
Budding Entertainment www.buddingentertainment.com

http://www.buddingentertainment.com


Romeo & Juliet Audition Monologues

Instructions: Please select two monologues from this document. You should learn one off
by heart, and may perform the other with a script in  hand. It is preferable to select two
contrasting monologues to show your range. Any gender is fine. Your choice of
monologue does not limit or determine the role you will be offered.

Advice: Research the context of the monologue in the play as well as the language used
in  the monologue; it is important that you understand the words you are saying on stage.
Please consider how your character is feeling and what their motivations are. Annotate
the  monologue to add depth to your interpretation. Be prepared to answer questions
about  your monologue and your interpretation of the character/monologue. If you have
questions, please email alana@buddingentertainment.com

Context: The location of the monologue is indicated e.g. I iii = Act I, Scene 3. IV v = 4,5

Resources

On acting & performing Shakespeare:

• How to Prepare a Shakespeare Monologue - John Bell Interview
• Larry Moss: the Work that Actors Should be Doing Everyday
• Lisa Harrow teaches us to understand (and perform) Shakespearean dialogue

On the text:

• Romeo & Juliet Synopsis Summary Video
• Romeo & Juliet full play online plus resources
• Romeo & Juliet with modern transcript
• Romeo & Juliet (1976) full play (video) Part 1
• Romeo & Juliet (1976) full play (video) Part 2
• Act 5 Scene 3 | Romeo and Juliet | 2018 | Royal Shakespeare Company (video)
• Romeo + Juliet (1996) dir. Baz Luhrmann (not available online)
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 1: Prologue 

 

 

Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life; 

Whose misadventured piteous overthrows 

Do with their death bury their parents' strife. 

The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love, 

And the continuance of their parents' rage, 

Which, but their children's end, nought could remove, 

Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage; 

The which if you with patient ears attend, 

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 2: Juliet (II ii) 
 

O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo?  

Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 

And I'll no longer be a Capulet.  

'Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 

What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 

Belonging to a man. O, be some other name! 

What's in a name? that which we call a rose  

By any other name would smell as sweet; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 

Retain that dear perfection which he owes 

Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, 

And for that name which is no part of thee 

Take all myself.   
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 3: Romeo (II ii) 
 

He jests at scars that never felt a wound.  

[JULIET appears above at a window]  

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.  
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 4: Prince Escalus (I i) 

 

Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 

Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel,-- 

Will they not hear? What, ho! you men, you beasts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 

With purple fountains issuing from your veins,  

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 

Throw your mistemper'd weapons to the ground, 

And hear the sentence of your moved prince. 

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet, and Montague,  

Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets, 

And made Verona's ancient citizens 

Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 

To wield old partisans, in hands as old, 

Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate: 

If ever you disturb our streets again, 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time, all the rest depart away: 

You Capulet; shall go along with me: 

And, Montague, come you this afternoon,  

To know our further pleasure in this case, 

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 5: Lady Capulet (I iii) 

 

What say you? can you love the gentleman? 

This night you shall behold him at our feast; 

Read o'er the volume of young Paris' face, 

And find delight writ there with beauty's pen; 

Examine every married lineament, 

And see how one another lends content 

And what obscured in this fair volume lies 

Find written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 

To beautify him, only lacks a cover: 

The fish lives in the sea, and 'tis much pride 

For fair without the fair within to hide:  

That book in many's eyes doth share the glory, 

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story; 

So shall you share all that he doth possess, 

By having him, making yourself no less.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Budding Theatre 

7 
 

MONOLOGUE OPTION 6: Nurse (IV v) 

 

Mistress! what, mistress! Juliet! fast, I warrant her, she:  

Why, lamb! why, lady! fie, you slug-a-bed!  

Why, love, I say! madam! sweet-heart! why, bride! 2655 

What, not a word? you take your pennyworths now;  

Sleep for a week; for the next night, I warrant,  

The County Paris hath set up his rest,  

That you shall rest but little. God forgive me,  

Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep! 2660 

I must needs wake her. Madam, madam, madam!  

Ay, let the county take you in your bed;  

He'll fright you up, i' faith. Will it not be?  

[Undraws the curtains]  

What, dress'd! and in your clothes! and down again! 2665 

I must needs wake you; Lady! lady! lady!  

Alas, alas! Help, help! my lady's dead!  

O, well-a-day, that ever I was born!  

Some aqua vitae, ho! My lord! my lady! 
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 7: Benvolio (III, i) 

 

Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slay;  

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink  

How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal  

Your high displeasure: all this uttered  

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd,  

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen  

Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts  

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast,  

Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point,  

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats  

Cold death aside, and with the other sends  

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity,  

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud,  

'Hold, friends! friends, part!' and, swifter than  

his tongue,  

His agile arm beats down their fatal points,  

And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm  

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life  

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled;  

But by and by comes back to Romeo,  

Who had but newly entertain'd revenge,  

And to 't they go like lightning, for, ere I  

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain.  

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly.  

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 8: Mercutio (III, i) 

 

 

 

MERCUTIO: Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood as 

any in Italy, and as soon moved to be moody, and as 

soon moody to be moved. 

BENVOLIO: And what to? 

MERCUTIO: Nay, an there were two such, we should have none 

shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why, 

thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, 

or a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast: thou 

wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having no 

other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes: what 

eye but such an eye would spy out such a quarrel? 

Thy head is as fun of quarrels as an egg is full of 

meat, and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as 

an egg for quarrelling: thou hast quarrelled with a 

man for coughing in the street, because he hath 

wakened thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun: 

didst thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing 

his new doublet before Easter? with another, for 

tying his new shoes with old riband? and yet thou 

wilt tutor me from quarrelling! 
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 9: Friar Laurence (IV, v) 

 

Peace, ho, for shame! confusion's cure lives not  

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself  

Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all,  

And all the better is it for the maid:  

Your part in her you could not keep from death,  

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.  

The most you sought was her promotion;  

For 'twas your heaven she should be advanced:  

And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced  

Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?  

O, in this love, you love your child so ill,  

That you run mad, seeing that she is well:  

She's not well married that lives married long;  

But she's best married that dies married young.  

Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary  

On this fair corse; and, as the custom is,  

In all her best array bear her to church:  

For though fond nature bids us an lament,  

Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 
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MONOLOGUE OPTION 10: Prince Escalus (IV, v) 

 

 

 

And for that offence  

Immediately we do exile him hence:  

I have an interest in your hate's proceeding,  

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleeding;  

But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine  

That you shall all repent the loss of mine:  

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses;  

Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses:  

Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in haste,  

Else, when he's found, that hour is his last.  

Bear hence this body and attend our will:  

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 


