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ROMEO	AUDITION	MATERIAL	
Please	choose	ONE	monologue	to	perform	

	
ROMEO	MONOLOGUE	A:	Act	1,	Scene	1	-	lines	171	-	195	
	
Where	shall	we	dine?	O	me!	What	fray	was	here?	
Yet	tell	me	not,	for	I	have	heard	it	all.	
Here's	much	to	do	with	hate,	but	more	with	love:	
Why,	then,	O	brawling	love,	O	loving	hate,	
O	anything	of	nothing	first	create!	
O	heavy	lightness,	serious	vanity,	
Misshapen	chaos	of	well-seeming	forms,	
Feather	of	lead,	bright	smoke,	cold	fire,	sick	health,	
Still	waking	sleep	that	is	not	what	it	is!	
This	love	feel	I,	that	feel	no	love	in	this.	
Dost	thou	laugh?	
	
Griefs	of	mine	own	lie	heavy	in	my	breast,	
Which	thou	wilt	propagate,	to	have	it	pressed	
With	more	of	thine:	this	love	that	thou	hast	shown	
Doth	add	more	grief	to	too	much	of	mine	own.	
Love	is	a	smoke	raised	with	the	fume	of	sighs,	
Being	purged,	a	fire	sparkling	in	lovers'	eyes,		
Being	vexed	a	sea	nourished	with	loving	tears.	
What	is	it	else?	A	madness	most	discreet,	
A	choking	gall	and	a	preserving	sweet.	
Farewell,	my	coz.	
	
	
	
	
	



ROMEO	MONOLOGUE	B:	Act	2,	Scene	1	-		lines	47	-	70	
	
But,	soft,	what	light	through	yonder	window	breaks?	
It	is	the	east,	and	Juliet	is	the	sun.	
Arise,	fair	sun,	and	kill	the	envious	moon,	
Who	is	already	sick	and	pale	with	grief,	
That	thou	her	maid	art	far	more	fair	than	she:	
Be	not	her	maid,	since	she	is	envious;	
Her	vestal	livery	is	but	sick	and	green	
And	none	but	fools	do	wear	it;	cast	it	off.	
It	is	my	lady,	O,	it	is	my	love!	
O,	that	she	knew	she	were!	
She	speaks	yet	she	says	nothing:	what	of	that?	
Her	eye	discourses:	I	will	answer	it.	
I	am	too	bold,	'tis	not	to	me	she	speaks:	
Two	of	the	fairest	stars	in	all	the	heaven,	
Having	some	business,	do	entreat	her	eyes	
To	twinkle	in	their	spheres	till	they	return.	
What	if	her	eyes	were	there,	they	in	her	head?	
The	brightness	of	her	cheek	would	shame	those	stars,	
As	daylight	doth	a	lamp;	her	eyes	in	heaven	
Would	through	the	airy	region	stream	so	bright	
That	birds	would	sing	and	think	it	were	not	night.	
See,	how	she	leans	her	cheek	upon	her	hand!	
O,	that	I	were	a	glove	upon	that	hand,	
That	I	might	touch	that	cheek!	
	
	

JULIET	AUDITION	MATERIAL	
Please	choose	ONE	monologue	to	perform	

	
JULIET	MONOLOGUE	A:	Scene	2.1	-	lines	134	-	155	
	
Thou	know'st	the	mask	of	night	is	on	my	face,	
Else	would	a	maiden	blush	bepaint	my	cheek	
For	that	which	thou	hast	heard	me	speak	tonight	
Fain	would	I	dwell	on	form,	fain,	fain	deny	
What	I	have	spoke:	but	farewell	compliment!	
Dost	thou	love	me?	I	know	thou	wilt	say	'Ay,'	
And	I	will	take	thy	word.	Yet	if	thou	swear'st,	
Thou	mayst	prove	false;	at	lovers'	perjuries	
Then	say	Jove	laughs.	O	gentle	Romeo,	
If	thou	dost	love,	pronounce	it	faithfully:	
Or	if	thou	think'st	I	am	too	quickly	won,	
I'll	frown	and	be	perverse	an	say	thee	nay,	



So	thou	wilt	woo,	but	else,	not	for	the	world.	
In	truth,	fair	Montague,	I	am	too	fond,	
And	therefore	thou	mayst	think	my	‘havior	light:	
But	trust	me,	gentleman,	I'll	prove	more	true	
Than	those	that	have	more	coying	to	be	strange.	
I	should	have	been	more	strange,	I	must	confess,	
But	that	thou	overheard'st,	ere	I	was	ware,	
My	true	love's	passion:	therefore	pardon	me,	
And	not	impute	this	yielding	to	light	love,	
Which	the	dark	night	hath	so	discoverèd.	
	
	
JULIET	MONOLOGUE	B:	Scene	3.2	-	lines	101	-	130	
	
Shall	I	speak	ill	of	him	that	is	my	husband?	
Ah,	my	poor	lord,	what	tongue	shall	smooth	thy	name,	
When	I,	thy	three-hours	wife,	have	mangled	it?	
But	wherefore,	villain,	didst	thou	kill	my	cousin?	
That	villain	cousin	would	have	killed	my	husband.	
Back,	foolish	tears,	back	to	your	native	spring,	
Your	tributary	drops	belong	to	woe,	
Which	you,	mistaking,	offer	up	to	joy.	
My	husband	lives,	that	Tybalt	would	have	slain;	
And	Tybalt's	dead,	that	would	have	slain	my	husband:	
All	this	is	comfort,	wherefore	weep	I	then?	
Some	word	there	was,	worser	than	Tybalt's	death,	
That	murder'd	me.	I	would	forget	it	fain;	
But,	O,	it	presses	to	my	memory,	
Like	damned	guilty	deeds	to	sinners'	minds:	
'Tybalt	is	dead,	and	Romeo--banished;'	
That	'banished,'	that	one	word	'banished,'	
Hath	slain	ten	thousand	Tybalts.	Tybalt's	death	
Was	woe	enough,	if	it	had	ended	there:	
Or,	if	sour	woe	delights	in	fellowship	
And	needly	will	be	rank'd	with	other	griefs,	
Why	follow'd	not,	when	she	said	'Tybalt's	dead,'	
Thy	father,	or	thy	mother,	nay,	or	both,	
Which	modern	lamentations	might	have	moved?	
But	with	a	rear-ward	following	Tybalt's	death,	
'Romeo	is	banished':	to	speak	that	word,	
Is	father,	mother,	Tybalt,	Romeo,	Juliet,	
All	slain,	all	dead.	'Romeo	is	banished!'	
There	is	no	end,	no	limit,	measure,	bound,	
In	that	word's	death;	no	words	can	that	woe	sound.	
Where	is	my	father,	and	my	mother,	Nurse?	


