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Sample Monologues for The Tempest Auditions 
Pick one!  

 

 

Prospero 
In this last tempest. I perceive these lords 

At this encounter do so much admire 

That they devour their reason and scarce think 

Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 

Are natural breath: but, howsoe'er you have 

Been justled from your senses, know for certain 

That I am Prospero and that very duke 

Which was thrust forth of Milan, who most strangely 

Upon this shore, where you were wreck'd, was landed, 

To be the lord on't. No more yet of this; 

For 'tis a chronicle of day by day, 

Not a relation for a breakfast nor 

Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir; 

This cell's my court: here have I few attendants 

And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 

I will requite you with as good a thing; 

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 

As much as me my dukedom. 

 

 

 

 

Caliban 
All the infections that the sun sucks up 

From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and make him 

By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me 

And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch, 

Fright me with urchin—shows, pitch me i' the mire, 

Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 

Out of my way, unless he bid 'em; but 

For every trifle are they set upon me; 

Sometime like apes that mow and chatter at me 

And after bite me, then like hedgehogs which 

Lie tumbling in my barefoot way and mount 

Their pricks at my footfall; sometime am I 

All wound with adders who with cloven tongues 

Do hiss me into madness. 
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Ferdinand 
There be some sports are painful, and their labour 

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 

Are nobly undergone and most poor matters 

Point to rich ends. This my mean task 

Would be as heavy to me as odious, but 

The mistress which I serve quickens what's dead 

And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is 

Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed, 

And he's composed of harshness. I must remove 

Some thousands of these logs and pile them up, 

Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress 

Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness 

Had never like executor. I forget: 

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours, 

Most busy lest, when I do it. 

 

 

 

Ariel 
I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking; 

So fun of valour that they smote the air 

For breathing in their faces; beat the ground 

For kissing of their feet; yet always bending 

Towards their project. Then I beat my tabour; 

At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears, 

Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses 

As they smelt music: so I charm'd their ears 

That calf-like they my lowing follow'd through 

Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss and thorns, 

Which entered their frail shins: at last I left them 

I' the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell, 

There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 

O'erstunk their feet. 

 

 

 

Miranda 
If by your art, my dearest father, you have 

Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. 

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek, 

Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered 

With those that I saw suffer: a brave vessel, 

Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her, 

Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 

Against my very heart. Poor souls, they perish'd. 

Had I been any god of power, I would 

Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere 

It should the good ship so have swallow'd and 

The fraughting souls within her. 
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Trinculo 
Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any weather at all, and another storm brewing; I hear it 

sing i' the wind: yond same black cloud, yond huge one, looks like a foul bombard that would shed 

his liquor. If it should thunder as it did before, I know not where to hide my head: yond same cloud 

cannot choose but fall by pailfuls. What have we here? a man or a fish? dead or alive? A fish: he 

smells like a fish; a very ancient and fish-like smell; a kind of not of the newest Poor-John. A 

strange fish! Were I in England now, as once I was, and had but this fish painted, not a holiday 

fool there but would give a piece of silver: there would this monster make a man; any strange beast 

there makes a man: when they will not give a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lazy out ten 

to see a dead Indian. Legged like a man and his fins like arms! Warm o' my troth! I do now let 

loose my opinion; hold it no longer: this is no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered by a 

thunderbolt. [Thunder] Alas, the storm is come again! my best way is to creep under his gaberdine; 

there is no other shelter hereabouts: misery acquaints a man with strange bed-fellows. I will here 

shroud till the dregs of the storm be past. 

 


