | love her,
That | desire to hear her speak again,



And feast upon her eyes? what is't | dream on?

O cunning enemy that, to catch a saint,

With saints dost bait thy hook: most dangerous

Is that temptation that doth goad us on

To sin in loving virtue. Never could the strumpet
With all her double vigor, art and nature,

Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite. Ever till now,

When men were fond, | smiled and wondered how.

Jaques, As You Like It:

All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players;
They have their exits and their entrances,

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.

Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like a snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like a furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slippered pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side;
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.






