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Mercury Fur, Philip Ridley 
 
Mercury Fur is set in a post-apocalyptic version of London's East End, where gang violence and drugs 
- in the form of hallucinogenic butterflies - terrorize the community. The protagonists are a gang of 
youths surviving by their wits. Their main source of income is holding parties for wealthy clients in 
which their wildest, most amoral fantasies are brought to life.The play, centres on a party which 
revolves around the sadistic murder of a child, enacted according to the whims of a guest.  
 
Eliot: The main facilitator in preparing the parties as well as the chief dealer in butterflies that he 
sells in an ice cream van. Eliot has only ever taken one and so has retained all memories from before 
the butterflies arrived.  
 
Eliot:  
… I remember that night in the hospital. 
 
My knee had got infected. They'd put me on this antibiotic drip thing … Do you want me to stop? 
 
I saw one of the nurses go over to a window and look out. Then another one. They were whispering. 
They were worried about something. Then I heard it. Like a train getting closer and closer. A train full 
of broken glass and bits of metal. The nurses rushed to the phones. I heard a helicopter. A security 
guard rushed into the ward. He had blood on his face. The noise outside got louder and louder. 
 
And then – bright orange! The windows light up! A car's on fire! The street's full of people. They're 
all holding weapons. Sticks, metal bars, guns, knives. My knee is throbbing like fuck but I know I've 
got to run. The noise gets louder. The crowd is in the hospital. I'm struggling into me jeans and 
trainers. Hurts like fuck pulling the jeans over me knee. Doors smashing open and glass breaking on 
the floor below. People screaming. Rush to the fire escape. I remember looking at this old dear in 
bed. She's had a stroke. Paralysed. Nothing on her could move and yet – fuck me, her eyes. I can't 
move. 
 
Run down the metal stairs. They clang all round. I'm on the main road. There's a tube station 
opposite. Whitechapel. It's on fire. And there! People have raided an electrical shop. They're 
carrying tellies. All of them clutching tellies as they run past me. I run as fast as I can. I wanna get 
home but everything keeps stopping me. Dunno where I'm going. Feet crunch on broken glass. Smell 
of petrol and … blood. Lots of blood. My mind is all fuzzy with the drugs. Can't think properly. What's 
happening? Must be a dream. There's a line of police making their way towards me. Right across the 
road. They're holding shields. Fire is reflected in their shields. It's like a tide of sunset coming straight 
at me. Bullets whiz past me. They glow like gold. 
 
I'm heading for Brick Lane. What's that? A horse. No. It's a zebra. How's that get here. Kids are 
chasing it. Corner it. Stab it with knives. Broken bottles. Someone throws petrol. Someone strikes a 
match. The zebra bursts into flame. It runs down Brick Lane. Sparks everywhere. I run the other way. 
My leg hurts so much. It's bleeding. I see a street. Run down it. Another street. Run. An alley. I can 
barely stand now. I'm stumbling. Everything's a blur and spinning. I feel sick. I fall over something. It 
scratches me. Twigs. Leaves. I've fallen into a garden. I can smell flowers. 
 
I see someone looking at me from a window. 
 
Help me. 
 
Help me. 



A Midsummer Nights Dream, Shakespeare 
 
Play portrays the events surrounding the marriage of Theseus, the Duke of Athens, to Hippolyta. 
These include the adventures of four young Athenian lovers and a group of six amateur actors (the 
mechanicals) who are controlled and manipulated by the fairies who inhabit the forest in which most 
of the play is set.  
 
Helena: is in love with Demetrius, but Demetrius is only interested in Hermia. Helena decides to try 
and get Demetrius’ attention by telling him that Hermia has run away to the wood.  
 
Helena: 

Oh why should she be more belov'd than I? 

My Beauty is as much extol'd as hers: 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He will not see that which all others do. 

Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind, 

Therefore the God of Love is painted blind. 

Love never had of Judgment any Taste; 

Wings, and no Eyes, must figure thoughtless Haste. 

For the same reason Love is call'd a Child, 

Because so often in his choice beguil'd. 

As Boys ev'n at their Sports themselves forswear; 

So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 

Before Demetrius saw fair Hermia's Eyes, 

He swore his Heart was made my Beauty's Prize. 

But when from Hermia new heat he felt, 

His frozen Oaths did in an Instant melt. 

I'll to Demetrius, tell him of their flight, 

The place they meet at by the Moon's pale light: 

Then to the Wood he will pursue the Maid; 

And if he thanks me, I am overpaid. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Breaking Heart, D. M. Larsdon 

 
Nell: 
You want to break up... sure... no problem... yeah, I wanted to break up too.  I've been thinking 
about it from the day we met.  This is a person I will need to break up with.  But hey... you beat me 
to it.  No hard feelings.   
 
(shrugs and turns away)   
Be friends?  
 
(turns with a huge smile)   
Sure!  I'd love to be friends.  That's the natural evolution of most relationships.  Have a fling and then 
boom... friends.  I'm sure some of the best friendships started that way.  
 
(overly enthusiastic)  
I look forward to hanging out with you, buddy.  Let's meet up and go to a football game or Hooters 
some time and hang out.  
 
(yells)  
That would be GREAT! 
    
