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comicandonetragicspeech.So,amaleactormightpickHamletandDirtyLinen(OR)

HenryIVandGlassMenagerie.

2.Theparticipantswillbeevaluatedonclarityofutterance,emotion,stance,etc.

3.Extrapointswillbeawardedforthosewhodonotlookintothescript,butthose

withascriptwillnotbedisqualified.
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6.Preliminaryauditionsarecompulsory.ContactMs.IswaryaV,StaffCo-ordinator

between9-11October(1-2p.m.)forfurtherdetails.

Contact:IswaryaV(9791121987)



AuditionMonologues

ForMaleActors

SET-A

Classical-Tragic:HamletbyWilliam Shakespeare

Contemporary-Comic:DirtyLinenbyTom Stoppard

(OR)

SET-B

Classical-Comic:HenryIV,partIbyWilliam Shakespeare

Contemporary-Tragic:TheGlassMenageriebyTennesseeWilliams

SET-A

1.Context:Hamlethasbeencontemplatingsuicidebecausehedoesnotknow

whethertotrusttheghostofhisfatherthatappearedbeforehim andaskedhim to

avengehisdeath.Ashekeepsdebatingwithhimself,hisloveOpheliawalksin.

HAMLET

Tobe,ornottobe:thatisthequestion:

Whether'tisnoblerinthemindtosuffer

Theslingsandarrowsofoutrageousfortune,

Ortotakearmsagainstaseaoftroubles,

Andbyopposingendthem?Todie:tosleep;

Nomore;andbyasleeptosayweend

Theheartacheandthethousandnaturalshocks

Thatfleshisheirto,'tisaconsummation

Devoutlytobewish'd.Todie,tosleep;

Tosleep:perchancetodream:ay,there'stherub;

Forinthatsleepofdeathwhatdreamsmaycome

Whenwehaveshuffl’doffthismortalcoil,

Mustgiveuspause:there'stherespect

Thatmakescalamityofsolonglife;

Forwhowouldbearthewhipsandscornsoftime,

Theoppressor'swrong,theproudman'scontumely,

Thepangsofdespis’dlove,thelaw'sdelay,

Theinsolenceofofficeandthespurns

Thatpatientmeritoftheunworthytakes,

Whenhehimselfmighthisquietusmake

Withabarebodkin?Whowouldfardelsbear,

Togruntandsweatunderawearylife,

Butthatthedreadofsomethingafterdeath,



Theundiscover'dcountryfrom whosebourn

Notravellerreturns,puzzlesthewill

Andmakesusratherbearthoseillswehave

Thanflytoothersthatweknownotof?

Thusconsciencedoesmakecowardsofusall;

Andthusthenativehueofresolution

Issickliedo'erwiththepalecastofthought,

Andenterprisesofgreatpithandmoment

Withthisregardtheircurrentsturnawry,

Andlosethenameofaction.—Softyounow!

ThefairOphelia!Nymph,inthyorisons

Beallmysinsremember'd.

2.Context:McTeazle,aBritishMP,hasbeencarryingonascandalousaffairwiththe

officesecretaryMaddieandnowhastoadvisehertokeepmum aboutitbecause

beingexposedcancausehim amajorpublicembarrassment.

(TheitalicizedwordscorrespondtoCOCKLEBURY-SMYTHE'smomentary

reappearances,inthefirstcasetotakeabowlerhatoffthehatstandandinthe

secondcasetochangehatsbecausehehastakenoutMCTEAZLE’shatthefirst

time.)

MCTEAZLE.

