[bookmark: _GoBack]Romeo and Juliet Audition Piece

ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.11m4x92]He jests at scars that never felt a wound.
JULIET appears above at a window
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3llsfwv][bookmark: bookmark=id.20r2q4o][bookmark: bookmark=id.4kqq8sh][bookmark: bookmark=id.2zw0j0a][bookmark: bookmark=id.1f1at83][bookmark: bookmark=id.3z0ybvw][bookmark: bookmark=id.2e68m3p][bookmark: bookmark=id.tbiwbi][bookmark: bookmark=id.3db6ezb][bookmark: bookmark=id.1sggp74][bookmark: bookmark=id.4cg47ux][bookmark: bookmark=id.2rlei2q][bookmark: bookmark=id.16qosaj][bookmark: bookmark=id.3qqcayc][bookmark: bookmark=id.25vml65][bookmark: bookmark=id.l0wvdy][bookmark: bookmark=id.350ke1r][bookmark: bookmark=id.1k5uo9k][bookmark: bookmark=id.445i6xd][bookmark: bookmark=id.2jash56][bookmark: bookmark=id.yg2rcz][bookmark: bookmark=id.3ifqa0s][bookmark: bookmark=id.1xl0k8l][bookmark: bookmark=id.4hko2we]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
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2wpyd47]Ay me!
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1bv8nc0][bookmark: bookmark=id.3vuw5zt][bookmark: bookmark=id.2b06g7m][bookmark: bookmark=id.q5gqff][bookmark: bookmark=id.3a54938][bookmark: bookmark=id.1paejb1][bookmark: bookmark=id.49a21yu][bookmark: bookmark=id.2ofcc6n]She speaks:
O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds
And sails upon the bosom of the air.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.13kmmeg][bookmark: bookmark=id.3nka529][bookmark: bookmark=id.22pkfa2][bookmark: bookmark=id.huuphv]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.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.31ui85o][Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1gzsidh][bookmark: bookmark=id.40zg11a][bookmark: bookmark=id.2g4qb93][bookmark: bookmark=id.va0lgw][bookmark: bookmark=id.3f9o44p][bookmark: bookmark=id.1ueyeci][bookmark: bookmark=id.4eelx0b][bookmark: bookmark=id.2tjw784][bookmark: bookmark=id.18p6hfx][bookmark: bookmark=id.3sou03q][bookmark: bookmark=id.27u4abj][bookmark: bookmark=id.mzekjc]'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.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.36z2375][bookmark: bookmark=id.1m4cdey][bookmark: bookmark=id.463zw2r]I take thee at thy word:
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized;
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2l9a6ak][bookmark: bookmark=id.10ekgid][bookmark: bookmark=id.3ke7z66]My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound:
Art thou not Romeo and a Montague?
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1zji9dz]Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4jj5s1s][bookmark: bookmark=id.2yog29l][bookmark: bookmark=id.1dtqche][bookmark: bookmark=id.3xtdv57]How camest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb,
And the place death, considering who thou art,
If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2cyo5d0][bookmark: bookmark=id.s3yfkt][bookmark: bookmark=id.3c3ly8m][bookmark: bookmark=id.1r8w8gf]With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls;
For stony limits cannot hold love out,
And what love can do that dares love attempt;
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4b8jr48]If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2qdu1c1]
I would not for the world they saw thee here.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.15j4bju][bookmark: bookmark=id.3piru7n][bookmark: bookmark=id.24o24fg][bookmark: bookmark=id.jtcen9]I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight;
And but thou love me, let them find me here:
My life were better ended by their hate,
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.33szxb2][bookmark: bookmark=id.1iya7iv][bookmark: bookmark=id.42xxq6o][bookmark: bookmark=id.2i380eh][bookmark: bookmark=id.x8iama][bookmark: bookmark=id.3h85ta3][bookmark: bookmark=id.1wdg3hw][bookmark: bookmark=id.4gd3m5p][bookmark: bookmark=id.2vidwdi][bookmark: bookmark=id.1ano6lb][bookmark: bookmark=id.3unbp94][bookmark: bookmark=id.29slzgx][bookmark: bookmark=id.oxw9oq][bookmark: bookmark=id.38xjscj][bookmark: bookmark=id.1o2u2kc][bookmark: bookmark=id.482hl85][bookmark: bookmark=id.2n7rvfy]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 to-night
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 cunning to be strange.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.12d25nr][bookmark: bookmark=id.3mcpobk]Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops--
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.21hzyjd][bookmark: bookmark=id.gna8r6][bookmark: bookmark=id.30mxrez]O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon,
That monthly changes in her circled orb,
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1fs81ms]What shall I swear by?