(quiet/angry/eyes closed)  
What?  Upset?   No, I'm not upset.  Why would I be... upset... 
 
(starts to cry)   
No, I'm not crying.  I said, I'm not crying! 
   
(bursts in to tears)   
I don't want your pity.  I don't want a shoulder to cry on.  I want... to be left... 
 
(yells)  
...ALONE!  Don't you get it.  I want to be alone!  
 
(pauses... sadly reflects)  
I've always wanted to be alone.  I never wanted to get close to anyone.  I never wanted us to get 
close.  And I guess I was closer to you than you were to me. 
   
(turns angry)   
Don't lie to me.  I know you don't mean it.  I don't want to hear any more lies!  I don't want you to 
make something up so you can get out of this.  I want it all laid out on the table. 
   
(yells)  
I want to know the truth! 
 
(long pause... cries... then manages to say)   
I want to know why you are breaking my heart. 
  



Henry VI Part III I.iv, Shakespeare 
 
Henry VI Part III deals primarily with the horrors of the conflict of The War of the Roses, with the once 
stable nation thrown into chaos and barbarism as families break down and moral codes are 
subverted in the pursuit of revenge and power. 
 
Margaret: Henry's wife. Alarmed that her husband is such a weak man, Margaret begins taking over 
for him. Margaret is cursed repeatedly by her enemies for being an unnatural woman, in having 
taken on such a masculine role to lead Henry's armies. Yet she is the strongest inspirational force 
among all Henry's supporters. 
 
Margaret of Anjou: 
Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come, make him stand upon this molehill here,  
That raught at mountains with outstretched arms,  
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.  
What! was it you that would be England's king?  
Was't you that revell'd in our parliament,  
And made a preachment of your high descent?  
Where are your mess of sons to back you now?  
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George?  
And where's that valiant crook-back prodigy,  
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice  
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies?  
Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland?  
Look, York: I stain'd this napkin with the blood  
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point,  
Made issue from the bosom of the boy;  
And if thine eyes can water for his death,  
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal.  
Alas poor York! but that I hate thee deadly,  
I should lament thy miserable state.  
I prithee, grieve, to make me merry, York.  
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails  
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death?  
Why art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be mad;  
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus.  
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 
Thou wouldst be fee'd, I see, to make me sport:  
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown.  
A crown for York! and, lords, bow low to him:  
Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on.  
[Putting a paper crown on his head]  
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king!  
Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair,  
And this is he was his adopted heir.  
But how is it that great Plantagenet  
Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath?  
As I bethink me, you should not be king  
Till our King Henry had shook hands with death.  
And will you pale your head in Henry's glory,  



And rob his temples of the diadem,  
Now in his life, against your holy oath?  
O, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable!  
Off with the crown, and with the crown his head;  
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Tender Napalm, Philip Ridley 
 
Set in ambiguous location, the play shows the interplay between a Man and Woman. Through their 
dialogue they speak with poetic intensity and describe being involved in highly imaginative and 
improbable situations, such as leading armies of monkeys, fighting a sea serpent and being abducted 
by aliens.  
 
Man: What becomes steadily clear through the course of the play is that these stories have been 
their way of dealing with a traumatic loss, the death of a child in a bombing. The Man’s stories 
become an extension of a desire for revenge against his daughter’s killers.  
 
