
‭Romeo & Juliet Audition Monologues‬
‭and Scenes‬
‭If you are intending to audition for one of the following roles, please learn ONE of‬
‭the speeches/scenes of the character given in this document. Where necessary,‬
‭a reader will read lines of other characters (as indicated below in‬‭red‬‭).‬

‭●‬ ‭Lady Capulet‬

‭●‬ ‭Romeo‬

‭●‬ ‭Juliet‬

‭●‬ ‭Friar Lawrence‬

‭●‬ ‭Mercutio‬

‭●‬ ‭Nurse‬

‭●‬ ‭Benvolio (Both male and female actors are invited to audition for Benvolio)‬

‭Those auditioning for‬‭Paris or Tybalt‬‭must also present a maximum two minute‬

‭monologue of a Shakespeare text of their choice‬‭(Consider a speech that has‬

‭similar traits to the character you are auditioning for)‬‭as well as the scenes‬

‭indicated in this document.‬

‭If you are invited to give a General Audition, please learn and prepare one of the‬

‭speeches below listed as‬‭General Auditions.‬

‭A message from Glenn Hayden, the Director‬
‭Hello.  What I look for in actors is honesty. My only advice is that you bring‬

‭YOURSELF, your essense to the role and show me your interpretation of the‬

‭character.  I look for actors who are not just hard working, but who are good to‬

‭collaborate with and are good ensemble members.  The success of this‬

‭production will rely on the sense of Ensemble created.‬

‭Auditions should be fun, and I hope this one is fun for you.‬

‭Glenn Hayden‬



‭Juliet:‬‭Act 3, Scene 2‬

‭Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,‬

‭Towards Phoebus' lodging: such a waggoner‬

‭As Phaethon would whip you to the west,‬

‭And bring in cloudy night immediately.‬

‭Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night,‬

‭That runaway's eyes may wink and Romeo‬

‭Leap to these arms, untalk'd of and unseen.‬

‭Lovers can see to do their amorous rites‬

‭By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,‬

‭It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,‬

‭Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,‬

‭And learn me how to lose a winning match,‬

‭Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods.‬

‭Hood my unmann'd blood bating in my cheeks‬

‭With thy black mantle, till strange love grown bold‬

‭Think true love acted simple modesty.‬

‭Come, night, come, Romeo, come, thou day in night;‬

‭For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night‬

‭Whiter than new snow on a raven's back.‬

‭Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd night,‬

‭Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,‬

‭Take him and cut him out in little stars,‬

‭And he will make the face of heaven so fine‬

‭That all the world will be in love with night‬

‭And pay no worship to the garish sun.‬

‭O, I have bought the mansion of a love,‬

‭But not possess'd it, and, though I am sold,‬

‭Not yet enjoy'd: so tedious is this day‬



‭As is the night before some festival‬

‭To an impatient child that hath new robes‬

‭And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse,‬

‭And she brings news, and every tongue that speaks‬

‭But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence.‬



‭Romeo: Act 2, Scene 2‬

‭Romeo: 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.‬

‭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!‬

‭She speaks.‬

‭O, speak again, bright angel, for thou art‬



‭As glorious to this night, being o’er my head,‬

‭As is a wingèd messenger of heaven‬

‭Unto the white-upturnèd wond’ring eyes‬

‭Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him‬

‭When he bestrides the lazy puffing clouds‬

‭And sails upon the bosom of the air.‬



‭Lady Capulet (Lord Capulet in the original tex): Act 3, scene 5‬

‭Capulet:‬ ‭Soft, take me with you, take me with you.‬

‭How, will she none? Doth she not give thanks?‬

‭Is she not proud? Doth she not count her blessed,‬

‭Unworthy as she is, that I have wrought‬

‭So worthy a gentleman to be her bride?‬

‭JULIET: Not proud you have, but thankful that you have.‬
‭Proud can I never be of what I hate,‬
‭But thankful even for hate that is meant love.‬

‭Capulet: How, how, how, how? Chopped 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.‬