Maddie-ningthewayoneiskeptwaitingforoursisaverytrickyposition,mydear.In

normaltimesonecancountonchapsbeingquitesympathetictothesightofa

MemberofParliamenthavingdinnerwithalonelyyoungwomaninsomeout-of-the-

waynook-itcouldbeacaseofconstituencybusiness,they'renotnecessarilyscrew-

oo-oogeis,Ithinkyou'llfind,notin'DavidCopperfield'atall,stilllessin'TheOld

CuriositySho'-ckingthoughitis,thesightofaMemberofParliamenthavingsome

out-of-the-waynookiewithalovelyyoungwomanmightwellbeacaseofgenuine

lovematchdestinedtotakerootandpassthroughevermorerespectable

stages—thefirstshytentativedinnerpartyinabasementflatinPembridgeCrescent

forafewtrustedfriends—CaxtonHall—andarealfriendshipwiththe

stepchildren—peoplearenormallyinclinedtogiveonethebenefitofdoubt.Butthe

tragedyis,asourluckwouldhaveit,thatourgemlikelovewhichburnssotrueand

pureandhasbroughtsuchagoldenlightintoourlives,couldwellbecomeconfused

withanetworkofgrubbyaffairsbetweenmenwhoshouldknowbetterandabitof

flufffrom thefilingdepartment—soIsuggest,mydarling,ifanyoneweretoenquire

whereyoumayormaynothavespentFridayorindeedSaturdaylunchtimeor

Sundayteatime,forgettheCharingCross,theCoqd’OrandtheGoldenOx.

SET-B

3.Context:Teasedfordrinkingtoomuch,theboastfulFalstaffgoesintoalong



speechontheexcellentvirtuesofdrinking“sack,”astrongwine.Justthen,

LANCASTERhasbidhim acurtfarewell.

FALSTAFF:

Goodfaith,thissameyoungsober-bloodedboydothnotloveme,noramancannot

makehim laugh.Butthat'snomarvel,hedrinksnowine.There'snevernoneofthese

demureboyscometoanyproof,forthindrinkdothsoovercooltheirblood,and

makingmanyfish-meals,thattheyfallintoakindofmalegreen-sickness,andthen,

whentheymarry,theygetwenches.Theyaregenerallyfoolsandcowards,which

someofusshouldbetoo,butforinflammation.Agoodsherris-sackhathatwofold

operationinit.Itascendsmeintothebrain,driesmethereallthefoolishanddull

andcrudyvapourswhichenvironit,makesitapprehensive,quick,forgetive,fullof

nimble,fiery,anddelectableshapes,which,deliveredo'ertothevoice,thetongue,

whichisthebirth,becomesexcellentwit.Thesecondpropertyofyourexcellent

sherrisisthewarmingoftheblood,which,beforecoldandsettled,lefttheliverwhite

andpale,whichisthebadgeofpusillanimityandcowardice.Butthesherriswarmsit

andmakesitcoursefrom theinwardstothepartsextremes.Itillumineththeface,

whichasabeacongiveswarningtoalltherestofthislittlekingdom,man,toarm,

andthenthevitalcommonersandinlandpettyspiritsmustermealltotheircaptain,

theheart,who,greatandpuffedupwiththisretinue,dothanydeedofcourage,and

thisvalourcomesofsherris.Sothatskillintheweaponisnothingwithoutsack,for

thatsetsita-work,andlearningamerehoardofgoldkeptbyadevil,tillsack

commencesitandsetsitinactanduse.HereofcomesitthatPrinceHarryisvaliant,

forthecoldbloodhedidnaturallyinheritofhisfather,hehath,likelean,sterile,and

bareland,manured,husbanded,andtilledwithexcellentendeavourofdrinkinggood

andgoodstoreoffertilesherris,thatheisbecomeveryhotandvaliant.IfIhada

thousandsons,thefirsthumaneprincipleIwouldteachthem shouldbetoforswear

thinpotationsandtoaddictthemselvestosack.

4.Context:Tom Wingfieldhasbeenworkinginaboringfactoryjobforthesakeof

hisfamily,whileheactuallywantstobeawriter.Hisnaggingmotherkeeps

complainingthatheselfishlygoesouttowatchmovieseverynightandmight

abandontheirfamilyonedayashisfatherhadalreadydone.

Tom:WhatdoyouthinkI’m at?Aren’tIsupposedtohaveanypatiencetoreachthe

endof,Mother?YouthinkI’m crazyaboutthewarehouse?YouthinkI’m inlovewith

theContinentalShoemakers?YouthinkIwanttospendfifty-fiveyearsdowntherein

thatCelotexinterior?Withfluorescenttubes?Look!I’drathersomebodypickedupa

crowbarandbatteredoutmybrainsthangobackmornings.ButIgo.Forsixtyfive

dollarsamonthIgiveupallthatIdream ofdoingandbeingever!Andyousayself-

self’sallIeverthinkof.Whylisten,ifselfiswhatIthoughtofMother,I’dbewhere

(pointingatthefather’spicture)heis,GONE!