Man: 
I stand on top of the whale-shaped rock and I cry, 'Fuck off this instant or, by the hairs on my chinny-
chin-chin, I will chop your fucking head off!' The Serpent goes to bite me! I jump off the rock. 
CHOMP! Its massive jaws shut. It looks at me out of the corner of its blood-red eye. I swing my 
mighty sword and – SLASH! – I slit the eye open. Green jelly erupts from the eye and splashes all 
over me. The Serpent roars out in pain and throws its head back. RAAAHHH! I jump from television 
to tumble-drier to cocktail cabinet and then – in one acrobatic and daredevil leap – I'm up on the 
back of the monstrous creature. Its skin is scaly and smooth and it's difficult to get a grip. It's like 
climbing a mountain covered in ice. A mountain that wants to shake you off. I stick my sword in the 
serpent's scaly smoothness again and again. Blood leaks from the wounds and crawls down the 
green body like14crimson snakes. The Serpent is bucking like a bronco now. Its tail lashing this way 
and that – WHOOSHH! It's trying to swot me away as if I'm a pesky fly. WHOOSHH! But I am no fly. I 
am a fearless warrior King and this is my island and I'll destroy anyone or anything that threatens my 
shores. 'DIE, SERPENT, DIE!' I strike at the neck of the beast. Green skin opens to reveal pink 
beneath. SLASH! Pink! SLASH! Pink! The Serpent is roaring and bucking louder and harder than ever. 
I start climbing up its neck. I feel its blood pulse and pump beneath me. I'm standing on top of the 
Serpent's head now. I lean over to blind its other eye when – A flick of its head and – WHEEE! I'm up 
in the air. I'm spinning. Spinning and falling. I see the huge mouth open below me like a dark pit and 
the next thing I know – CHOMP! I'm in the mouth. Its tongue is like wet shag-pile carpet. It smells so 
bad I can barely breathe. And then its mouth fills with vile sewage-saliva and it's muscles squeeze in 
all round me like a vicious car wash and – GULP! The Serpent is swallowing me –NOOO! I'm sliding 
down the wet chute of its windpipe – it's like a slide into a swimming pool and – SPLASH! I'm in the 
massive drain of its gut. It's dark. But chinks of light are getting in through the wounds my sword had 
made. I can make out the remains of an old pirate ship and the rotary blades from a Black Hawk 
helicopter. Unless I act quick I'll be digested in gastric juices and the Serpent will pronounce itself 
ruler of my kingdom. I climb up the mast of the old pirate ship. I can see the shape of the Serpent's 
rib cage above me. I thrust up with my sword. It's like digging a hole in a sky made of meat. DIG! 
DIG! I can hear the Serpent roar with pain but there is nothing it can do to stop me. I hack a hole big 
enough to leap up and pull myself in. Like getting into an attic without a ladder. I get a good grip 
with my jack boots and – HACK! HACK! I'm cutting my way up through the body of the serpent now. I 
snatch breath in tiny pockets of air. SPLASH! Blood washes all round me. I'm like a miner in a mine of 
flesh and blood. And I'm mining in the direction of something I can hear. Something I can hear and 
feel. BA-BOOM! BA-BOOM! The beating heart15of the monster. HACK! HACK! BA-BOOM! BA-BOOM! 
HACK! SPLASH! BA-BOOM! HACK! And then I see it! The heart! Big as a car! It pumps and pumps. I 
hold my breath and swim through a pool of blood and – STAB! I puncture the heart with my sword. 
The heart quivers. The Serpent lets out a massive roar – so loud I fear my ear drums will burst. And 
then the heart – BA-BOOM … Ba … boom … ba … boo … ba … ba … Silence. The Serpent is dead. 
YESSS! I hack and hack through flesh and bone again until – Sunlight! – I emerge from the side of the 
slain Serpent. I gulp in the salty fresh air. Then – CHOP! – I cut off the Serpent's head and yell, 'SO 
PERISH ALL WHO DARE THREATEN ME AND MY FUCKING KINGDOM!' 



As You Like It, Shakespeare 
 
As You Like It follows its heroine Rosalind as she flees persecution in her uncle's court, accompanied 
by her cousin Celia to find safety and, eventually, love, in the Forest of Arden.  
 
Phoebe: a character we meet in the Forest of Arden. She is supposed to be marrying Silvius but falls 
in love with Ganymede (Rosalind in disguise as a man).  
  
Phoebe: 
Think not I love him, though I ask for him. 
'Tis but a peevish boy—yet he talks well— 
But what care I for words? Yet words do well 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth—not very pretty— 
But sure he’s proud—and yet his pride becomes him. 
He’ll make a proper man. The best thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offense, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall—yet for his years he’s tall. 
His leg is but so-so—and yet ’tis well. 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mixed in his cheek: ’twas just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him; but for my part 
I love him not nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him. 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He said mine eyes were black and my hair black 
And, now I am remembered, scorned at me. 
I marvel why I answered not again. 
But that’s all one: omittance is no quittance. 
I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it. Wilt thou, Silvius? 
  



 
Twelfth Night, Shakespeare 
 
The play centres on the twins Viola and Sebastian, who are separated in a shipwreck. Viola (who is 
disguised as a boy) falls in love with Duke Orsino, who in turn is in love with the Countess Olivia. 
Upon meeting Viola, Countess Olivia falls in love with her thinking she is a man. 
 
Viola: 
I left no ring with her. What means this lady? 
Fortune forbid my outside have not charmed her! 
She made good view of me, indeed so much 
That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure! The cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord’s ring? Why, he sent her none. 
I am the man. If it be so, as ’tis, 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see thou art a wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it for the proper false 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we, 
For such as we are made of, such we be. 
How will this fadge? My master loves her dearly, 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him, 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As I am man, 
My state is desperate for my master’s love. 
As I am woman, now, alas the day, 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe! 
O time, thou must untangle this, not I. 
It is too hard a knot for me to untie! 

  



As You Like It, Shakespeare 
 
As You Like It follows its heroine Rosalind as she flees persecution in her uncle's court, accompanied 
by her cousin Celia to find safety and, eventually, love, in the Forest of Arden.  
 
Rosalind: this monologue is Rosalind disguised as Ganymede, teaching her lover Orlando the way to 
'love'. She is testing but also trying to teach him.  
 
Rosalind: 
Love is merely a madness, and, I tell you, deserves 
as well a dark house and a whip as madmen do: and 
the reason why they are not so punished and cured 
is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that the whippers 
are in love too. Yet I profess curing it by counsel. 
Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to imagine me 
his love, his mistress; and I set him every day to 
woo me: at which time would I, being but a moonish 
youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing 
and liking, proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, 
inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles, for every 
passion something and for no passion truly any 
thing, as boys and women are for the most part 
cattle of this colour; would now like him, now loathe 
him; then entertain him, then forswear him; now weep 
for him, then spit at him; that I drave my suitor 
from his mad humour of love to a living humour of 
madness; which was, to forswear the full stream of 
the world, and to live in a nook merely monastic. 
And thus I cured him; and this way will I take upon 
me to wash your liver as clean as a sound sheep's 
heart, that there shall not be one spot of love in't. 
I would cure you, if you would but call me Rosalind 
and come every day to my cote and woo me. 

