Audition speeches (Choose One-all speeches can be performed by any gender)

Romeo and Juliet - Act 4 Sc 3
JULIET

Farewell.

God knows when we shall meet again.

| have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins
That almost freezes up the heat of life.

I'll call them back again to comfort me. —
Nurse! — What should she do here?

My dismal scene | needs must act alone.
Come, vial. What if this mixture do not work at all?
Shall | be married then tomorrow morning?
[Laying down her dagger]

No, no. This shall forbid it. Lie thou there.

What if it be a poison which the friar

Subtly hath ministered to have me dead,

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonored,
Because he married me before to Romeo?

| fear it is, and yet methinks it should not,

For he hath still been tried a holy man.

How if, when | am laid into the tomb,

| wake before the time that Romeo

Come to redeem me? There's a fearful point!
Shall | not then be stifled in the vault,

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in,
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes?
Orif | live, is it not very like

The horrible conceit of death and night,
Together with the terror of the place —

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,

At some hours in the night spirits resort —

O look! Methinks | see my cousin's ghost

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body

Upon a rapier's point. Stay, Tybalt, stay!

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo! Here’s drink — | drink to thee.

A Midsummer Night's Dream- Act 2 Sc 2
TITANIA
These are the forgeries of jealousy:
And never, since the middle summer's spring,
Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead,



By paved fountain or by rushy brook,

Or in the beached margent of the sea,

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport.
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land

Have every pelting river made so proud

That they have overborne their continents:

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain,
The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn
Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard;

The fold stands empty in the drowned field,

And crows are fatted with the murrion flock;

The human mortals want their winter cheer;
No night is now with hymn or carol blest:
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,
Pale in her anger, washes all the air,

That rheumatic diseases do abound:

And thorough this distemperature we see

The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts

Far in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,

And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds

Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer,
The childing autumn, angry winter, change
Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world,
By their increase, now knows not which is which:
And this same progeny of evils comes

From our debate, from our dissension;

We are their parents and original.

A Midsummer Night's Dream- Act 3 Sc 2

PUCK

My mistress with a monster is in love.

Near to her close and consecrated bower,
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,
A crew of patches, rude mechanicals,

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,
Were met together to rehearse a play



Intended for great Theseus' nuptial-day.

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort,
Who Pyramus presented, in their sport
Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake
When | did him at this advantage take,

An ass's nole | fixed on his head:

Anon his Thisbe must be answered,

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy,
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye,

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort,

Rising and cawing at the gun's report,

Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky,
So, at his sight, away his fellows fly;

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls;
He murder cries and help from Athens calls.

| led them on in this distracted fear,

And left sweet Pyramus translated there:
When in that moment, so it came to pass,
Titania waked and straightway loved an ass.