I’m goingtothemovies!I’m goingtoopium dens,yes,opium dens,Mother.I’ve

joinedtheHoganGang,I’m ahiredassassin;Icarryatommyguninaviolincase.I



runastringofcathousesintheValley.TheycallmeKiller,KillerWingfield.I’m

leadingadoublelife:asimple,honestwarehouseworkerbyday,bynight,adynamic

czaroftheunderworld,Mother.OnoccasiontheycallmeElDiablo.

Oh,Icouldtellyoumanythingstomakeyousleepless.Myenemiesplantodynamite

thisplace.They’regoingtoblowusallskyhighsomenight.I’llbeglad,veryhappy,

andsowillyou!You’llgoup,uponabroomstick,overBlueMountainwithseventeen

gentlemancallers.Youugly,babblingoldwitch…

ForFemaleActors

SET-A

Classical-Comic:AsYouLikeItbyWilliam Shakespeare

Contemporary-Tragic:Silence!TheCourtIsInSession!byVijayTendulkar

(OR)

SET-B

Contemporary-Comic:WhileTheAutoWaitsbyO.Henry/WalterWykes

Classical-Tragic:AntigonebySophocles

SET-A

1.Context:TheshepherdSilviushasbeenwooingthevillage-maidPhebe,whoin

turnhasbeenrejectinghisadvancesbecauseshehassetherheartontheyoung

manGanymede.Unfortunatelyforher,Ganymedeisnotarealmanbutonlythe

sharp-tonguedheroineRosalindindisguise.ShetriestoputsenseintoPhebe’shead

withoutrevealingherselfasawoman.

ROSALIND

Andwhy,Iprayyou?Whomightbeyourmother,

Thatyouinsult,exult,andallatonce,

Overthewretched?Whatthoughyouhavenobeauty,—

As,bymyfaith,Iseenomoreinyou

Thanwithoutcandlemaygodarktobed—

Mustyoubethereforeproudandpitiless?

Why,whatmeansthis?Whydoyoulookonme?

Iseenomoreinyouthanintheordinary

Ofnature'ssale-work.'Od'smylittlelife,

Ithinkshemeanstotanglemyeyestoo!

No,faith,proudmistress,hopenotafterit:

'Tisnotyourinkybrows,yourblacksilkhair,

Yourbugleeyeballs,noryourcheekofcream,

Thatcanentamemyspiritstoyourworship.

Youfoolishshepherd,whereforedoyoufollowher,



Likefoggysouthpuffingwithwindandrain?

Youareathousandtimesapropererman

Thansheawoman:'tissuchfoolsasyou

Thatmakestheworldfullofill-favour'dchildren:

'Tisnotherglass,butyou,thatflattersher;

Andoutofyousheseesherselfmoreproper

Thananyofherlineamentscanshowher.

But,mistress,knowyourself:downonyourknees,

Andthankheaven,fasting,foragoodman'slove:

ForImusttellyoufriendlyinyourear,

Sellwhenyoucan:youarenotforallmarkets:

Crythemanmercy;lovehim;takehisoffer:

Foulismostfoul,beingfoultobeascoffer.

Sotakehertothee,shepherd:fareyouwell.

2.Context:Ms.Benareisstuckinsideacourtroom asamock-trialthatfirststarted

asagamehasbecomeserious,withchargesmountedagainstherrelatingtoher

real-lifeconduct.Asaschoolteacherwhohashadanaffairwithamarriedman,they

callherimmoralandunfittoteach,demandingthatherpregnancymustbe

terminated.

BENARE

Yes,Ihavealottosay.[Stretchestoloosenherarms].Forsomanyyears,Ihaven’t

saidaword.Chancescame,andchanceswent.Stormsragedoneafteranother

aboutmythroat.Andtherewasawaillikedeathinmyheart.ButeachtimeIshutmy

lipstight.Ithought,noonewillunderstand.Noonecanunderstand!Whengreat

wavesofwordscameandbeatagainstmylips,howstupideveryonearoundme,

howchildish,howsillytheyallseemed.EventhemanIcallmyown.Ithought,I

shouldjustlaughandlaughtillIburst.Atallofthem...that’sall—justlaughandlaugh!

