[bookmark: _GoBack]Audition Piece for Benvolio, Tybalt, Mercutio

BENVOLIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2tdiyyt][bookmark: bookmark=id.18it96m][bookmark: bookmark=id.3sigruf][bookmark: bookmark=id.27nr228]I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire:
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad,
And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl;
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring.
[bookmark: bookmark=id.mt1ca1]
By my head, here come the Capulets.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.36souxu]By my heel, I care not.
Enter TYBALT and others
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1lxz55n][bookmark: bookmark=id.45xmntg]Follow me close, for I will speak to them.
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2l2wy19][bookmark: bookmark=id.1087892]And but one word with one of us? couple it with
something; make it a word and a blow.
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3k7uqwv][bookmark: bookmark=id.1zd514o]You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, an you
will give me occasion.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4jcsjsh]Could you not take some occasion without giving?
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2yi2u0a]Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo,--
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1dnd483][bookmark: bookmark=id.3xn0mvw][bookmark: bookmark=id.2csax3p][bookmark: bookmark=id.rxl7bi]Consort! what, dost thou make us minstrels? an
thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but
discords: here's my fiddlestick; here's that shall
make you dance. 'Zounds, consort!
BENVOLIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3bx8pzb][bookmark: bookmark=id.1r2j074][bookmark: bookmark=id.4b26iux][bookmark: bookmark=id.2q7gt2q]We talk here in the public haunt of men:
Either withdraw unto some private place,
And reason coldly of your grievances,
Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.15cr3aj][bookmark: bookmark=id.3pcelyc]Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze;
I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I.
Enter ROMEO
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.24how65]Well, peace be with you, sir: here comes my man.
[bookmark: bookmark=id.jmz6dy]
[bookmark: bookmark=id.33mmp1r]Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford
No better term than this,--thou art a villain.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1irwz9k][bookmark: bookmark=id.42rkhxd][bookmark: bookmark=id.2hwus56][bookmark: bookmark=id.x252cz]Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage
To such a greeting: villain am I none;
Therefore farewell; I see thou know'st me not.
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3h1sl0s][bookmark: bookmark=id.1w72v8l]Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries
That thou hast done me; therefore turn and draw.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4g6qdwe][bookmark: bookmark=id.2vc0o47][bookmark: bookmark=id.1ahayc0][bookmark: bookmark=id.3ugygzt][bookmark: bookmark=id.29m8r7m]I do protest, I never injured thee,
But love thee better than thou canst devise,
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love:
And so, good Capulet,--which name I tender
As dearly as my own,--be satisfied.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.orj1ff][bookmark: bookmark=id.38r6k38]O calm, dishonourable, vile submission!
Alla stoccata carries it away.
Draws
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1nwgub1]Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.47w4cyu]What wouldst thou have with me?
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2n1en6n][bookmark: bookmark=id.126oxeg]Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine
lives; 
TYBALT
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3m6cg29]I am for you.
Drawing
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.21bmqa2]Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.
They fight
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4lba8xv][bookmark: bookmark=id.30gkj5o][bookmark: bookmark=id.1flutdh][bookmark: bookmark=id.3zlic1a][bookmark: bookmark=id.2eqsm93]Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons.
Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage!
Tybalt, Mercutio, the prince expressly hath
Forbidden bandying in Verona streets:
Hold, Tybalt! good Mercutio!
TYBALT under ROMEO's arm stabs MERCUTIO, and flies with his followers
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.tw2wgw][bookmark: bookmark=id.3dvqf4p][bookmark: bookmark=id.1t10pci]I am hurt.
A plague o' both your houses! I am sped.
Is he gone, and hath nothing?
BENVOLIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4d0o80b]What, art thou hurt?
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2s5yi84][bookmark: bookmark=id.17b8sfx]Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, 'tis enough.
Where is my page? Go, villain, fetch a surgeon.
Exit Page
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3rawb3q]Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.26g6lbj][bookmark: bookmark=id.llgvjc][bookmark: bookmark=id.35l4e75][bookmark: bookmark=id.1kqeoey][bookmark: bookmark=id.44q272r][bookmark: bookmark=id.2jvchak][bookmark: bookmark=id.z0mrid]No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a
church-door; but 'tis enough,'twill serve: ask for
me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. I
am peppered, I warrant, for this world. A plague o'
both your houses! Why the devil came you between us? I
was hurt under your arm.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3j0aa66]I thought all for the best.
MERCUTIO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1y5kkdz][bookmark: bookmark=id.4i5831s][bookmark: bookmark=id.2xaid9l]A plague o' both your houses!
They have made worms' meat of me: your houses!