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3zrvkal][bookmark: bookmark=id.2ex5uie][bookmark: bookmark=id.u2g4q7][bookmark: bookmark=id.3e23ne0]Do not swear at all;
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,
Which is the god of my idolatry,
And I'll believe thee.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1t7dxlt]If my heart's dear love--
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4d71g9m][bookmark: bookmark=id.2scbqhf][bookmark: bookmark=id.17hm0p8][bookmark: bookmark=id.3rh9jd1][bookmark: bookmark=id.26mjtku][bookmark: bookmark=id.lru3sn][bookmark: bookmark=id.35rhmgg][bookmark: bookmark=id.1kwrwo9][bookmark: bookmark=id.44wffc2]Well, do not swear: although I joy in thee,
I have no joy of this contract to-night:
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden;
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say 'It lightens.' Sweet, good night!
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath,
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet.
Good night, good night! as sweet repose and rest
Come to thy heart as that within my breast!
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2k1ppjv]O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.z6zzro]What satisfaction canst thou have to-night?
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3j6nifh]The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1ybxsna]I gave thee mine before thou didst request it:

Nurse calls within
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4iblbb3][bookmark: bookmark=id.2xgvliw][bookmark: bookmark=id.1cm5vqp]I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu!
Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true.
Stay but a little, I will come again.
Exit, above
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3wlteei][bookmark: bookmark=id.2br3omb][bookmark: bookmark=id.qwdyu4]O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard.
Being in night, all this is but a dream,
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.
Re-enter JULIET, above
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3aw1hhx][bookmark: bookmark=id.1q1brpq][bookmark: bookmark=id.4a0zadj][bookmark: bookmark=id.2p69klc][bookmark: bookmark=id.14bjut5][bookmark: bookmark=id.3ob7dgy][bookmark: bookmark=id.23ghnor]Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed.
If that thy bent of love be honourable,
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow,
By one that I'll procure to come to thee,
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite;
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay
And follow thee my lord throughout the world.
Nurse
[bookmark: bookmark=id.ilrxwk][Within] Madam!
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.32lfgkd][bookmark: bookmark=id.1hqpqs6]I come, anon.--But if thou mean'st not well,
I do beseech thee--
Nurse
[bookmark: bookmark=id.41qd9fz][Within] Madam!
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2gvnjns][bookmark: bookmark=id.w0xtvl][bookmark: bookmark=id.3g0lcje]By and by, I come:--
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief:
To-morrow will I send.
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1v5vmr7]So thrive my soul--
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.4f5j5f0]A thousand times good night!
Exit, above
Retiring
Re-enter JULIET, above
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.2uatfmt][bookmark: bookmark=id.19g3pum]Hist! Romeo, hist! O, for a falconer's voice,
To lure this tassel-gentle back again!
[bookmark: bookmark=id.3tfr8if]Romeo!
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.28l1iq8]My dear?
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.nqbsy1][bookmark: bookmark=id.37pzblu]At what o'clock to-morrow
Shall I send to thee?
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.1mv9ltn]At the hour of nine.
JULIET
[bookmark: bookmark=id.46ux4hg][bookmark: bookmark=id.2m07ep9]I will not fail: 'tis twenty years till then.
[bookmark: bookmark=id.115hox2][bookmark: bookmark=id.3l557kv]Good night, good night! parting is such
sweet sorrow,
That I shall say good night till it be morrow.
Exit above
ROMEO
[bookmark: bookmark=id.20afhso][bookmark: bookmark=id.4ka30gh]Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast!
Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!
Exit
