
 

 

Monologue Pieces 
 
Portia: from Act I, Scene2 
 
If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor 
men’s cottages princes’ palaces. It is a good divine 
that follows his own instructions. I can easier teach 
twenty what were good to be done than to be one of 
the twenty to follow mine own teaching.  
But this reasoning is not in the fashion to 
choose me a husband. O, me, the word “choose”! I 
may neither choose who I would nor refuse who I 
dislike. So is the will of a living daughter curbed by 
the will of a dead father. Is it not hard, Nerissa, that 
I cannot choose one, nor refuse none? 
 
Portia (as Balthazar) from Act IV, Scene 1 
 
The quality of mercy is not strained. 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blest: 
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes. 
’Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes 
The thronèd monarch better than his crown. 
His scepter shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 
But mercy is above this sceptered sway. 
It is enthronèd in the hearts of kings; 
It is an attribute to God Himself; 
 
 
Antonio: Act I, Scene 1 
 
(later in the same scene) 
 
Thou know’st that all my fortunes are at sea; 
Neither have I money nor commodity 
To raise a present sum. Therefore go forth: 
Try what my credit can in Venice do; 
That shall be racked even to the uttermost 
To furnish thee to Belmont to fair Portia. 
Go presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is, and I no question make 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. 
 
 
 



 

 

ANTONIO: Act 4, Scene 1 
PORTIA,   as Balthazar     
You, merchant, have you anything to say? 
ANTONIO  
But little. I am armed and well prepared.— 
Give me your hand, Bassanio. Fare you well. 
Grieve not that I am fall’n to this for you, 
For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom: it is still her use 
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty, from which ling’ring penance 
Of such misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honorable wife, 
Tell her the process of Antonio’s end, 
Say how I loved you, speak me fair in death, 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent but  that you shall lose your friend 
And he repents not that he pays your debt. 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
I’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 
 
Bassanio: Act I, scene 1 
 
’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate 
By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance. 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridged 
From such a noble rate. But my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 
Hath left me gaged. To you, Antonio, 
I owe the most in money and in love, 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburden all my plots and purposes 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 
 
In my school days, when I had lost one shaft, 
I shot his fellow of the selfsame flight 
The selfsame way with more advisèd watch 
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both 
I oft found both. I urge this childhood proof 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and, like a willful youth, 
That which I owe is lost. But if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 



 

 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 
 
Shylock: Act I, Scene 3 
 
Signior Antonio, many a time and oft 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my moneys and my usances. 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug 
(For suff’rance is the badge of all our tribe). 
You call me misbeliever, cutthroat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Well then, it now appears you need my help. 
Go to, then. You come to me and you say 
“Shylock, we would have moneys”—you say so, 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold. Moneys is your suit. 
What should I say to you? Should I not say 
“Hath a dog money? Is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats?” Or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 
With bated breath and whisp’ring humbleness, 
Say this: “Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last; 
You spurned me such a day; another time 
You called me ‘dog’; and for these courtesies 
I’ll lend you thus much moneys”? 
 
Shylock: Act III, Scene 1 (after Salarino asks what good will it do him to take Antonio's flesh)  
 
To bait fish withal; if it will feed nothing else, 
it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me and 
hindered me half a million, laughed at my losses, 
mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, thwarted 
my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies— 
and what’s his reason? I am a Jew. Hath not 
a Jew eyes? Hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, 
senses, affections, passions? Fed with the 
same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to 
the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer 
as a Christian is? If you prick us, do we not 
bleed? If you tickle us, do we not laugh? If you 
poison us, do we not die? And if you wrong us, shall 
we not revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we will 
resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, 
what is his humility? Revenge. If a Christian wrong 
a Jew, what should his sufferance be by Christian 
example? Why, revenge! The villainy you teach me I 
will execute, and it shall go hard but I will better the 
instruction. 



