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1. OTHELLO – ‘Othello’ by William Shakespeare
OTHELLO
Soft you; a word or two before you go.
I have done the state some service, and they know’t No more of that. I pray to you, in your letters,
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate,
Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate,
Nor set down aught in malice: then must you speak
Of one that loved not wisely but too well;
Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought
Perplex’d in the extreme; of one whose hand,
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away
Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdu’d eyes,
Albeit unused to the melting mood,
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees
Their medicinable gum. Set you down this;
And say besides, that in Aleppo once,
Where malignant and tuban’d Turk
Beat a Venetian and traduced the state,
I took by the throat the circumcised dog,
And smote him, thus.

[Stabs himself.]
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2. KING – ‘King Lear’ by William Shakespeare
KING
What’s he that wishes so?
My cousin, Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin;
If we are mark’d to die, we are enow
To do our country loss; and if to live,
The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost;
It yearns me not if men my garments wear;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires.
But if it be sin to covet honour,
I am the most offending soul alive.
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England.
God’s peace! I would not lose so great an honour
As one man more methinks would share from me
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more!
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,
Let him depart; his passport shall be made,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse;
We would not die in that man’s company
That fears his fellowship to die with us.
This day is call’d the feast of Crispian.
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d,
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.
He that shall live this day, and see old age,
Continued over page…
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Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,
And say “To-morrow is Saint Crispian.”
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,
And say “These wounds I had on Crispin’s day.”
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot,
But he’ll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day. Than shall our names,
Familiar in his mouth as household wordsHarry the King, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and GloucesterBe in their flowing cups freshly rememb’red.
This story shall the good man teach his son;
And Crispin Crispin shall ne’er go by,
From this day to the ending of the world,
But we in it shall be rememberedWe few, we happy few, we band of brothers;
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile,
This day shall gentle his condition;
And gentlemen in England now-a-bed
Shall think themselves accurs’d they not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day.
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3. MACBETH – ‘Macbeth’ by William Shakespeare
MACBETH
Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,
Creeps in this pretty pace from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time;
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more. It is a tale
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.
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4. MACBETH – ‘Macbeth’ by William Shakespeare
MACBETH
If it were done when ‘tis done, then ‘twere well
It were done quickly: if the 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’d 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 the inventor: this even-handed justice
Commends th’ ingredience of our poison’d 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
Hat 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 cherubim, horsed
Upon the sightless couriers of the air,
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,
That tears shall drown 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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5. ROMEO – ‘Romeo and Juliet’ by William Shakespeare
ROMEO
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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6. ROO – ‘Summer Of The Seventeenth Doll’ by Ray Lawler
ROO
You selfish little bastard! You listen to me – we come down
here for the lay-off, five months of the year, December to April.
That leaves another seven months still hangin’ – what d’yer
reckon Olive does in that time? Knocks around with other
blokes, goes out on the loose every week? No, she doesn’t, she
just waits for us to come back again – ‘coz she thinks out five
months is worth all the rest of the year put together! It’s knowin’
that that brought me down this time, broke and – and when I
would have given anythin’ to have stopped up there. But I
couldn’t let her down – and if I hear you mention either grapes
or the Murray to her now, I’ll kick you so far they’ll have to feed
you with shanghai.