AndIusedtocrymygutsout.Iusedtowishmyheartwouldbreak!Mylifewasa

burdentome.[Heavingagreatsigh]Butwhenyoucan’tloseit,yourealisethevalue

ofit.Yourealisethevalueofliving.Youseewhathappinessmeans.Hownew,how

wonderfuleverymomentis!Evenyouseem newtoyourself.Thesky,birds,clouds,

thebranchofadried-uptreethatgentlybendsin,thecurtainmovingatthewindow,

thesilenceallaround—allsortsofdistant,littlenoises,eventhestrongsmellof

medicinesinahospital,eventhatseemsfulltoburstingwithlife.Lifeseemstosing

foryou!There’sgreatjoyinasuicidethat’sfailed.It’sgreatereventhanthepainof

living.[Heavesadeepsigh]Throwyourlifeaway–andyourealisetheluckofhaving

it.Guarditdearerthanlife–anditonlyseemsfittothrowaway.Funny,isn’tit?Look

afterit.Andyoufeellikethrowingitaway.Throwitaway–andyou’reblissfully

happyit’ssaved!Nothingsatisfies.Thesamething,againandagain.[Inaclassroom

manner]Lifeislikethis.Lifeissoandso.Lifeissuchandsuch.Lifeisabookthat

goesrippingintopieces.Lifeisapoisonoussnakethatbitesitself.Lifeisabetrayal.

Lifeisafraud.Lifeisadrug.Lifeisadrudgery.Lifeisasomethingthat’snothing—or



anothingthat’ssomething.[Suddenlystrikingacourtroom attitude]Milord,lifeisa

verydreadfulthing.Lifemustbehanged.Najeevanjeevanamarhati.‘Lifeisnot

worthyoflife.’Holdanenquiryagainstlife.Sackitfrom itsjob!Butwhy?Why?WasI

slackinmywork?Ijustputmywholelifeintoworkingwiththechildren...Ilovedit!I

taughtthem well!Iknewthatlifewasnostraightforwardthing.Peoplecanbeso

cruel.Evenyourownfleshandblooddon’twanttounderstandyou.Onlyonethingin

lifeisall-important—thebody!Youmaydenyit,butitistrue.Emotionissomething

peopletalkaboutwithsentiment.Itwasobvioustome.Iwaslivingthroughit.Itwas

burningthroughme.But—doyouknow?—Ididnotteachanyofthistothosetender

youngsouls.Iswallowedthatpoison,butdidn’tevenletadropofittouchthem!I

taughtthem beauty.Itaughtthem purity.Icriedinsideandmadethem laugh.Iwas

crackingupwithdespair,andItaughtthem hope.Forwhatsinaretheyrobbingme

ofmyjob,myonlycomfort!Myprivatelifeismyownbusiness.I’lldecidewhattodo

withmyself;Everyoneshouldbeableto!Thatcan’tbeanyoneelse’sbusiness;

understand?Everyonehasabent,amanner,anaim inlife.What’severyoneelseto

dowiththese?[Atonce,inthelight,playfulmoodshehasinschool.]Hush!Quiet

there!Silence!Whatanoise![Comesoutofthewitnessboxandwandersasifin

class.]Sitstillasstatue![She’slookingateachfigurefrozenstill.]Poorthings!

Children,whoareallthese?[Lightilluminateseachfaceonebyone.Theylook

fearsome,silent,ghostlike.]Thesearethemortalremainsofsomeculturedmenof

thetwentiethcentury.Seetheirfaces—howferocioustheylook!Theirlipsarefullof

lovelyworn-outphrases.Andtheirbelliesarefullofunsatisfieddesires.

