
 
Female Performers: Please prepare one for these monologues for auditions.   

Much Ado About Nothing (Act 4 Scene 1) 
Beatrice: O that I were a man! What, bear her in hand until they 
come to take hands ; and then, with public accusation, uncovered slander, 
unmitigated rancour, – O, God that I were a man! I would eat his heart in the 
market-place. Talk with a man out at window! A proper saying! Sweet Hero! 
She is wronged, she is slandered, she is undone. Princes and counties! 
Surely, a princely testimony, a goodly count, Count Comfect; a sweet 
gallant surely! O that I were a man for his sake! Or that I had any friend 
would be a man for my sake! But manhood is melted into courtesies, valour 
into compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : 
he is now as valiant as Hercules that only tells a lie and swears it. I cannot 
be a man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 
 
As You Like It (Act 3 Scene 5 ) 
Phoebe: I would not be thy executioner: 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell’st me there is murder in mine eye: 
‘Tis pretty, sure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the frail’st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to swoon; why now fall down; 
Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers! 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush, 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine eyes, 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Male Performers: Please prepare one of the following monologues for auditions.  
The Merchant of Venice (Act 3 Scene 1) 
Shylock: To bait fish withal. If it will feed nothing else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, 
and hindered me half a million; laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies, and what’s his reason? I am a Jew. 
Hath not a Jew eyes? Hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions? Fed 
with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the same 
means, warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, as a Christian is? If you prick us, do 
we not bleed? If you tickle us, do we not laugh? If you poison us, do we not die? And if you wrong 
us, shall we not revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a 
Christian, what is his humility? Revenge. If a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be 
by Christian example? Why, revenge. The villany you teach me, I will execute, and it shall go hard 
but I will better the instruction. 
 
Taming of the Shrew (Act 2 Scene 1) | Comedy 
Petruchio: I’ll attend her here, 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Say that she rail, why then I’ll tell her plain 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale: 
Say that she frown, I’ll say she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew: 
Say she be mute and will not speak a word, 
Then I’ll commend her volubility, 
And say she uttereth piercing eloquence. 
If she do bid me pack, I’ll give her thanks, 
As though she bid me stay by her a week: 
If she deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 
When I shall ask the banns, and when be married. 
But here she comes, and now, Petruchio, speak. 
 
 


