
NOTES FROM DIRECTOR NOLAN CARTER

First a disclaimer. “Performing” monologues, though a standard in the industry of theater,
is really a bad way to familiarize a director/casting director with the acting chops and
directability of an actor. Scenework is far superior. With Shakespeare, though, it at least
gives me an opportunity to hear what you do with the text, and the extent to which the
text “lives” in your voice.

Some instructions:
1. Read the play

a. It helps to know the context of the monologue in the story.
2. Lookup any words you don’t know or don’t know the full connotation of.

a. Self-explanatory.
3. Paraphrase the monologue.

a. Whenever I do a Shakespeare role I go through and write multiple drafts of
each line/monologue/soliloquy.

b. A paraphrase is your attempt to put the meaning/spirit of the monologue
simply into your own words. I say “attempt” because really you won’t be
able to fully encapsulate the meaning of the text otherwise Shakespeare
would have written it differently!

c. Paraphrasing is really hard and really annoying, so it’s totally fine not to do
this step well... there’s not going to be a test or anything but I might ask you
to “think” your paraphrase while you say Shakespeare’s text.

4. Say the monologue ten times a day and breathe at the end of the verse line
a. The verse line is merely the end of the line.
b. A quick breath is fine, but don’t breathe anywhere else except the end of

the line and always breathe at the end of the line.
5. Up to here is good for the audition but if you want to take it further:

a. Word by Word
i. While you read, think of how each word leads to each next word.

b. Line by line
i. Think of how each line leads to each next line.

c. Argument by argument
i. Think of how each argument leads to each next argument.

ii. When this step is completed, one is ready to start rehearsal.



ANGELO MONOLOGUE

Who will believe thee, Isabel?
My unsoil'd name, the austereness of my life,
My vouch against you, and my place i' the state,
Will so your accusation overweigh,
That you shall stifle in your own report
And smell of calumny. I have begun,
And now I give my sensual race the rein:
Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite;
Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes,
That banish what they sue for; redeem thy brother
By yielding up thy body to my will;
Or else he must not only die the death,
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out
To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow,
Or, by the affection that now guides me most,
I'll prove a tyrant to him. As for you,
Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your true.



ISABELLA MONOLOGUE

O faithless coward! O dishonest wretch!
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice?
Is't not a kind of incest, to take life
From thine own sister's shame? What should I think?
Heaven shield my mother play'd my father fair!
For such a warped slip of wilderness
Ne'er issued from his blood. Take my defiance!
Die, perish! Might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed:
I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,
No word to save thee.