[Soundofthehourlybellattheschool.Adistantnoiseofchildrenchattering.Fora

moment,sheissilentandconcentratesonthesound.Shelosesherselfinit.The

soundthenrecedesandisheardnomore.Silence.Lookingaroundherasifsheis

walkingup,sheissuddenlyterrifiedofthesilence.]No,no!Don’tleavemealone!I’m

scaredofthem.[Terrified,shehidesherfaceandtrembles.]It’strue,Ididcommita

sin.Iwasinlovewithmymother’sbrother.But,inourstricthouse,intheprimeofmy

unfoldingyouth,hewastheonewhocameclosetome.Hepraisedmybloom every

day.Hegavemelove...HowwasItoknowthatifyoufeltlikebreakingyourselfinto

bitsandmeltingintoonewithsomeone—ifyoufeltthatjustbeingwithhim gavea

wholemeaningtolife—andifhewasyouruncle,itwasasin!Why,Iwashardly

fourteen!Ididn’tevenknowwhatasinwas—Iswearbymymother,Ididn’t![She

sobsloudlylikealittlegirl.]Iinsistedonmarriage.SoIcouldlivemybeautifullovely

dream openly.Likeeveryoneelse!Butallofthem—mymothertoo—wereagainstit.

Andmybravemanturnedtailandran.Sucharage—Ifeltsucharageagainstthem—I

feltlikesmashinghisfaceinpublicandspittingonit!ButIwasignorant.Instead,I

threwmyselfoffaparapetwallofourhouse—toembracedeath.ButIdidn’tdie.My

bodydidn’tdie!Ifeltasiffeelingsweredead—buttheyhadn’tdiedeitherthen.Again,

Ifellinlove.Asagrownwoman.Ithrewallmyheartintoit;Ithought,thiswillbe

different.Thisloveisintelligent.Itisloveforanunusualintellect.Itisn’tloveat

all—it’sworship!Butitwasthesamemistake.Iofferedupmybodyonthealtarof

myworship.Anintellectualgodtooktheoffering—andwenthisway.Hedidn’twant

mymind,ormydevotion—hedidn’tcareaboutthem![Feebly.]Hewasn’tagod.He



wasaman.Forwhom everythingwasofthebody,forthebody!That’sall!Again,the

body![Screaming.]Thisbodyisatraitor![Sheiswrithingwithpain.]Idespisethis

body—andIloveit!Ihateit—but—it’sallyouhave,intheend,isn’tit?Itwillbethere.It

willbeyours.Wherewillitgowithoutyou?Andwherewillyougoifyourejectit?

Don’tbeungrateful.Itwasyourbodythatonceburntandgaveyouamomentso

beautiful,soblissful,soneartoheaven!Haveyouforgotten?Ittookyouhigh,high,

highaboveyourselfintoaplacelikeparadise.Willyoudenyit?Andnowitcarries

withinitthewitnessofthattime—atenderlittlebud—ofwhatwillbelisping,laughing,

dancinglittlelife—myson—mywholeexistence!Iwantmybodynowforhim—forhim

alone.[Shutshereyesandmuttersinmortalpain.]Hemusthaveamother...afather

tocallhisown—ahouse—tobelookedafter—hemusthaveagoodname!

SET-B

3.Context:Ayounghigh-societywomanwhoisapparentlytiredofhermonotonous

richcirclehasbeen‘people-watching’atapublicparkwhenayoungmandares

complimentheronfamiliarterms,callinghera“honeysuckle.”

GIRL

Iwillexcusetheremarkyouhavejustmadebecausethemistakewas,doubtless,not

anunnaturalone—inyourcircle.Iaskedyoutositdown;iftheinvitationmust

constitutemeyourhoneysuckle,consideritwithdrawn.Now,tellmeaboutthese

peoplepassingandcrowding,eachway,alongthesepaths.Wherearetheygoing?

Whydotheyhurryso?Aretheyhappy?Howfascinatingtheyseem tome—rushing

aboutwiththeirpettylittledreamsandtheircommonworries!Icomeheretosit

becausehere,only,canIbenearthegreat,common,throbbingheartofhumanity.

Mypartinlifeiscastwhereitsbeatingisneverfelt.CanyousurmisewhyIspoketo

you,Mr.Parkenstacker?Itissimplyimpossibletokeepone'snameoutofthepapers.