‭Out, you green-sickness carrion! Out, you baggage!‬

‭You tallow face!‬

‭Hang thee, young baggage, disobedient wretch!‬

‭I tell thee what: get thee to church o’ Thursday,‬

‭Or never after look me in the face.‬

‭Speak not; reply not; do not answer me.‬

‭My fingers itch.—We scarce thought us Blessed‬

‭That God had lent us but this only child,‬

‭But now I see this one is one too much,‬

‭And that we have a curse in having her.‬

‭Out on her, hilding.‬



‭Nurse: Act 1, Scene 3‬

‭NURSE:‬ ‭Even or odd, of all days in the year,‬

‭Come Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen.‬

‭Susan and she (God rest all Christian souls!)‬

‭Were of an age. Well, Susan is with God;‬

‭She was too good for me. But, as I said,‬

‭On Lammas Eve at night shall she be fourteen;‬

‭That shall she, marry; I remember it well.‬

‭'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years;‬

‭And she was weaned (I never shall forget it),‬

‭Of all the days of the year, upon that day;‬

‭For I had then laid wormwood to my dug,‬

‭Sitting in the sun under the dovehouse wall.‬

‭My lord and you were then at Mantua.‬

‭Nay, I do bear a brain. But, as I said,‬

‭When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple‬

‭Of my dug and felt it bitter, pretty fool,‬

‭To see it tetchy and fall out with the dug!‬

‭Shake, quoth the dovehouse! 'Twas no need, I trow,‬

‭To bid me trudge.‬

‭And since that time it is eleven years,‬

‭For then she could stand high-lone; nay, by th' rood,‬

‭She could have run and waddled all about;‬

‭For even the day before, she broke her brow;‬

‭And then my husband (God be with his soul!‬

‭'A was a merry man) took up the child.‬

‭'Yea,' quoth he, 'dost thou fall upon thy face?‬

‭Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more wit;‬



‭Wilt thou not, Jule?' and, by my holidam,‬

‭The pretty wretch left crying and said 'Ay.'‬

‭To see now how a jest shall come about!‬

‭I warrant, an I should live a thousand years‬

‭I never should forget it. 'Wilt thou not, Jule?' quoth he,‬

‭And, pretty fool, it stinted and said 'Ay.'‬



‭Friar Lawrence: Act 2, scene 3‬

‭ROMEO:‬ ‭Then plainly know my heart’s dear love is set‬

‭On the fair daughter of rich Capulet.‬

‭When and where and how‬

‭We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow‬

‭I’ll tell thee as we pass, but this I pray,‬

‭That thou consent to marry us today.‬

‭LAWRENCE: Holy Saint Francis, what a change is here!‬

‭Is Rosaline, that thou didst love so dear,‬

‭So soon forsaken? Young men’s love then lies‬

‭Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.‬

‭Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine‬

‭Hath washed thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline!‬

‭How much salt water thrown away in waste‬

‭To season love, that of it doth not taste!‬

‭The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears,‬

‭Thy old groans yet ringing in mine ancient ears.‬

‭Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit‬

‭Of an old tear that is not washed off yet.‬

‭If e’er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine,‬

‭Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline.‬

‭And art thou changed? Pronounce this sentence‬

‭Then:‬

‭Women may fall when there’s no strength in men.‬

‭ROMEO:‬ ‭Thou chid’st me oft for loving Rosaline.‬

‭LAWRENCE: For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.‬



‭ROMEO:‬ ‭And bad’st me bury love.‬

‭LAWRENCE: Not in a grave‬

‭To lay one in, another out to have.‬

‭ROMEO:‬ ‭I pray thee, chide me not. Her I love now‬

‭Doth grace for grace and love for love allow.‬

‭The other did not so.‬

‭LAWRENCE: O, she knew well‬

‭Thy love did read by wrote, that could not spell.‬

‭But come, young waverer, come, go with me.‬

‭In one respect I’ll thy assistant be,‬

‭For this alliance may so happy prove‬

‭To turn your households’ rancor to pure love.‬



‭Mercutio: Act 1, Scene 4‬

‭O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.‬

‭She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes‬

‭In shape no bigger than an agate-stone‬

‭On the fore-finger of an alderman,‬

‭Drawn with a team of little atomies‬

‭Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep;‬

‭Her wagon-spokes made of long spiders' legs,‬

‭The cover of the wings of grasshoppers,‬

‭The traces of the smallest spider's web,‬

‭The collars of the moonshine's watery beams,‬

‭Her whip of cricket's bone, the lash of film,‬

‭Her wagoner a small grey-coated gnat,‬

‭Not so big as a round little worm‬

‭Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid;‬

‭Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut‬

‭Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,‬

‭Time out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers.‬

