
FEMALE SHAKESPEARE MONOLOGUES 

‘Troilus and Cressida’ 
Cressida - Act III  
Cressida confesses her love to Troilus.  

Hard to seem won: but I was won, my lord, 
With the first glance that ever—pardon me— 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it: in faith, I lie; 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother. See, we fools! 
Why have I blabb'd? who shall be true to us, 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves?  
But, though I loved you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man, 
Or that we women had men's privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
For in this rapture I shall surely speak  
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel! stop my mouth. 

‘The Two Gentlemen Of Verona’ 
Julia - Act IV  
Julia is in disguise as Sebastian, Proteus' page. Proteus 
asks Julia to deliver a ring to Silvia, the same ring Julia 
gave to Proteus before leaving her for Milan. Julia laments 
her lost love. 

How many women would do such a message? Alas, poor Proteus! 
thou hast entertain'd 
A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs. 
Alas, poor fool! why do I pity him 



That with his very heart despiseth me? Because he loves her, he 
despiseth me; Because I love him I must pity him. 
This ring I gave him when he parted from me, To bind him to 
remember my good will; 
And now am I, unhappy messenger, 
To plead for that which I would not obtain, 
To carry that which I would have refused, 
To praise his faith which I would have dispraised. I am my master's 
true-confirmed love; 
But cannot be true servant to my master, 
Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 
Yet will I woo for him, but yet so coldly 
As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 

‘Cymbeline’ 
Imogen - Act III 
Imogen, upon finding out that her husband mistakenly 
believes her unfaithful, and sent his servant to poison her, 
begs the servant to follow through with her husbandB s 
wishes, as she does not want to live with the shame. 

Why, I must die;  
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master's. Against self-slaughter  
There is a prohibition so divine 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart.  
Something's afore't. Soft, soft! we'll no defence;  
Obedient as the scabbard. What is here? 
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to heresy? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor fools  
Believe false teachers: though those that 
are betray'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 
And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 



My disobedience 'gainst the king my father 
And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness: and I grieve myself 
To think, when thou shalt be disedged by her  
That now thou tirest on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. Prithee, dispatch:  
The lamb entreats the butcher: where's thy knife?  
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding,  
When I desire it too. 

MALE SHAKESPEARE MONOLOGUES 

‘Romeo and Juliet’ 
Mercutio - Act I 
Mercutio explains to Romeo who Queen Mab is after 
Romeo begins to describe a dream. 

O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.  
She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes  
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman,  
Drawn with a team of little atomies  
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep;  
Her wagon-spokes made of long spiders' legs,  
The cover of the wings of grasshoppers, 
The traces of the smallest spider's web,  
The collars of the moonshine's watery beams,  
Her whip of cricket's bone, the lash of film,  
Her wagoner a small grey-coated gnat,  
Not so big as a round little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid;  



Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut  
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,  
Time out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers.  
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love;  
O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight,  
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees,  
O'er ladies ' lips, who straight on kisses dream,  
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are:  
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,  
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;  
And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail  
Tickling a parson's nose as a' lies asleep, 
Then dreams, he of another benefice:  
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,  
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,  
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,  
Of healths five-fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,  
And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two  
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab  
That plats the manes of horses in the night,  
And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes:  
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,  
That presses them and learns them first to bear,  
Making them women of good carriage:  
This is she! 

‘Troilus and Cressida’ 
Troilus – Act II 
Troilus tries to convince the counsel that they're fools for 
wanting to give back Helen. 



I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will;  
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment: how may I avoid, 
Although my will distaste what it elected, 
The wife I chose? there can be no evasion  
To blench from this and to stand firm by honour: 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 
When we have soil'd them, nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve, 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet  
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks: 
Your breath of full consent bellied his sails; 
The seas and winds, old wranglers, took a truce 
And did him service: he touch'd the ports desired, 
And for an old aunt whom the Greeks held captive,  
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale the morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt: 
Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl, 
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships,  
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch 'twas wisdom Paris went— 
As you must needs, for you all cried 'Go, go,'— 
If you'll confess he brought home noble prize— 
As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands  
And cried 'Inestimable!'—why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate, 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Beggar the estimation which you prized 
Richer than sea and land? O, theft most base,  
That we have stol'n what we do fear to keep! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stol'n, 
That in their country did them that disgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place! 

‘The Comedy Of Errors’ 
Antipholus of Syracuse - Act III 



Antipholus professes his love and admiration for Luciana, 
despite being supposedly married to her sister. 

Sweet mistress,'what your name is else, I know not, 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,'  
Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not 
Than our earth's wonder; more than earth divine.  
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak:  
Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit,  
Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak,  
The folded meaning of your words' deceit.  
Against my soul's pure truth why labour you  
To make it wander in an unknown field? 
Are you a god? would you create me new?  
Transform me then, and to your power I'll yield.  
But if that I am I, then well I know  
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe:  
Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 
O! train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note,  
To drown me in thy sister flood of tears:  
Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote:  
Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs,  
And as a bed I'll take them and there lie;  
And, in that glorious supposition think  
He gains by death that hath such means to die:  
Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink!