  



Angels in America, Tony Kushner 
 
Angels in America focuses on the stories of two troubled couples, one gay, one straight: "word 
processor" Louis Ironson and his lover Prior Walter, and Mormon lawyer Joe Pitt and his wife Harper. 
Their paths quickly intertwine. 
 
Harper: Joe's wife, a Valium-addicted agoraphobe trapped in a failing marriage who hallucinates and 
invents imaginary characters to escape her troubles. The perpetually fearful Harper obsesses about 
knife-wielding men and the ozone layer as a subconscious stand-in for her own difficulties. But 
through an inexplicable dream encounter with Prior, she learns that her husband is gay and begins to 
take control of her own destiny. Of all the major characters, Harper ends the play the farthest from 
where she began: as an independent, confident woman newly in love with life and setting off to build 
her own life in San Francisco. 
 
Harper: 
Night flight to San Francisco. Chase the moon across America. God! It’s been years since I was on a 
plane. When we hit 35,000 feet we’ll have reached the tropopause, the great belt of calm air. As 
close as I’ll ever get to the ozone. I dreamed we were there. The plane leapt the tropopause, the 
safe air and attained the outer rim, the ozone which was ragged and torn, patches of it threadbare 
as old cheesecloth, and that was frightening. But I saw something only I could see because of my 
astonishing ability to see such things. Souls were rising, from the earth far below, souls of the dead 
of people who’d perished from famine, from war, from the plague, and they floated up like skydivers 
in reverse, limbs all akimbo, wheeling and spinning. And the souls of these departed joined hands, 
clasped ankles and formed a web, a great net of souls. And the souls were three-atom oxygen 
molecules of the stuff of ozone, and the outer rim absorbed them, and was repaired. Nothing’s lost 
forever. In this world, there is a kind of painful progress. Longing for what we’ve left behind, and 
dreaming ahead. At least I think that’s so. 

  



Edward II, Christopher Marlowe 
 
The play telescopes most of Edward II's reign into a single narrative, beginning with the recall of his 
favourite, Piers Gaveston, from exile, and ending with his son, Edward III, executing Mortimer Junior 
for the king's murder. 
 
Edward II: headstrong, dissolute king of England. In his attempts to please his sycophantic favorites, 
Gaveston and Spencer, he neglects his responsibilities to the state, alienates Queen Isabella, and 
provokes rebellion among his nobles, who deprive him of his crown and eventually of his life. He 
responds to his dethronement with histrionic protests.  
 
King Edward 
Leicester, if gentle words might comfort me, 
Thy speeches long ago had eas'd my sorrows, 
For kind and loving hast thou always been. 
The griefs of private men are soon allay'd; 
But not of kings. The forest deer, being struck, 
Runs to an herb that closeth up the wounds; 
But when the imperial lion's flesh is gor'd, 
He rends and tears it with his wrathful paw, 
[And], highly scorning that the lowly earth 
Should drink his blood, mounts up to the air: 
And so it fares with me, whose dauntless mind 
Th' ambitious Mortimer would seek to curb, 
And that unnatural queen, false Isabel, 
That thus hath pent and mew'd me in a prison 
For such outrageous passions cloy my soul, 
As with the wings of rancour and disdain 
Full often am I soaring up to heaven, 
To plain me to the gods against them both. 
But when I call to mind I am a king, 
Methinks I sould revenge me of my wrongs, 
That Mortimer and Isabel have done. 
But what are kings, when regiment is gone, 
But perfect shadows in a sunshine day? 
My nobles rule; I bear the name of king; 
I wear the crown; but am controll'd by them, 
By Mortimer, and my unconstant queen, 
Who spots my nuptial bed with infamy; 
Whilst I am lodg'd within this cave of care, 
Where sorrow at my elbow still attends, 
To company my heart with sad laments, 
That bleeds within me for this strange exchange. 
But tell me, must I now resign my crown, 
To make usurping Mortimer a king? 
 
  



Julius Caesar, William Shakespeare 
 
Caesar is betrayed at the Senate. The people become enraged, calling Brutus and Cassius traitors. 
Caesar's successor Octavious arrives and declares war on the traitors. Octavious is victorious. 
 
Brutus: At night alone in his orchard, Brutus considers the reasons for assassinating his friend Caesar, 
eventually reasoning that his ambition could risk the liberty of Rome. 
 
Brutus: 
It must be by his death: and for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd: 
How that might change his nature, there's the question. 
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him?--that;-- 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power: and, to speak truth of Caesar, 
I have not known when his affections sway'd 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof, 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face; 
But when he once attains the upmost round. 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend. So Caesar may. 
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is, 
Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to these and these extremities: 
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mischievous, 
And kill him in the shell. 

  



Coriolanus, William Shakespeare 
  
Having been forced by the mob into exile from Rome, the proud, angry, and stubborn general 
Coriolanus can no longer bear the crowd’s taunting and bursts into a furious rage. 
 