 

 

 
The Duke:  Act IV, Scene 1 
 
Make room, and let him stand before our face.— 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 
That thou but leadest this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act, and then, ’tis thought, 
Thou ’lt show thy mercy and remorse more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty; 
And where thou now exacts the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh, 
Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, 
But, touched with humane gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moi’ty of the principal, 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses 
That have of late so huddled on his back, 
Enow to press a royal merchant down 
And pluck commiseration of    his state    
From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of    flint,     
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars never trained 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 
 
Nerissa: Act I, Scene 2 
 
Your father was ever virtuous, and holy men 
at their death have good inspirations. Therefore the 
lottery that he hath devised in these three chests of 
gold, silver, and lead, whereof who chooses his 
meaning chooses you, will no doubt never be 
chosen by any rightly but one who you shall rightly 
love. But what warmth is there in your affection 
towards any of these princely suitors that are already 
come? 
 
NERISSA:  (Act V)  
What talk you of the posy or the value? 
You swore to me when I did give it  you 
That you would wear it till your hour of death, 
And that it should lie with you in your grave. 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You should have been respective and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge’s clerk! No, God’s my judge, 
The clerk will ne’er wear hair on ’s face that had it. 
 
Lancelet Gobbo: Act II, Scene2 
 
Certainly my conscience will serve me to 
run from this Jew my master. The fiend is at mine 
elbow and tempts me, saying to me “Gobbo, 
Lancelet Gobbo, good Lancelet,” or “good Gobbo,” 



 

 

or “good Lancelet Gobbo, use your legs, take 
the start, run away.” My conscience says “No. Take 
heed, honest Lancelet, take heed, honest Gobbo,” 
or, as aforesaid, “honest Lancelet Gobbo, do not 
run; scorn running with thy heels.” Well, the most 
courageous fiend bids me pack. “Fia!” says the 
fiend. “Away!” says the fiend. “For the heavens, 
rouse up a brave mind,” says the fiend, “and run!” 
Well, my conscience, hanging about the neck of my 
heart, says very wisely to me “My honest friend 
Lancelet, being an honest man’s son”—or rather, 
an honest woman’s son, for indeed my father did 
something smack, something grow to—he had a 
kind of taste—well, my conscience says “Lancelet, 
budge not.” “Budge,” says the fiend. “Budge not,” 
says my conscience. “Conscience,” say I, “you 
counsel well.” “Fiend,” say I, “you counsel well.” 
To be ruled by my conscience, I should stay with the 
Jew my master, who (God bless the mark) is a kind 
of devil; and to run away from the Jew, I should be 
ruled by the fiend, who (saving your reverence) is 
the devil himself. Certainly the Jew is the very devil 
incarnation, and, in my conscience, my conscience 
is but a kind of hard conscience to offer to counsel 
me to stay with the Jew. The fiend gives the more 
friendly counsel. I will run, fiend. My heels are at 
your commandment. I will run. 
 
 
The Prince of Morocco: Act II, Scene 1 
 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the caskets 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar 
That slew the Sophy and a Persian prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 
I would o’erstare the sternest eyes that look, 
Outbrave the heart most daring on the Earth, 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win   thee,   lady. But, alas the while! 
If Hercules and Lychas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand; 
So is Alcides beaten by his   page,   
And so may I, blind Fortune leading me, 
Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. 
 
ARRAGON  
And so have I addressed me. Fortune now 



 

 

To my heart’s hope! Gold, silver, and base lead. 
“Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” 
You shall look fairer ere I give or hazard. 
What says the golden chest? Ha, let me see: 
“Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 
What many men desire—that “many” may be meant 
By the fool multitude that choose by show, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach, 
I will not choose what many men desire, 
Because I will not jump with common spirits 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why, then, to thee, thou silver treasure house. 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear. 
“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.” 
And well said, too; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune and be honorable 
Without the stamp of merit?  
Well, but to my choice. 
“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.” 
I will assume desert. Give me a key for this, 

 
 
Jessica: (Act II, Scene 3) 
I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so. 
Our house is hell and thou, a merry devil, 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness. 
But fare thee well. There is a ducat for thee, 
And, Lancelet, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest. 
Give him this letter, do it secretly, 
And so farewell. I would not have my father 
See me in talk with thee. 
 
Gratiano: Act II, Scene 3 
Signior Bassanio, hear me. 
If I do not put on a sober habit, 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
Wear prayer books in my pocket, look demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh and say “amen,” 
Use all the observance of civility 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
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