(BEAT)
Now remember what I said.
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7. CORNELIUS – ‘The Matchmaker’ by Thornton Wilder
CORNELIUS
Isn’t the world full of wonderful things. There we sit cooped up
in Yonkers for years and years and all the time wonderful people
like Mrs Molloy are walking around in New York and we don’t
know them at all. I don’t know whether – from where you’re
sitting – you can see – well, for instance, the way (pointing to the
edge of his right eye) her eye and forehead and cheek come
together, up here. Can you? And the kind of fireworks that shoot
out of her eyes all the time. I tell you right now: a fine woman is
the greatest work of God. You can talk all you like about Niagara
Falls and the Pyramids; they aren’t in it at all. Of course, up there
at Yonkers they came into the store all the time, and bought this
and that, and I said “Yes, ma’am”, and “That’ll be seventy-five
cents, ma’am”; and I watched them. But today I’ve talked to one,
equal to equal, equal to equal, and to the finest one that ever
existed, in my opinion. They’re so different from men!
Everything that they say and do is so different that you feel like
laughing all the time. (he laughs) Golly, they’re so different from
men. And they’re awfully mysterious, too. You can never be
really sure what’s going on in their heads. They have a kind of
wall around them all the time – of pride and sort of play-acting: I
bet you could know a woman a hundred years without ever
being really sure whether she liked you or not. This minute I’m in
danger. I’m in danger of losing my job and my future and
everything that people think is important; but I don’t care. Even
if I have to dig ditches for the rest of my life I’ll be a ditch-digger
who once had a wonderful day.
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8. BIFF – ‘Death of a Salesman’ by Arthur Miller
BIFF
Now hear this, Willy, this is me. You know why I had no address
for three months? I stole a suit in Kansas City and I was jailed. I
stole myself out of every good job since high school. And I never
got anywhere because you blew me so full of hot air I could never
stand taking orders from anybody! That’s whose fault it is! It’s
goddamn time you heard that! I had to be boss big shot in two
weeks, and I’m through with it Willy! I ran down eleven flights
with a pen in my hand today. And suddenly I stopped, you hear
me? And in the middle if that office building, do you hear this? I
stopped in the middle of that building and I saw – the sky. I saw
the things that I love in the world. The work and the food and the
time to sit and smoke. And I looked at the pen and said to myself,
what the hell am I grabbing this for? Why am I trying to become
what I don’t want to be? What am I doing in an office, making a
contemptuous, begging fool of myself, when all I want is out
there, waiting for me the minute I say I know who I am! Why can’t
I say that, Willy? Pop! I’m a dime a dozen, and so are you! I am
not a leader of men, Willy, and neither are you. You were never
anything but a hard-working drummer who landed in the ash-can
like all the rest of them! I’m one dollar an hour, Willy! I tried seven
states and couldn’t raise it! A buck an hour! Do you gather my
meaning? I’m not bringing home any prizes any more, and you’re
going to stop waiting for me to bring them home! Pop, I’m
nothing! I’m nothing, Pop. Can’t you understand that? There’s no
spite in it any more. I’m just what I am, that’s all. Will you let me
go, for Christ’s sake? Will you take that phoney dream and burn it
before something happens?

ACADEMY OF CREATIVE ARTS – MALE MONOLOGUES 2017
	
  

9. DOUGLAS – ‘Europe’ by Michael Gow
DOUGLAS
What a great place. This area’s like something out of Thomas
Mann or Kafka. God it’s exciting being in Europe. So alive, isn’t
it? So… pulsating. I’ve had a great morning. I saw your Roman
mosaic. Went on a tour of that poet’s house. Had a look at the
inn where whatsisname wrote his opera. And I went to this great
exhibition at the big gallery. There’s some amazing things in
there. Stuff I knew quite well. And that altar they’ve got! But
there was this performance art thing. Incredible! There was this
big pool of full of fish, carp, I don’t know, and this guy, nothing
on, you were right, with all these crucifixes and beads in his hair,
wading through the water, dragging this little raft behind him;
he had the rope in his teeth. On the raft was this pile of animal
innards with candles sticking out of it. Then these other people
dressed as astronauts and red Indians ran round and round the
pond screaming and then they lit this fire and threw copies of
the Mona Lisa into it. And then, I don’t know how they did it but
the water turned bright red. Just incredible. You must see it. It’s
great being here. Everything’s so exciting. I’ve been keeping
everything I get. Every little item, every bus ticket, gallery ticket,
the train tickets. Every postcard. Every coaster from every bar,
every café.
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10. SON – ‘One’ by Terrence Mosley
SON
Nope. Picked up the blade when at 14 and never looked back.
Ma never wanted me to shave. I thought she didn’t want me to
grow up, or something like that, but now I understand. She
would always say to me… every time, she would say, “It’s
gonna grow back thicker”.
First couple times weren’t too bad. A little irritation, no cuts,
everything was fine. Next thing I know, I start getting all these
bumps.
I would let it grow out, they would disappear, and I would
shave it again. I would get more, every time I shaved, and I
started to pick at them. I couldn’t pop’em fast enough. Then it
started feeling like I had steel pushing out of my pores.
Sometimes it’s so bad I can’t sleep at night.
Ma tried to warn me and I didn’t listen. I would go to bed mad
at you. Thinkin’ you did this to me. Try and put you out of my
head and there you are just beneath the surface pushing up.
Pushing pain.

  
	
  

ACADEMY OF CREATIVE ARTS – MALE MONOLOGUES 2017
	
  

