
FEMALE MONOLOGUES

A Doll’s House by Henrik Ibsen -- NORA

NORA: (after a short silence) Isn’t there one thing that strikes you as strange in our
sitting here like this? We have been married now eight years. Does it not occur to
you that this is the first time we two, you and I, husband and wife, have had a
serious conversation? In all these eight years-longer than that-from the very
beginning of our acquaintance, we have never exchanged a word on a serious
subject. I’m not speaking about business matters. I say that we have never sat down
in earnest together to try and get at the bottom of anything. You have never
understood me. I have been greatly wronged, Torvald-first by papa and then by
you. You have never loved me. You have only thought it pleasant to be in love with
me. I was simply transferred from papa’s hands into yours. You arranged
everything according to your own taste, and so I got the same tastes as you-or else
I pretended to, I am really not quite sure which-I think sometimes the one and
sometimes the other. When I look back on it, it seems to me as if I had been living
here like a poor woman-just from hand to mouth. I have existed merely to perform
tricks for you, Torvald. But you would have it so. You and papa have committed a
great sin against me. It is your fault that I have made nothing of my life.

Alma from "Summer and Smoke" by Tennessee Williams

ALMA: Oh, I suppose I am sick, one of those weak and divided people who slip like shadows among

you solid strong ones. But sometimes, out of necessity, we shadowy people take on a strength of our

own. I have that now. You needn't try to deceive me . . . You needn't try to comfort me. I haven't

come here on any but equal terms. You said, let's talk truthfully. Well, let's do. Unsparingly,

truthfully, even shamelessly, then! It's no longer a secret that I love you. It never was. I loved you as

long ago as the time I asked you to read the stone angel's name with your fingers. Yes, I remember

the long afternoons of our childhood, when I had to stay indoors to practice my music - and heard

your playmates calling you, "Johnny! Johnny!" How it went through me, just to hear your name

called! And how I - rushed to the window to watch you jump the porch railing! I stood at a distance,

halfway down the block, only to keep in sight of your torn red sweater, racing about the vacant lot



you played it. Yes, it had begun that early, this affliction of love, and has never let go of me since, but

kept on growing. I've lived next door to you all the days of my life, a weak and divided person who

stood in adoring awe of you singleness, of your strength. And that is my story! Now I wish you would

tell me - why didn't it happen between us? Why did I fail? Why did you come almost close enough -

and no closer?

AN IDEAL HUSBAND

A monologue from the play by Oscar Wilde

MABEL CHILTERN: Well, Tommy has proposed to me again. Tommy really does

nothing but propose to me. He proposed to me last night in the music-room,

when I was quite unprotected, as there was an elaborate trio going on. I didn't

dare to make the smallest repartee, I need hardly tell you. If I had, it would have

stopped the music at once. Musical people are so absurdly unreasonable. They

always want one to be perfectly dumb at the very moment when one is longing to

be absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me in broad daylight this morning, in

front of that dreadful statue of Achilles. Really, the things that go on in front of

that work of art are quite appalling. The police should interfere. At luncheon I

saw by the glare in his eye that he was going to propose again, and I just managed

to check him in time by assuring him that I was a bimetallist. Fortunately I don't

know what bimetallism means. And I don't believe anybody else does either. But

the observation crushed Tommy for ten minutes. He looked quite shocked. And

then Tommy is so annoying in the way he proposes. If he proposed at the top of

his voice, I should not mind so much. That might produce some effect on the

public. But he does it in a horrid confidential way. When Tommy wants to be

romantic he talks to one just like a doctor. I am very fond of Tommy, but his

methods of proposing are quite out of date. I wish, Gertrude, you would speak to

him, and tell him that once a week is quite often enough to propose to any one,

and that it should always be done in a manner that attracts some attention.



MALE MONOLOGUES

MANDERS: It is only the spirit of rebellion that craves for happiness in

this life. What right have we human beings to happiness? No, we have to do

our duty! And your duty was to hold firmly to the man you had once chosen

and to whom you were bound by a holy tie.... It was your duty to bear with

humility the cross which a Higher Power had, for your own good, laid upon

you. But instead of that you rebelliously cast away the cross.... I was but a



poor instrument in a Higher Hand. And what a blessing has it not been to

you all the days of your life, that I got you

to resume the yoke of duty and obedience!