Coriolanus: 
You common cry of curs! whose breath I hate 
As reek o' the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you; 
And here remain with your uncertainty! 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into despair! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders; till at length 
Your ignorance, which finds not till it feels, 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 
Still your own foes, deliver you as most 
Abated captives to some nation 
That won you without blows! Despising, 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back: 
There is a world elsewhere. 
 
[N.B Short, sweet and angry, but don’t treat this as an exercise in shouting: you need to capture the 
anger of Coriolanus while not ignoring his vulnerability, his shock, his gradual realisation that he will 
have to leave his homeland] 

  



Hamlet, William Shakespeare 
 
Claudius murders Hamlet's father and becomes king. He marries Gertrude. Hamlet's father appears 
as a ghost and tells Hamlet that he was murdered by Claudius. Hamlet kills Polonius because he 
thinks he is Claudius. Laertes decides to kill Hamlet in revenge. He challenges Hamlet to a sword 
fight, and puts poison on his own sword. Claudius makes some poisoned wine for Hamlet to drink in 
case that does not work. In the meantime Gertrude drinks the poisoned wine without knowing, and 
dies. Laertes pierces Hamlet with a poisoned blade, but then Hamlet stabs Laertes with the same 
sword. Laertes dies. Hamlet kills Claudius. Hamlet tells everyone that the Norwegian prince, 
Fortinbras, should be king, and then dies. 
 
Hamlet: famously, Hamlet contemplates the nature of death.  
 
Hamlet: 
To be or not to be - that is the question: 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles 
And by opposing end them. To die, to sleep-- 
No more--and by a sleep to say we end 
The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to. 'Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep-- 
To sleep--perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub, 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause. There's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life. 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
Th' oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely 
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 
But that the dread of something after death, 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all, 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprise of great pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry 
And lose the name of action. -- Soft you now, 
The fair Ophelia! -- Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remembered 
  



A Streetcar Named Desire, Tennessee Williams 
 
Southern Belle Blanche Dubois is both fixated with, and haunted by, her past. She seeks refuge in 
New Orleans in the shabby home of her sister Stella. Stanley Kowalski, married to Stella, is both virile 
and aggressive - it becomes clear that Blanche will overstay her welcome. Stella and Stanley’s 
relationship is one of social unequals, but they are drawn together by a powerful sexual connection 
that is both dangerous and appealing to Blanche. Stella is stuck between loyalty to her husband and 
to her sister and Blanche finds it increasingly difficult to keep her past in the past. The line between 
fantasy and reality becomes increasingly blurred. 
 
Blanche: Recounts the death of her late husband. 
 
Blanche: 
He was a boy, just a boy, when I was a very young girl. When I was sixteen, I made the discovery -- 
love. All at once and much, much too completely. It was like you suddenly turned a blinding light on 
something that had always been half in shadow, that's how it struck the world for me. But I was 
unlucky. Deluded. There was something different about the boy, a nervousness, a softness and 
tenderness which wasn't like a man's, although he wasn't the least bit effeminate looking -- still -- 
that thing was there ... He came to me for help. I didn't know that. I didn't find out anything till after 
our marriage when we'd run away and come back and all I knew was I'd failed him in some 
mysterious way and wasn't able to give the help he needed but couldn't speak of! He was in the 
quicksands and clutching at me -- but I wasn't holding him out, I was slipping in with him! I didn't 
know that. I didn't know anything except I loved him unendurably but without being able to help 
him or help myself. Then I found out. In the worst of all possible ways. By coming suddenly into a 
room that I thought was empty -- which wasn't empty, but had two people in it ... the boy I had 
married and an older man who had been his friend for years ...  
Afterward we pretended that nothing had been discovered. Yes, the three of us drove out to Moon 
Lake Casino, very drunk and laughing all the way.  
 
We danced the Varsouviana! Suddenly, in the middle of the dance the boy I had married broke away 
from me and ran out of the casino. A few moments later -- a shot!  
 
I ran out -- all did! -- all ran and gathered about the terrible thing at the edge of the lake! I couldn't 
get near for the crowding. Then somebody caught my arm. "Don't go any closer! Come back! You 
don't want to see!" See? See what! Then I heard voices say -- Allan! Allan! The Grey boy! He'd stuck 
the revolver into his mouth, and fired -- so that the back of his head had been -- blown away!  
 
It was because -- on the dance floor -- unable to stop myself -- I'd suddenly said -- "I saw! I know! 
You disgust me ..." And then the searchlight which had been turned on the world was turned off 
again and never for one moment since has there been any light that's stronger than this -- kitchen -- 
candle ... 
 
  



 
King Lear, William Shakespeare 
 
Depicts the gradual descent into madness of the title character, after he disposes of his kingdom 
giving bequests to two of his three daughters based on their flattery of him, bringing tragic 
consequences for all. 
 
Edgar: Gloucester’s older, legitimate son. Edgar plays many different roles, starting out as a gullible 
fool easily tricked by his brother, then assuming a disguise as a mad beggar to evade his father’s 
men, then carrying his impersonation further to aid Lear and Gloucester, and finally appearing as an 
armored champion to avenge his brother’s treason. Edgar’s propensity for disguises and 
impersonations makes it difficult to characterize him effectively. 
 
