
Female Monologues, Common Assessment (March, 2014) 

 
27 Wagons Full of Cotton by Tennessee Williams 

 

This well-known Tennessee Williams one act play takes place on the front porch of the residence of Jake and Flora 
Meighan.  During the night before this scene is set, Jake has set fire to the cotton gin of Silva Vicarro.  Vicarro had just 

received an order to process twenty-seven wagons full of cotton.  Jake, needing the money, set the fire anticipating that Vicarro 
would need to bring the cotton to his mill to be processed.  Flora knows that Jake set the fire, but Jake has coached her on what 

to say if she is questioned regarding his whereabouts at the time of the fire.  In the following monologue, she is being 

questioned by Vicarro, and she becomes uneasy knowing that she is lying to protect her husband. 
 

FLORA: 

Well, I am sorry to say we don't have a Coke in the house.  We meant to get a case of Cokes last night, but what with the 

excitement going on--I mean the fire and everything.  I mean a fire is always exciting.  After a fire, dogs and chickens don't 

even sleep.  I don't think our chickens got to sleep all night.  They cackled and fussed and flopped around on the roost--took on 

something awful! Myself, I couldn't sleep neither.  I just lay there, sweating all night long, . . . on account of the fire.  Well, and 

the heat and the mosquitoes. And I was mad at Jake.  He went off and left me sitting here on this old porch last night without a 

Coca-Cola in the place.  Right after supper.  And when he got back the fire'd already broke out and instead of driving in to town 

like he said, he decided to go an take a look at your burnt-down cotton gin.   I mean he wasn't gone long, uh--just for a 

moment.  Mr. Vicarro, you sure are looking at me funny.  I never can think straight when people stare straight at me like that.  I 

feel like I'm on trial for something. 

 

The Days and Nights of Beebee Fenstermaker by William Snyder 

 

Beebee Fenstermaker is a young woman just out of college and living in a large city, on her own for the first time in her 
apartment.  Her aspirations are to live a creative and independent life.  She tries writing and then painting, but she is forced to 

recgonize the limitations of her talent at both.  Further deterioration of her self-esteem and hopes are brought about by the 

realities of having to work at a mundane full-time job and by her unsuccessful relationships with men.  One by one her romantic 
illusions crumble as she is forced to confront that her life has not exactly turned out as she expected.  She is speaking to her 

best friend, Nettie Jo. 

 

BEEBEE: 

What’s wrong with being just another face in the crowd? It’s death in life, that’s what.  It’s walking through the world without 

touching anything.  It’s blending in instead of sticking out.  Two years! That's three hundred and sixty-odd days times two! And 

how many hours and how many minutes and how many seconds? What have I been doing all this time?  I must have been in a 

trance all this time.  I'm so trapped by time, all I have been doing is letting it go by.  I've been two years! People ask me what 

are my interests, and I say I'm a writer/pianist or a pianist/writer or a pianist/painter or a writing piano-playing painter.  When 

all I really am is a nine-to-five worker at T.D. Hackameyer's with unfinished novel, a grubby sketch book, and 

an apartment that's driving me crazy.  I need somebody! Somebody for me! If I had somebody I'd know what to do and how to 

do it.  Well, what do you want Ms. Beebee Fenstermaker?   

 

Fast Girls by Diana Amsterdam 

 

Abigail is criticizing Lucy, her neighbor and friend, for not being more selective of the men she invites over.  Abigail perceives 
Lucy's behavior as being reckless and showing poor judgment.  What Abigail is really upset about is that her boyfriend Ernest 

has not called her, so she is taking her frustration out on Lucy.  She is actually jealous of all the attention Lucy receives from 
men. 

 

ABIGAIL: 

All these meaningless flings, Lucy! I mean he could be a terrorist, a serial murderer, or a married orthodonist! You don't know 

this guy! He could be anybody--anybody!  And I know you are thinking that I'm just jealous, and it looks to you like I'm 

miserable--maybe I am miserable--but at least I know it! At least I'm willing to admit that the only safe course for a woman 

today is to find a good, loving successful man to marry in a city where the only men left are misfits.  Yes, it's difficult, yes, it's 

impossible, yes, it's an absurd maniacal joke perpetrated by a sadistic and vengeful universe, but that's life! You can't escape! 

The piper must be paid. Look at this! You see what you do? You see this? You're totally unaware--Whenever we start talking 

about your problems, we end up talking about my problems.  (Suddenly breaks down) No, Ernest didn't call me. No!  He never 

calls. And I wait. I wait and wait, listening to the silence.  Phones are evil.  They know when you need a good ring, and then 

they withhold it from you.  Pretty soon nobody calls you.  Ernest is handsome. Ernest is successful. Ernest is ambitious, 

wealthy, intelligent, witty, and punctual.  I mean, he already meets nine of my ten essential requirements for a potential spouse. 


