
Monologues for the Romeo and Juliet Auditions  
 

Please choose one of the following six monologues for your audition. Included with each 
monologue is a modern day translation, taken from https://www.sparknotes.com/shakespeare/. 
This online resource will be one of the tools we will be utilizing throughout the rehearsal process 
for Romeo and Juliet.  
Note: please memorize the Shakespeare text, and not the plain language version for your 
audition. 
 
MACBETH ACT 5 SCENE 1 
LADY MACBETH 
Out, damned spot! out, I say!–One: two: why, 
then, ’tis time to do’t.–Hell is murky!–Fie, my 
lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? What need we 
fear who knows it, when none can call our power to 
account?–Yet who would have thought the old man 
to have had so much blood in him. 
The thane of Fife had a wife: where is she now?– 
What, will these hands ne’er be clean?–No more o’ 
that, my lord, no more o’ that: you mar all with 
this starting. 
Here’s the smell of the blood still: all the 
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little 
hand. Oh, oh, oh! 
Wash your hands, put on your nightgown; look not so 
pale.–I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried; he 
cannot come out on’s grave. 
To bed, to bed! there’s knocking at the gate: 
come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What’s 
done cannot be undone.–To bed, to bed, to bed! 
 
Plain Language Version 
LADY MACBETH 
Come out, damned spot! Out, I command you! One, two. OK, it’s time to do it now.—Hell is 
murky!—Nonsense, my lord, nonsense! You are a soldier, and yet you are afraid? Why should 
we be scared, when no one can lay the guilt upon us?—But who would have thought the old 
man would have had so much blood in him? The thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she 
now?—What, will my hands never be clean?—No more of that, my lord, no more of that. You’ll 
ruin everything by acting startled like this.I still have the smell of blood on my hand. All the 
perfumes of Arabia couldn’t make my little hand smell better. Oh, oh, oh! Wash your hands. Put 
on your nightgown. Don’t look so frightened. I tell you again, Banquo is buried. He cannot come 
out of his grave. To bed, to bed! There’s a knocking at the gate. Come, come, come, come, give 
me your hand. What’s done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed! 
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TWELFTH NIGHT ACT 4 SCENE 3 
SEBASTIAN 
This is the air; that is the glorious sun; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel't and see't; 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio, then? 
I could not find him at the Elephant: 
Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 
His counsel now might do me golden service; 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, but no madness, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes 
And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 
To any other trust but that I am mad 
Or else the lady's mad; yet, if 'twere so, 
She could not sway her house, command her followers,  
Take and give back affairs and their dispatch 
With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing 
As I perceive she does: there's something in't 
That is deceiveable. But here the lady comes. 
 
Plain Language 
SEBASTIAN 
This is the air, that’s the glorious sun. I can feel and see this pearl she gave me. I may be dazed 
and confused, but I’m not insane. Where’s Antonio, then? I didn’t find him at the Elephant. But 
he’d been there before me, and they told me he’d gone out looking for me. I could really use his 
advice right now. I feel sure this situation is due to some mistake, and I don’t think I’m crazy. But 
this sudden flood of good luck is so unbelievable that I’m ready to distrust my own eyes and my 
own rational mind when they tell me I’m not insane—maybe the lady’s insane. But if that were 
the case, she wouldn’t be able to run her house, command her servants, listen to reports, make 
decisions, and take care of business as smoothly as she does. There’s something going on 
that’s not what it seems. But here she comes. 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING ACT 3 SCENE 1 
BEATRICE 
What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true? 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much? 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand: 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band; 
For others say thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. 
 
Plain Language 
BEATRICE 
I’m burning up with shame! Can this be true? Do people criticize me this much for being proud 
and scornful? Then I’ll say goodbye to my contempt and my pride in being unmarried! No good 
is spoken of such a person as me behind her back. Benedick, keep on loving me and I will 
return your love, like a wild hawk being tamed by her handler. I’ll be kind to you from now on, 
and if you really do love me, that kindness will encourage you to seal our love with a wedding 
band. People say that you deserve my love, and I believe it—not just because they’ve said so. 
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LOVE’S LABORS’S LOST ACT 1 SCENE 1 
KING FERDINAND 
Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live register'd upon our brazen tombs 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring Time, 
The endeavor of this present breath may buy 
That honour which shall bate his scythe's keen edge  
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors,--for so you are,  
That war against your own affections 
And the huge army of the world's desires,--  
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force:  
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world;  
Our court shall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here: 
Your oaths are pass'd; and now subscribe your names,  
That his own hand may strike his honour down 
That violates the smallest branch herein: 
If you are arm'd to do as sworn to do,  
Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too. 
 
