Monologue Examples
THE GLASS MENAGERIE
by Tennessee Williams

TOM:    Listen! You think I’m crazy about the warehouse?  You think I’m in love with Continental Shoemakers?  You think I want to spend fifty-five years down there in that - celotex interior!  With fluorescent tubes?  Look!  I’d rather somebody pick up a crowbar and battered out my brains - than go back mornings!  I go!  Every time you come in here yelling that “Rise and Shine!”  “Rise and Shine!”  I say to myself, “How lucky dead people are!”  

But I get up.  I go!  For sixty five dollars a month I give up all that I dream of doing and being -  ever!  

And you say self – self’s  all I ever think of!  Why, listen, if self is what I thought of, Mother, I’d be where father is – gone!  As far as the system of transportation reaches!(He starts past his mother, she reaches for his arm)
Don’t grab at me, Mother!  I’m going to the movies!

No wait, I’m going to opium dens! Yes, opium dens  - dens of vice and criminal hangouts, Mother.  I’ve joined the Hogan gang.  I’m a hired assassin, I carry a tommy gun in a violin case!  I run a string of cat houses in the Valley!  They call me Killer, Killer Wingfield.  I lead a double life, a simple honest warehouse worker by day and by night a dynamic czar of the underworld, mother!  I go to gambling casinos, spin away fortunes on the roulette table!  I wear a patch over one eye and a false moustache, sometimes put on green whiskers.  On those occasions people call me – El Diablo!  

Oh, I could tell you things to make you sleepless!  My enemies plan to dynamite this place.  They’re going to blow us all sky-high some night!  I’ll  be glad, very happy, and so will you!  You’ll go up, up on a broomstick, over Blue Mountain with seventeen gentlemen callers, you ugly, babbling, old witch!
A RAISIN IN THE SUN
by Lorraine Hansberry 

BENEATHA: Me?...Me?...Me I'm nothing...Me. When I was very small...we used to take our sleds out in the wintertime and the only hills we had were the ice-covered stone steps of some houses down the street. And we used to fill them in with snow and make them smooth and slide down them all day...and it was very dangerous you know...far too steep...and sure enough one day a kid named Rufus came down too fast and hit and sidewalk...and we saw his face just split open right there in front of us...And I remember standing there looking at his bloody open face thinking that was the end of Rufus. But the ambulance came and they took him to the hospital and they fixed the broken bones and they sewed it all up...and the next time I saw Rufus he just had a little line down the middle of his face...I never got over that.... That that was what one person could do for another, fix him up- sew up the problem, make him all right again. That was the most marvelous thing in the world...I wanted to do that. I always thought it was the one concrete thing in the world that a human being could do. Fix up the sick, you know- and make them whole again. This was truly being God.... I wanted to cure. It used to be so important to me. I wanted to cure. It used to matter. I used to care. I mean about people and how their bodies hurt.... It doesn't seem close enough, deep enough to the truth.
