Female Monologues for Teen Traveling Acting Group (TAG) Auditions
Children’s Theatre of Annapolis

Romeo and Juliet

GENRE: Comedic

JULIET: The clock struck nine when I did send the Nurse.
In half an hour she promised to return.
Perchance she cannot meet him. That’s not so.
Oh, she is lame!
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill
Of this day’s journey, and from nine till twelve
Is three long hours, yet she is not come.
Had she affections and warm youthful blood,
She would be as swift in motion as a ball.
But old folks, many feign as they were dead,
Unwieldy, slow, heavy, and pale as lead.

A Midsummer Night’s Dream

GENRE: Dramatic

HELENA: Lo, she is one of this confederacy!
Now I perceive they have conjoined all three
To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.—
Injurious Hermia! Most ungrateful maid!
Have you conspired, have you with these contrived
To bait me with this foul derision?
Is all the counsel that we two have shared,
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent
When we have chid the hasty-footed time
For parting us—oh, is it all forgot?
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From the book "Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland" by Charles Lutwidge Dodgson
GENRE: Dramatic
ALICE: [Angrily] Why, how impolite of him. I asked him a civil question, and he
pretended not to hear me. That's not at all nice. [Calling after him] I say, Mr. White
Rabbit, where are you going? Hmmm. He won't answer me. And I do so want to
know what he is late for. I wonder if I might follow him. Why not? There's no rule
that I mayn't go where I please. I--I will follow him. Wait for me, Mr. White
Rabbit. I'm coming, too! [Falling] How curious. I never realized that rabbit holes
were so dark . . . and so long . . . and so empty. I believe I have been falling for
five minutes, and I still can't see the bottom! Hmph!. . . . . After such a fall as this, I
shall think nothing of tumbling downstairs. How brave they'll all think me at home.
Why, I wouldn't say anything about it even if I fell off the top of the house! I
wonder how many miles I've fallen by this time. I must be getting somewhere near
the center of the earth. I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny
that would be. Oh, I think I see the bottom. Yes, I'm sure I see the bottom. I shall
hit the bottom, hit it very hard, and oh, how it will hurt!

“A Woman of No Importance” by Oscar Wilde

GENRE: Dramatic

HESTER: We are trying to build up life, Lady Hunstanton, on a better, truer, purer
basis than life rests on here. This sounds strange to you all, no doubt. How could it
sound other than strange? You rich people in England, you don't know how you are
living. How could you know? You shut out from your society the gentle and the
good. You laugh at the simple and the pure. Living, as you all do, on others and by
them, you sneer at self-sacrifice, and if you throw bread to the poor, it is merely to
keep them quiet for a season. With all your pomp and wealth and art you don't
know how to live - you don't even know that. You love the beauty that you can see
and touch and handle, the beauty that you can destroy, and do destroy, but of the
unseen beauty of life, of the unseen beauty of a higher life, you know nothing. You
have lost life's secret. Oh, your English society seems to me shallow, selfish,
foolish. It has blinded its eyes, and stopped its ears. It lies like a leper in purple. It
sits like a dead thing smeared with gold. It is all wrong, all wrong.