Plain Language 
KING FERDINAND 
Fame, the thing that we all want in our lives, should be engraved brazenly onto our tombs, 
commanding us respect even after death has destroyed us. In spite of time's quick passing, the 
things we have done while alive can embolden us to fight honorably against death and ensure 
we are remembered forever. Therefore, my brave conquerors, for that is what you are, our 
recent agreement will be binding and help us to fight the war against our own passions and the 
desires of this great world. Navarre will be the wonder of the world. Our court will be like a little 
university, a place to stop and think about how to live our lives.You three men, Biron, Dumain 
and Longaville, have promised to stay with me for three years as my fellow scholars, and to 
obey the rules that are written down in this agreement here. Your oaths have been pledged and 
now you must sign your names, so that if you break even the smallest detail of this agreement, 
you will have lost your honor by your own hand. If you are prepared to do what is written here, 
then sign your names and keep these promises. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT ACT 5 SCENE 4 
ROSALIND 
It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue; 
but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord 
the prologue. If it be true that good wine needs 
no bush, ’tis true that a good play needs no 
epilogue; yet to good wine they do use good bushes, 
and good plays prove the better by the help of good 
epilogues. What a case am I in then, that am 
neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insinuate with 
you in the behalf of a good play! I am not 
furnished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not 
become me: my way is, to conjure you; and I’ll begin 
with the women. I charge you, O women! for the love 
you bear to women–as I perceive by your simpering, 
none of you hates them–that between you and the 
women the play may please. If I were a woman I 
would kiss as many of you as had beards that pleased 
me, complexions that liked me and breaths that I 
defied not: and, I am sure, as many as have good 
beards or good faces or sweet breaths will, for my 
kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid me farewell. 
 
Plain Language 
ROSALIND 
You don’t usually see a woman deliver an epilogue, but it’s no worse than seeing a man deliver 
the prologue. If it’s true that you don’t need ivy to sell good wine, then it should also be true that 
a good play doesn’t need an epilogue. But they use good-quality ivy to sell good wine, and a 
good play is improved by a good epilogue. But then I’m in a strange position, as I not only do 
not have a good epilogue, I’m not sure this was a good play. I’m not dressed like a beggar, so it 
wouldn’t be becoming for me to beg. No, instead I’ll bewitch you, and I’ll start with the women. 
Women, in the name of the love you have for men, I demand that you like as much of this play 
as you feel like. Men, in the name of the women you love—and I can guess by your goofy 
smiles that none of you exactly hates them—the play will act as a nice toy for you and the ladies 
to share. If I actually were a woman, I’d kiss all of you that have beards that pleased me, 
complexions that I liked, and breath that wasn’t foul. And I’m sure that all of you with nice 
beards, good faces, and sweet breath will, when I curtsy good night, give me a nice round of 
applause. 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE ACT 3 SCENE 2 
BASSANIO 
O sweet Portia,  
Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words 
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady, 
When I did first impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman; 
And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady,  
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart. When I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told you  
That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed, 
I have engaged myself to a dear friend, 
Engaged my friend to his mere enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady; 
The paper as the body of my friend, 
And every word in it a gaping wound, 
Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio? 
Have all his ventures fail'd? What, not one hit?  
From Tripolis, from Mexico and England,  
From Lisbon, Barbary and India? 
And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch  
Of merchant-marring rocks? 
 
Plain Language 
BASSANIO 
Oh Portia, these are some of the worst words that ever stained a piece of paper. My darling, 
when I gave my love to you, I told you that all the wealth I had ran within my veins—that I have 
noble blood, but no money. When I said that, I told you the truth. But my dear, when I said I was 
worth nothing, I was actually bragging—I should’ve said that I was worse than nothing. I’ve 
borrowed money from a dear friend who in turn borrowed money from his mortal enemy for my 
sake. Here’s a letter, my dear. The paper’s like my friend’s body, and every word in it is a 
bleeding wound on that body.—But is it true, Salerio? Have all his business ventures failed? Not 
even one success? He had ships to Tripolis, Mexico, England, Lisbon, North Africa, and India, 
and not one of these ships avoided the rocks? 
 
 