Edgar:  
I heard myself proclaimed, 
And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escaped the hunt. No port is free, no place 
That guard and most unusual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may ’scape, 
I will preserve myself, and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
That ever penury in contempt of man 
Brought near to beast. My face I’ll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, elf all my hair in knots, 
And with presented nakedness outface 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 
Strike in their numbed and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary, 
And with this horrible object from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, sheepcotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers, 
Enforce their charity. “Poor Turlygod!” “Poor Tom!”— 
That’s something yet. Edgar I nothing am. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are Dead, Tom Stoppard 
 
A play of dialogue that takes place 'in the wings' of Hamlet. Scenes from Hamlet appear on stage, to 
which Rosencrantz and Guildenstern can't remember why they recognise it.  
 
Rosencrantz: here invites his companion to consider the experience of death. 
 
Ros: 
Do you ever think of yourself as actually dead, lying in a box with a lid on it? Nor do I, really… It's silly 
to be depressed by it. I mean one thinks of it like being alive in a box, one keeps forgetting to take 
into account the fact that one is dead… which should make a difference… shouldn't it? I mean, you'd 
never know you were in a box, would you? It would be just like being asleep in a box. Not that I'd like 
to sleep in a box, mind you, not without any air – you'd wake up dead, for a start and then where 
would you be? Apart from inside a box. That's the bit I don't like, frankly. That's why I don't think of 
it… 
 
Guil stirs restlessly, pulling his cloak round him. 
 
Because you'd be helpless, wouldn't you? Stuffed in a box like that, I mean you'd be in there for 
ever. Even taking into account the fact that you're dead, really… ask yourself, if I asked you straight 
off – I'm going to stuff you in this box now, would you rather be alive or dead? Naturally, you'd 
prefer to be alive. Life in a box is better than no life at all. I expect. You'd have a chance at least. You 
could lie there thinking – well, at least I'm not dead! In a minute someone's going to bang on the lid 
and tell me63to come out. (Banging on the floor with his fists.) 'Hey you, whatsyername! Come out 
of there!' 
 
Pause. 
 
I wouldn't think about it, if I were you. You'd only get depressed. (Pause.) Eternity is a terrible 
thought. I mean, where's it going to end?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Flick, Annie Baker 
 
The Flick is set in a run down movie palace in Worcester, Massachusetts and follows three underpaid 
movie ushers, Avery, Sam and Rose (who also runs the film projector) who do the humdrum and 
tedious labor necessary for keeping it running, including toiling to clean spilled soda from the floors. 
The show is a comedy of the mundane delivered in bits of conversation that might be considered 
insignificant. 
 
Avery:  
No. I mean. Whatever. It was good for me.  
Pause 
I had some kind of stupid idea that we were friends. / And then -  Let me finish. And then it became 
like very clear that we... 
Look, everything that's...everything that's like ever happened to me has disappointed me. The world 
keeps.... 
So clearly I'm like...clearly I'm like putting too much faith in stuff. 
Pause  
I mean, I think the truth is that you can't trust anybody.  
No, I don't mean that in a bad way. Not like everyone is untrustworthy or something. Just like, don't 
expect anything. Don't expect things to turn out well in the end.  
 
Look, realizing that has helped me. 
It's actually made me feel okay for the first time in a while. I like let go of... 
Pause 
I'm not saying I want to be friends with you or anything. I don't.  
After a short pause 
And you know, we were never really friends in the first place. I let Rose show me how to use the 
projector. 
 
Every man for himself, you know? 
 
I think that's the way it goes. 
 
(Unable to help himself) And the truth is, one day I'll come back to visit Masschusetts and you'll be 
sitting here sweeping up popcorn. Working for some bigot from Nashua. And I'll be like...I'll be living 
in Paris or something. So...you know. 
 
Pause 
 
Thanks for thinking of me. And for saving the projector. And the film. 
 
Pause. AVERY bends down and picks up the last tin. 
 
Do you remember the end of the movie Manhattan? 
 
Woody Allen like realizes he's still in love with Mariel Hemingway and he like runs down the street 
and finds her in her doorway and she's just getting ready to go to London and she's brushing her hair 
and he's like stay here with me or whatever, and she's like, no, I'm leaving, and he's like, but what's 
gonna happen? and she's like: 'You gotta have a little faith in people' and the music swells up? 
 
This is like the opposite of that ending. 



 
W from Lungs by Duncan Macmillan 
 
And they say don’t they that if you really care about  
the planet, if you really care about the future of  
mankind then don’t have children… 
I mean, they actually say if you really care about the  
planet then kill yourself but I’m…  
 I mean, I’m not going to do that.  
  
So, because there’s, what, there’s seven billion people or  
so, there’s too many people and there’s not enough  
of everything so really the right thing to do, the  
ethical thing to do is to not contribute to that,  
particularly people like us… 
 
car driving, plastic bag using, aerosol spraying,  
avocado importing, Western… 
 
We are we are we are good people yes we are.  
Good.  
And anyway, so much about it is unknown.  
 