‭And in this state she gallops night by night‬

‭Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love;‬

‭O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight,‬

‭O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees,‬

‭O'er ladies ' lips, who straight on kisses dream,‬

‭Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,‬

‭Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are:‬

‭Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,‬

‭And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;‬

‭And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail‬

‭Tickling a parson's nose as a' lies asleep,‬



‭Then dreams, he of another benefice:‬

‭Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,‬

‭And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,‬

‭Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,‬

‭Of healths five-fathom deep; and then anon‬

‭Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,‬

‭And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two‬

‭And sleeps again. This is that very Mab‬

‭That plats the manes of horses in the night,‬

‭And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs,‬

‭Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes:‬

‭This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,‬

‭That presses them and learns them first to bear,‬

‭Making them women of good carriage:‬

‭This is she—‬‭(he breaks down)‬



‭Mercutio in Act 2, Scene 4‬

‭More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, he is‬

‭the courageous captain of compliments. He fights as‬

‭you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and‬

‭proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, two, and‬

‭the third in your bosom: the very butcher of a silk‬

‭button, a duellist, a duellist; a gentleman of the‬

‭very first house, of the first and second cause:‬

‭ah, the immortal passado! the punto reverso! the hai!‬

‭The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting‬

‭fantasticoes; these new tuners of accents! ‘By Jesu,‬

‭a very good blade! a very tall man! a very good‬

‭whore!’ Why, is not this a lamentable thing,‬

‭grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted with‬

‭these strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these‬

‭perdona-mi’s, who stand so much on the new form,‬

‭that they cannot at ease on the old bench? O, their‬

‭bones, their bones!‬

‭Without his roe, like a dried herring: flesh, flesh,‬

‭how art thou fishified! Now is he for the numbers‬

‭that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his lady was but a‬

‭kitchen-wench; marry, she had a better love to‬

‭be-rhyme her; Dido a dowdy; Cleopatra a gypsy;‬

‭Helen and Hero hildings and harlots; Thisbe a grey‬

‭eye or so, but not to the purpose. Signior‬

‭Romeo, bon jour! there’s a French salutation‬

‭to your French slop. You gave us the counterfeit‬

‭fairly last night.‬



‭Friar Laurence in Act 4, Scene 1‬

‭Hold, then; go home, be merry, give consent‬

‭To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow:‬

‭To-morrow night look that thou lie alone;‬

‭Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber:‬

‭Take thou this vial, being then in bed,‬

‭And this distilled liquor drink thou off;‬

‭When presently through all thy veins shall run‬

‭A cold and drowsy humour, for no pulse‬

‭Shall keep his native progress, but surcease:‬

‭No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou livest;‬

‭The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade‬

‭To paly ashes, thy eyes’ windows fall,‬

‭Like death, when he shuts up the day of life;‬

‭Each part, deprived of supple government,‬

‭Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like death:‬

‭And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death‬

‭Thou shalt continue two and forty hours,‬

‭And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.‬

‭Now, when the bridegroom in the morning comes‬

‭To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead:‬

‭Then, as the manner of our country is,‬

‭In thy best robes uncover’d on the bier‬

‭Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault‬

‭Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.‬

‭In the mean time, against thou shalt awake,‬

‭Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift,‬

‭And hither shall he come: and he and I‬



‭Will watch thy waking, and that very night‬

‭Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.‬

‭And this shall free thee from this present shame;‬

‭If no inconstant toy, nor womanish fear,‬

‭Abate thy valour in the acting it.‬



‭Paris: Act 4, Scene 1‬

‭Friar Laurence.‬ ‭You say you do not know the lady's mind:‬

‭Uneven is the course, I like it not.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death,‬