Orevenone'sportrait.Thisveilandthishat—mymaid’s,ofcourse—aremyonly

protection.Theyfurnishmewithanincog.Youshouldhaveseenthechauffeur

staringwhenhethoughtIdidnotsee.Candidly,therearefiveorsixnamesthat

belongintheholyofholies,andmine,bytheaccidentofbirth,isoneofthem.Ispoke

toyou,Mr.Stackenpot,becauseIwantedtotalk,foronce,withanaturalman—areal

man—oneunspoiledbythedespicableglossofwealthandsupposedsocial

superiority.Oh!YouhavenoideahowwearyIam ofit—money,money,money!And

ofthemenwhosurroundme,dancinglikelittlemarionettesallcutfrom thesame

pattern.Iam sickofpleasure,ofjewels,oftravel,ofsociety,ofluxuriesofallkinds!A

competenceistobedesired,certainly.Butwhenyouhavesomanymillionsthat—!

[Sheconcludesthesentencewithagestureofdespair.]Itisthemonotonyofitthat

palls.Drives,dinners,theatres,balls,suppers,balls,dinners,moreballs,followedof

coursebydinnersandsuppers,withthegildingofsuperfluouswealthoveritall.

Sometimestheverytinkleoftheiceinmychampagneglassnearlydrivesmemad.

Youmustunderstandthatweofthenon-usefulclassdependforouramusement

upondeparturefrom precedent.Justnowitisafadtoputiceinchampagne.The



ideawasoriginatedbyavisitingPrinceofTartarywhilediningattheWaldorf.Itwill

soongivewaytosomeotherwhim.Justas,atadinnerpartythisweekonMadison

Avenue,agreenkidglovewaslaidbytheplateofeachguesttobeputonandused

whileeatingolives.Thesespecialdiversionsoftheinnercircledonotbecome

familiartothecommonpublic,ofcourse.Wearedrawntothatwhichwedonot

understand.Formypart,IhavealwaysthoughtthatifIshouldeverloveamanit

wouldbeoneoflowlystation.Onewhoisaworkerandnotadrone.But,doubtless,

theclaimsofcasteandwealthwillprovestrongerthanmyinclination.JustnowIam

besiegedbytwosuitors.OneisGrandDukeofaGermanprincipality.Ithinkhehas,

orhashad,awife,somewhere,drivenmadbyhisintemperanceandcruelty.The

otherisanEnglishMarquis,socoldandmercenarythatIprefereventhediabolical

natureoftheDuke.Whatisitthatimpelsmetotellyouthesethings,Mr.

Packenwacker?Iam sureyouunderstandwhenIsaytherearecertainexpectations

ofayoungladyinmyposition.Itwouldbesuchadisappointmenttocertain

membersofmyfamilyifIweretomarryacommoner,asweliketocallthem.You

simplycannotimaginethescandalitwouldcause.Allthemagazineswouldremark

uponit.Imightevenbecutofffrom thefamilyfortune.Andyet…nocallingcouldbe

toohumblewerethemanIlovedallthatIwishhim tobe.

4.Context:Antigone,thedaughterofOedipus,isabouttogoagainsttheedictof

KingCreonandburyherbrother’sbodyafterhediedinwar.Heronlysurvivingsibling

Ismenetriestocautionheragainstdoinganythingrashandincurringthewrathof

theking.

ISMENE

Sister,please,please!

Rememberhowourfatherdied:

hated,indisgrace,

self-dismantledinhorrorofhimself,

hisownhandstabbingouthissight.

Andhowhismother-wifeinone

twistedoffherearthlydayswithcord;

Andthirdlyhowourtwobrothersinasingleday

eachachievedforeachasuicidalnemesis.

Andnow,wetwoareleft.

Thinkhowmuchworseourendwillbethanalltherest

ifwedefyoursovereign'sedictandhispower.

Remindourselvesthatwearewomen

andassucharenotmadetofightwithmen.

Formightunfortunatelyisright

andmakesusbowtothingslikethisandworse.

ThereforeshallIbegtheshadesbelow

tojudgemelenientlyasonewhokneeledtoforce.

It'smadnesstomeddle.


