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BATTLE OF THE BARDS 2024

SHAKESPEARE4ALL
AUDITION SCRIPTS

Audition Video Guidelines 3§58 48155|

1. Please submit a short video in English of approximately 5 minutes maximum, including a short
introduction of yourself in English, the character you are playing, the piece you have chosen, why
you would like to join the Battle of the Bards, and then the audition piece.
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2. The selections offer a variety of pieces and students may select any monologue regardless of
gender. Choose a script that will best showcase your abilities, and adapt your script according to
your abilities. Please inform Shakespeare4All through email battleofthebards.s4a@gmail.com if
you need help with adaptation.
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3. Please send your video to battleofthebards.s4a@gmail.com in either .MP4 or .MOV format on or
before 31st March 2024.
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4. Please indicate the contestant's name, age and competition applying in your email.
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5. Announcement of Finalists 5th April 2024. If selected to compete in the finals, there will be
feedback given from the judges.
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Monologues Battle Script for Group M3 (15-18 years old)
THEATRE PIECE: King Lear

1 Character: KING LEAR (Act 3 Scene 2)

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks!
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,

Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
Smite flat the thick rotundity o' the world!

Crack nature's moulds, an germens spill at once,

That make ingrateful man!

Rumble thy bellyful! Spit, fire! Spout, rain!

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire are my daughters.
| tax not you, you elements, with unkindness.

| never gave you kingdom, called you children.
You owe me no subscription. Why then, let fall
Your horrible pleasure. Here | stand, your slave—
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man.
But yet | call you servile ministers,

That will with two pernicious daughters joined
Your high engendered battles 'gainst a head
So old and white as this. Oh, ho! 'Tis foul.
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2 Character: EDGAR (Act 2 Scene 3)

| heard myself proclaim'd,

And by the happy hollow of a tree

Escap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place

That guard and most unusual vigilance

Does not attend my taking. Whiles | may scape,

| will preserve myself; and am bethought

To take the basest and most poorest shape
That ever penury, in contempt of man,

Brought near to beast. My face I'll grime with filth,
Blanket my loins, elf all my hair in knots,

And with presented nakedness outface

The winds and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,
Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary;
And with this horrible object, from low farms,
Poor pelting villages, sheepcotes, and mills,
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers,
Enforce their charity. 'Poor Turlygod! Poor Tom!'
That's something yet! Edgar | nothing am.
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THEATRE PIECE: Hamlet

3 Character: POLONIUS (Act 1 Scene 3)

Yet here, Laertes? Aboard, aboard, for shame!

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail,

And you are stay'd for. There- my blessing with thee!
And these few precepts in thy memory

Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar:

Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,
Grapple them unto thy soul with hoops of steel;
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel; but being in,

Bear't that th' opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice;

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment.
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,

But not express'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy;

For the apparel oft proclaims the man,

And they in France of the best rank and station
Are most select and generous, chief in that.
Neither a borrower nor a lender be;

For loan oft loses both itself and friend,

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

This above all- to thine own self be true,

And it must follow, as the night the day,

Thou canst not then be false to any man.

Farewell. My blessing season this in thee!
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THEATRE PIECE: Much Ado About Nothing

4 Character: BEATRICE (Act 4 Scene 1)

Kill Claudio! You kill me to deny it. Farewell.

I am gone, though | am here: there is no love in you: nay, | pray you, let me go.
In faith, | will go. You dare easier be friends with me than fight with my enemy.

Is Claudio not approved in the height a villain, that

hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman?

O that I were a man! What, bear her in hand until they

come to take hands; and then, with public

accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,

—O God, that | were a man! | would eat his heart in the market-place.
O that | were a man for his sake! or that |

had any friend would be a man for my sake! But

manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into

compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and

trim ones too: he is now as valiant as Hercules

that only tells a lie and swears it. | cannot be a

man with wishing, therefore | will die a woman with grieving.
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5 Character: BENEDICK (Act 2 Scene 3)

This can be no trick: the conference was sadly borne. They have the
truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity the lady:
it seems her affections have their full bent.

Love me! Why, it must be requited. | hear how | am censured: they
say | will bear myself proudly, if | perceive the love come from her;
they say too that she will rather die than give any sign of affection. |
did never think to marry: | must not seem proud: happy are they that
hear their detractions and can put them to mending.

They say the lady is fair; 'tis a truth, | can bear them witness; and
virtuous; 'tis so, | cannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving me;

by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of her
folly, for I will be horribly in love with her.

I may chance have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on
me, because | have railed so long against marriage:

but doth not the appetite alter? A man loves the meat in his youth
that he cannot endure in his age.

Shall quips and sentences and these paper bullets of the brain awe a
man from the career of his humour? No, the world must be peopled.
When | said | would die a bachelor, | did not think I should live till |
were married.

Here comes Beatrice. By this day! She's a fair lady: | do spy some
marks of love in her.
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THEATRE PIECE: Antony and Cleopatra

6 Character: Cleopatra (Act 5 Scene 2)

Give me my robe, put on my crown; | have
Immortal longings in me: now no more

The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip:
Yare, yare, good Iras; quick. Methinks | hear
Antony call; | see him rouse himself

To praise my noble act; | hear him mock

The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men
To excuse their after wrath: husband, | come:
Now to that name my courage prove my title!
I am fire and air; my other elements

| give to baser life. So; have you done?

Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips.
Farewell, kind Charmian; Iras, long farewell.
[Kisses them. IRAS falls and dies]

Have | the aspic in my lips? Dost fall?

If thou and nature can so gently part,

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch,
Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie still?
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world

It is not worth leave-taking.
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THEATRE PIECE: JULIUS CAESAR

7 Character: ANTONY (Act 3 Scene 2)

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;
| come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.

The evil that men do lives after them;

The good is oft interred with their bones;

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus

Hath told you Caesar was ambitious:

If it were so, it was a grievous fault,

And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it.

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest—

For Brutus is an honourable man;

So are they all, all honourable men—

Come | to speak in Caesar's funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and just to me:

But Brutus says he was ambitious;

And Brutus is an honourable man.

He hath brought many captives home to Rome
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill:

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept:
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;

And Brutus is an honourable man.

You all did see that on the Lupercal

| thrice presented him a kingly crown,

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition?
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;

And, sure, he is an honourable man.

| speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,

But here | am to speak what | do know.

You all did love him once, not without cause:
What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him?
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason. Bear with me;
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,
And | must pause till it come back to me.
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THEATRE PIECE: MACBETH

8 Character: LADY MACBETH (Act 5 Scene 1)

Yet here's a spot.

Out, damned spot! out, | 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!
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