‭And therefore have I little talk'd of love;‬

‭For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.‬

‭Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous‬

‭That she doth give her sorrow so much sway,‬

‭And in his wisdom hastes our marriage,‬

‭To stop the inundation of her tears;‬

‭Which, too much minded by herself alone,‬

‭May be put from her by society:‬

‭Now do you know the reason of this haste.‬

‭[Enter JULIET]‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Happily met, my lady and my wife!‬

‭Juliet.‬ ‭That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭That may be must be, love, on Thursday next.‬

‭Friar Laurence.‬ ‭That's a certain text.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Come you to make confession to this father?‬

‭Juliet.‬ ‭To answer that, I should confess to you.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Do not deny to him that you love me.‬

‭Juliet.‬ ‭I will confess to you that I love him.‬



‭Paris.‬ ‭So will ye, I am sure, that you love me.‬

‭Juliet.‬ ‭If I do so, it will be of more price,‬

‭Being spoke behind your back, than to your face.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Poor soul, thy face is much abused with tears.‬

‭Juliet.‬ ‭The tears have got small victory by that;‬

‭For it was bad enough before their spite.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with that report.‬

‭Juliet.‬ ‭That is no slander, sir, which is a truth;‬

‭And what I spake, I spake it to my face.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander'd it.‬

‭Friar Laurence.‬ ‭My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now.‬

‭My lord, we must entreat the time alone.‬

‭Paris.‬ ‭God shield I should disturb devotion!‬

‭Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse ye:‬

‭Till then, adieu; and keep this holy kiss.‬



‭Tybalt:  Act one, scene five‬

‭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.‬

‭Capulet.‬ ‭Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore storm you so?‬

‭Tybalt.‬ ‭Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe,‬

‭A villain that is hither come in spite,‬

‭To scorn at our solemnity this night.‬

‭Capulet.‬ ‭Young Romeo is it?‬

‭Tybalt.‬ ‭'Tis he, that villain Romeo.‬

‭Capulet.‬ ‭Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone;‬

‭I would not for the wealth of all the town‬

‭Here in my house do him disparagement.‬

‭Therefore be patient, take no note of him.‬

‭Tybalt.‬ ‭It fits, when such a villain is a guest:‬

‭I'll not endure him.‬

‭Capulet.‬ ‭He shall be endured:‬

‭What, goodman boy! I say, he shall: go to;‬

‭Am I the master here, or you? go to.‬

‭Tybalt.‬ ‭Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.‬



‭Capulet.‬ ‭Go to, go to;‬

‭You are a saucy boy: is't so, indeed?‬

‭He Exits‬

‭Tybalt.‬ ‭Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting‬

‭Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting.‬

‭I will withdraw: but this intrusion shall‬

‭Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall.‬



‭Benvolio: Act one, Scene one‬

‭Benvolio:‬ ‭Good-morrow, cousin.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Is the day so young?‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭But new struck nine.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Ay me! sad hours seem long.‬

‭Was that my father that went hence so fast?‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭It was. What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours?‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Not having that, which, having, makes them short.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭In love?‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Out—‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Of love?‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Out of her favour, where I am in love.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Alas, that love, so gentle in his view,‬

‭Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof!‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Dost thou not laugh?‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭No, coz, I rather weep.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Good heart, at what?‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭At thy good heart's oppression.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Farewell, my coz.‬



‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Tell me in sadness, who is that you love.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭What, shall I groan and tell thee?‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Groan! why, no.‬

