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Excerpt from Hamlet’s first soliloquy:
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Objective:
Pretend you are Bertram Cates from Inherit the Wind.  You are in jail, by yourself.  You are on stage and you are going to give a soliloquy about your thoughts surrounding the trial you’re your actions.  Write your thoughts / feelings and what you would want the audience to know.
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an act of speaking one's thoughts aloud when by oneself or regardless of any hearers, especially by a
character in a play.
synonyms: monologue, speech, address, lecture, oration, sermon, homily, aside

"Viola ends the scene with a soliloquy"
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A soliloquy (from Latin solo "to oneself" + loquor "l talk") is a device often used in
drama when a character speaks to himself or herself, relating thoughts and feelings,
thereby also sharing them with the audience, giving off the illusion of being a series
of unspoken reflections.
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A soliloquy is a super important monologue given by a character in a play who is
alone on the stage. Think Hamlet's "To Be or Not To Be" speech. Because they're
alone when they deliver these speeches, a character might reveal some very key
thoughts, feelings, and opinions to us audience members during a soliloquy.
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To be, or not to be, that is the question:

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take Arms against a Sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them: to die, to sleep

No more; and by a sleep, to say we end

the heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks
that Flesh is heir to? 'Tis a consummation

devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep,

To sleep, perchance to Dream; aye, there's the rub,
for in that sleep of death, what dreams may come,
when we have shuffled off this mortal caoil,

must give us pause. There's the respect

that makes Calamity of so long life:

For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of time,
the Oppressor's wrong, the proud man's Contumely,
the pangs of despised Love, the Law’s delay,

the insolence of Office, and the spurns

that patient merit of the unworthy takes,

when he himself might his Quietus make

with a bare Bodkin? Who would Fardels bear, [F: these Fardels]
to grunt and sweat under a weary life,

but that the dread of something after death,

the undiscovered country, from whose bourn

no traveller returns, puzzles the will,

and makes us rather bear those ills we have,

than fly to others that we know not of.




