
Romeo and Juliet Audition Monologues 
 
Female 
 
Juliet 
Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name, 
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it? 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin? 
That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband: 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; 
 
Chorus (Narrator) 
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; 
 
Lady Capulet 
Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for his death, 
As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him. 
We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not: 
Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua, 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live, 
Shall give him such an unaccustom'd dram, 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company: 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 
 
Nurse  
Well, you have made a simple choice; you know not 
how to choose a man: Romeo! no, not he; though his 
face be better than any man's, yet his leg excels 
all men's; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, 
though they be not to be talked on, yet they are 
past compare: he is not the flower of courtesy, 
but, I'll warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy 
ways, wench; serve God. 
 
Friar 
O deadly sin! O rude unthankfulness! 
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 
And turn'd that black word death to banishment: 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 
 
Mercutio 
If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit 
O, that she were, O, that she were 
Romeo, good night: I'll to my truckle-bed; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep: 
Come, shall we go? 
 
 
 
 

Male 
 
Romeo 
O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright! 
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope's ear; 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 
The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand, 
And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 
 
Capulet 
How now, how now, chop-logic! What is this? 
'Proud,' and 'I thank you,' and 'I thank you not;' 
And yet 'not proud,' mistress minion, you, 
Thank me no thankings, nor, proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church, 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
 
Tybalt 
This, by his voice, should be a Montague. 
Fetch me my rapier, boy. What dares the slave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face, 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 
To strike him dead, I hold it not a sin. 
 
Benvolio 
Here were the servants of your adversary, 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach: 
I drew to part them: in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared, 
Which, as he breathed defiance to my ears, 
He swung about his head and cut the winds, 
Who nothing hurt withal hiss'd him in scorn: 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows, 
Came more and more and fought on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 
 
 
 