‭But sadly tell me who.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭I aim'd so near, when I supposed you loved.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭A right good mark-man! And she's fair I love.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Well, in that hit you miss: she'll not be hit‬

‭With Cupid's arrow; she hath Dian's wit.‬

‭O, she is rich in beauty, only poor,‬

‭That when she dies with beauty dies her store.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste?‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste,‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Be ruled by me, forget to think of her.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭O, teach me how I should forget to think.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭By giving liberty unto thine eyes;‬

‭Examine other beauties.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭Farewell: thou canst not teach me to forget.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Tut, man, one fire burns out another's burning,‬



‭One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish;‬

‭Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning;‬

‭One desperate grief cures with another's languish:‬

‭Take thou some new infection to thy eye,‬

‭And the rank poison of the old will die.‬

‭At the ancient feast of Capulet's‬

‭Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lovest,‬

‭With all the admired beauties of Verona:‬

‭Go thither; and, with unattainted eye,‬

‭Compare her face with some that I shall show,‬

‭And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.‬

‭Romeo.‬ ‭One fairer than my love! the all-seeing sun‬

‭Ne'er saw her match since first the world begun.‬

‭Benvolio.‬ ‭Tut, you saw her fair, none else being by,‬

‭Herself poised with herself in either eye:‬

‭But in that crystal scales let there be weigh'd‬

‭Your lady's love against some other maid‬

‭That I will show you shining at this feast,‬

‭And she shall scant show well that now shows best.‬



‭GENERAL AUDITIONS‬
‭A Midsummer Night’s Dream.‬‭Act 1, Scene 1‬

‭Helena‬‭: How happy some o'er other some can be!‬

‭Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.‬

‭But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;‬

‭He will not know what all but he do know:‬

‭And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes,‬

‭So I, admiring of his qualities:‬

‭Things base and vile, folding no quantity,‬

‭Love can transpose to form and dignity:‬

‭Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind;‬

‭And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind:‬

‭Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste;‬

‭Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste:‬

‭And therefore is Love said to be a child,‬

‭Because in choice he is so oft beguiled.‬

‭As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,‬

‭So the boy Love is perjured every where:‬

‭For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,‬

‭He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine;‬

‭And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,‬

‭So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt.‬

‭I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight:‬

‭Then to the wood will he to-morrow night‬

‭Pursue her; and for this intelligence‬

‭If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:‬

‭But herein mean I to enrich my pain,‬

‭To have his sight thither and back again.‬



‭Much Ado About Nothing: Act 2 Scene 3‬
‭Benedick‬‭: I do much wonder that one man, seeing how much‬

‭another man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviors‬

‭to love, will, after he hath laughed at such‬

‭shallow follies in others, become the argument of‬

‭his own scorn by falling in love—and such a man is‬

‭Claudio. I have known when there was no music‬

‭with him but the drum and the fife, and now had he‬

‭rather hear the tabor and the pipe; I have known‬

‭when he would have walked ten mile afoot to see a‬

‭good armor, and now will he lie ten nights awake‬

‭carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont‬

‭to speak plain and to the purpose, like an honest‬

‭man and a soldier, and now is he turned orthography;‬

‭his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so‬

‭many strange dishes. May I be so converted and see‬

‭with these eyes? I cannot tell; I think not. I will not‬

‭be sworn but love may transform me to an oyster,‬

‭but I’ll take my oath on it, till he have made an‬

‭oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool.‬

‭One woman is fair, yet I am well; another is wise, yet‬

‭I am well; another virtuous, yet I am well; but till all‬

‭graces be in one woman, one woman shall not‬

‭come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that’s certain;‬

‭wise, or I’ll none; virtuous, or I’ll never cheapen‬

‭her; fair, or I’ll never look on her; mild, or come not‬

‭near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good‬

‭discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair shall‬

‭be of what color it please God. Ha! The Prince and‬

‭Monsieur Love! I will hide me in the arbor.‬