But what if this kid, this hypothetical what if she, or  
he, this imaginary little Edwin or Hannah … 
What if she or he was the person to work it all out  
and save everything, everyone, the world, polar bears,  
Bangladesh, everything, we don’t know so … 
 
Or we could plant a forest. We could work out the  
carbon footprint of the expanding nappies in the  
landfill and the Baby Gap hoodies flown in from the 
Congo or wherever and we could plant trees, entire  
forests, make something pure and and and  
oxygenating… 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Mules, Winsome Pinnock 
 
Winsome Pinnock wrote Mules for Clean Break, a theatre company based in North London 
which is dedicated to showcasing stories about imprisoned women. The play is one of 
Pinnock’s most powerful pieces, it tackles the subject of drug trafficking, exposing the many 
reasons why women enter this violent, dangerous and life-threatening illegal business. 
Teenager ALLIE has run away to London to escape sexual abuse from her mother’s boyfriend. 
She is mugged in central London and is kicked out of her bedsit when she struggles to pay 
the rent. In this speech Allie talks to Lou in the prison cell. 
 
Allie:  
 
Donna gives me this love letter for Alice, right, but she doesn’t tell me Letitia’s going with 
her. So Letitia thinks I’m after her precious Alice and jumps me on the way to PE. Fucking cat 
scratched me up to ribbons. Next day Letitia’s bought me two roll-ups and a packet of 
Wrigley’s because she’s found out the truth and she’s sorry. You got to laugh, ent you?  
 
A bird come in recreation today, bashed itself against the windows like a mad thing. Donna 
reckons there’s loads of ‘em trapped in the walls. You can hear ‘em.  
 
You’re selfish, do you know that? Do you think that you’re the only one who doesn’t get a 
visit? The only one who doesn’t get phone calls? At least you get letters. Home is a long way 
away for all of us.  
 
I know what you’re doing. You’re sucking all my energy up into your silence. You can’t do 
that. The rules are different here. Do you understand? There isn’t enough pity to go around.  
 
When I was ten I started getting sharp pains in my side and had to be taken to the doctors. 
Where does it hurt? Here, here or here? His fingers were cold where they touched – no, 
prodded – me. His pokes left little indentations all over my body because there was no life 
in my skin. His touch felt like love or as close to it as I could imagine. His touch stayed with 
me long after the pain had gone and I longed for it. If I concentrated hard enough I could 
make the pain appear by an effort of will. It became the mystery of our street. I was so 
obviously not faking it and yet no one could find the reason for the pain. It was the first time 
I’d got one over them. They wanted me to hurt because healing me gave them a reason to 
live, a reason to continue to believe in themselves. Sometimes when the doctor was 
examining me I felt our roles were reversed and that I was prodding his tummy, listening for 
his irregular heartbeat and when our gazes met – one cold stare meeting another – I could 
see that he was aware that I knew… 
 
Bette on E wing does healing. Perhaps you ought to see her. I heard she healed Mandy. Who 
tried to kill herself? She placed her hand over Mandy’s wrist where there was a deep gash 
and a light come out of her palm and everybody who was there swears they saw the light 
enter the wound which closed itself up. Now it’s as smooth as a newborn baby’s.  
 
 



B is for Black, Courttia Newland 
 
This play explores our preconceptions of others based on ethnicity, class and affiliations. 
Newland controversially chooses to place the focus of his play on lead character Ben, a black 
Oxford graduate, who lives in a white middle-class suburban area with his white wife. Ben is 
appointed as the first black senior manager of West Chamberlayne Arts. Unconnected with 
his own family members, Ben is now given the challenge of building relationships with the 
black working class community of the Greenside estate. But the question is, how far is he 
willing to go to prove his allegiance to his black community and thus identity? 
 
IMANI is a promoter of the Pan-African Movement and full-time administrative assistant at 
the West Chamberlayne Arts. She comments on Ben’s appointment as senior arts manager.  
 
Imani: 
 
Okay… The first thing I’d like to say is positive. I like you very much Ben Nelson. I know 
we’ve barely met in the general scheme of things, but I’m a great believer in spiritual energy 
and from the moment you walked thought the door I knew you were a special person Ben. 
No word of a lie. Even when I got upset and thought differently, you still proved how special 
you are, showed me I was right about you. And I like that. I like that you’ve proven me right 
and made me feel good about myself. That’s a very positive thing.  
 
What I’m upset about is a little more complicated. And you’re right, tokenism has a lot to do 
with it. In case you haven’t guessed, I come from the same place as those black, white, 
Jewish, Muslim, and whatever else you mentioned working-class people. We’re well used to 
tokens being placed in our community, being told they’re here for our benefit, to look after 
our concerns, all the rest. Because we’re so experienced in this field it becomes fairly easy 
to spot the makings of a token. The tell-tale signs so to speak... 
It’s quite simple really. There are three main things I’ve found very telling in all my years in 
the arts. 
 