LAWRENCE: Why did I want to write? Because I'm an artist . . . What is

an artist? . . A man who loves life too intensely, a man who loves life till he

hates her and has to strike out with his fist as I struck out at Frieda . . . To

show her he knows her tricks, and he's still the master! (The smoky yellow

light is beginning to dim.) Oh, Brett, oh, Frieda . . . I wanted to stretch out

the long, sweet arms of my art and embrace the whole world! But it isn't

enough to go out to the world with love. And so I doubled my fist and I

struck and I struck. Words weren't enough . . . I had to have color, too. I

took to paint and I painted the way that I wrote! Fiercely, without any

shame! This is life, I told them, life is like this! Wonderful! Dark! Terrific!

They banned my books and they wanted to burn my pictures! That's how it

is . . . When first you look at the sun it strikes you blind. Life's . . . blinding .

. .

MR. WEBB.  George, I was thinking the other night of some advice my

father gave me when I got married. Charles, he said, Charles, start out early

showing who’s boss, he said. Best thing to do is to give an order, even if it

don’t make sense; just so she’ll learn to obey. And he said: if anything about

your wife irritates you - her conversation, or anything - just get up and leave

the house. That’ll make it clear to her, he said. And, oh, yes! he said never,

 never  let you wife know how much money you have, never.So I took the

opposite of my father’s advice and I’ve been happy ever since. And let that

be a lesson to you, George, never to ask advice on personal matters.

TOM: In the war, I...I saw things that no human being should ever have to

see. A guy comes back from something like that, and he can’t believe in

God. It’s impossible. That’s what anyone’ll tell you. I was raised to believe in

God and the saints and in miracles. But then there was this war and after it,

I couldn’t believe in anything good. But when I first saw Katie, the first

thing, the only thing I thought when I saw her face was that there had to be

a God, because he made her. That was the only explanation. And I was a



praying man again. Talk about a miracle. Do you know that they pulled

bones out of her body while she was still alive. Lifted them right out. I was

going to grow old with that woman. I was going to die with her. Maybe

Ihave. Could you tell me how to live my life now? Could you tell me what

I’m going to do with all this time? I have to go. I have to go see my kids. I

have to get home before they go to bed. I sing to them. They sing to me. A

lullaby. Even though we’re all too old for it. It’s our little routine. It makes

us feel better. It’s just something we do. Sir? Just so you know... Every

morning I wake up and wonder if today’s the day I’m going to kill Rufus

Reed.

ANY GENDER

SM : Three years have gone by. Yes, the sun’s come up over a

thousand times. Summers and winters have cracked the mountains a

little bit more and the rains have brought down some of the dirt. Some

babies that weren’t even born before have begun talking regular

sentences already; and a number of people who thought they were

right young and spry have noticed that they can’t bound up a flight of

stairs like they used to, without their heart fluttering a little. All that

can happen in a thousand days. Nature’s been pushing and contriving

in other ways, too: a number of young people fell in love and got

married. Yes, the mountain got bit away a few fractions of an inch;

millions of gallons of water went by the mill; and here and there a new

home was set up under a roof.

Almost everybody in the world gets married - you know what I mean?

In our town there aren’t hardly any exceptions. Most everybody in the

world climbs into their graves married.



AUDREY: Oh, where has all my past life gone to? – the time when I was

young and gay and clever, when I used to have fine dreams and great

thoughts, and the present and the future were bright with hope? Why do we

become so dull and commonplace and uninteresting almost before we’ve

begun to live? Why do we get lazy, indifferent, useless, unhappy?… This town’s

been in existence for two hundred years; a hundred thousand people live in it,

but there’s not one who’s any different from all the others! There’s never been

a scholar or an artist or a saint in this place, never a single man sufficiently

outstanding to make you feel passionately that you wanted to emulate him.

People here do nothing but eat, drink and sleep… Then they die and some

more take their places, and they eat, drink and sleep, too, – and just to

introduce a bit of variety into their lives, so as to avoid getting completely

stupid with boredom, they indulge in their disgusting gossip and vodka and

gambling and law-suits. The wives deceive their husbands, and the husbands

lie to their wives, and pretend they don’t see anything and don’t hear anything

… and all this overwhelming vulgarity and pettiness crushes the children and

puts out any spark they might have in them, so that they, too, become

miserable half-dead creatures, just like one another and just like their parents!


