
Read to the punctuation. Breathe at final punctuation marks. 
Know what you are saying; use the language to get what the character wants. 
No accents; British or otherwise. American Shakespeare should be performed with your real voice.  
Memorize fully and exactly. This is crucial to Shakespeare.  
Block with gesture and expression. You may use one chair only. No props. 
Have a focal point with your eyes that is not the adults in the room; it can be just off of their shoulder or face. 
 
Juliet - Act 2, Scene 1 
The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse; 
In half an hour she promised to return. 
Perchance she cannot meet him: that's not so. 
O, she is lame! love's heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 
Driving back shadows over louring hills:  
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, yet she is not come.  
Had she affections and warm youthful blood, 
She would be as swift in motion as a ball; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 
And his to me: 
But old folks, many feign as they were dead;  
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 
O God, she comes! 
 
Benvolio - Act 3, Scene 1 
Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slay; 
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal 
Your high displeasure: all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd, 
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts  
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast, 
Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity,  
Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 
'Hold, friends! friends, part!' and, swifter than his tongue, 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm  
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled; 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 
And to 't they go like lightning, for, ere I  
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain. 



And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly. 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 
 
Prince - Act 1, Scene 1 
Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel,-- 
Will they not hear? What, ho! you men, you beasts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins, 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince. 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets, 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 
To wield old partisans, in hands as old, 
Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate: 
If ever you disturb our streets again, 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away: 
You Capulet; shall go along with me: 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleasure in this case, 
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
 
 