Number one: the token always comes from a highly educated background. Oxford, 
Cambridge, some affiliate or another. That way, not only does the token have the highest 
education, they will also find it difficult to relate in a working class environment. Number 
two: they get the job because they have friends in high places and are recommended, rather 
than interviewed as such….Number three: the token always has a white partner (She pauses 
to let this sink in) Degrees of tokenism can be assessed by the race of the partner in 
question. White is very bad, Eastern Asian is less so, Western Asian even less. Mixed-race 
can be tricky yet passable. Black is good, though number two and one have to be called into 
assessment before a decision is made. And that, is basically that.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Two step, Rhashan Stone 
 
Mona:  
 
I hated that manager. What was her name? Miriam. All teeth and parma violets. I just kept 
my head down and did my work. Tried to keep the shop looking nice. I used to go through a 
can of furniture polish every day because it was the only thing that would mask that smell of 
death. Then here how this woman comes in dressed very nicely don’t you know. Fox or 
something around her neck biting his own backside. She walking like she have a boiled 
sweet stuck up her poom-poom. Ever so slowly she walking. And she going along the shelves 
like she Lady Muck. It might smell of death but at least I knew it was clean/ And I know how 
to clean good and not pay somebody else to do it. Not like in Islington. Anyhow, there I am 
at the cash register and she walks up to the desk with her books, ready to pay, She looks 
around like there’s been some kind of mistake. Then, in a voice that was so cut it could strip 
paint she says ‘Excuse me. Do you speak English?’… 
 
‘Yes, and I can read and write as well. Can I help you?’ She never bat an eyelid. She just carry 
on like somethin’. Well let me tell you, I’m somethin’ too, Lenny. I’m somebody too! And 
don’t you forget it!  
 
Pause. 
 
I shoulda lick her in her head. They might have fired me but it would have been worth it. I 
had nothing to lose, it’s not as if I was ever going to get promoted. I suppose you could say 
my face didn’t fit. Good enough to clean and serve, but not good enough for management. 
Not good enough to tell other people what to do. ‘Can you speak English?’ Yes. And I can 
skin a goat and cook a stew. I can mend a dress and I can dig a ditch. What can you do? I 
know what I know, and what I know is that they are not gonna publish a book by some two 
bit redskin drunk that nobody has ever heard of before. It’s a business.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fix Up, Kwame Kwei-Armah 
 
Fix Up explores the need for black literature in modern multicultural Britain, where there is a 
growing dual-heritage population. The play tells the story of Brother Biyi, a black man 
dedicated to empowering the black community with knowledge about their history and 
cultural heritage.  
ALICE, a dual-heritage woman, was placed in a care home in Somerset as a child. Starved of 
any black history or black relatives, she travels to Brother Kiyi’s Fix Up bookshop in 
Tottenham for answers. 
 
Alice:  
 
You see this? This is the only picture I have of me as a child. Cheeks are a bit bigger, but hey! 
They look a lot alike, don’t they? So I ask again, I wanna know who this is in the album? 
 
I need you to say, Alice, this is you. This is the child I gave away, this is the child I had and 
then couldn’t be bothered or arsed to look after so I dumped into some children’s home 
away from anyone that looked or sounded like her, away from all that is kin and natural and 
safe and you’re a fucking fraud, Peter Allan, whatever you call yourself now, fucking Brother 
Kiyi. You’re a fraud just like your fake fucking bookstore.  
 
Look. You’re more concerned about your stupid shop than you are about me, standing here 
before you, begging to be named, recognised.  
 
I came to find out why I look the way I do, why I cross my legs when I’m afraid. And what did 
I find? A sad old man who pretends to love but hates everything around him.  
 
What do you know about love? You leave your child to rot, to be raised by the very people 
you are educating your community against, and you talk about love? What did you build for 
me? 
 
I AM YOUR CHILD!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Pomona, Alistair McDowall 
 
Moe:  
 
What does it matter? 
What does it matter if I know her? 
Would it make it better if I didn’t? 
….. 
What does any of it matter? 
All of this. 
All of it. 
It’s just a cycle of shit. 
A drowning in oceans of piss. 
I should be in jail. Or dead. Even better. 
Why aren’t I? 
Why didn’t anyone make that happen? 
What kind of fucking world is this where I’m still allowed to walk around? 
Why would I want to live in a world that would let me walk on it? 
Why would anyone want to live somewhere like that? 
… 
But I believe in you. You're a good- You're a good person. 
You’re trying to be a good person. 
…. 
And that’s enough. 
It’s enough just to try. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Other monologue suggestions: 
 
Great texts for monologues, which can be found online through SOLO: 
 

• Escaped alone by Caryl Churchill  
• All My Sons by Arthur Miller  
• Lela & Co. by Cordelia Lynn 
• Bad Roads by Natal'ya Vorozhbit, translated by Sasha Dugdale 
• Shopping and Fucking by Mark Ravenhill  
• Scorch by Stacey Gregg 
• Uncle Vanya by Anton Chekhov, translated by Michael Frayn 
• The Writer by Ella Hickson 
• it felt empty when the heart went at first but it is alright now by Lucy Kirkwood 
• small hours by Lucy Kirkwood, Ed Himes, and Katie Mitchell 
• Dance Nation by Clare Baron 
• dirty butterfly by debbie tucker green 
• Victory Condition by Chris Thorpe 
• Killology by Gary Owen  

 
If you haven’t found something for you, look through https://www.dramaonlinelibrary.com 
(filtering the genre to monologue plays) and you can read through any play with an Oxford 
SSO. If you’re looking for something really specific or any further guidance, please don’t hold 
back from getting in touch – president@ouds.org 
 
 
 


