Audition pieces for The Rivals

Auditions to be held on Sunday February 12th and Wednesday February 15th at The Parliament Rooms in Gloucester.
To provide a flavour of each character we have selected some short speeches for you to prepare. Please do not feel obliged to learn them as we are looking for potential rather than a finished product. You may well be invited to read additional pieces during the course of the audition.
Mrs Malaprop

Act I Scene II

Observe me, Sir Anthony, I would by no means wish a daughter of mine to be a progeny of learning: I don’t think so much learning becomes a young woman. For instance, I would never let her meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or algebra, or simony, or fluxions, or paradoxes, or such inflammatory branches of learning; neither would it be necessary for her to handle any of your mathematical, astronomical, diabolical instruments. But, Sir Anthony, I would send her, at nine years old, to a boarding-school, in order to learn a little ingenuity and artifice. Then, sir, she should have a supercilious knowledge in accounts; and as she grew up, I would have her instructed in geometry, that she might know something of the contagious countries. But above all, Sir Anthony, she should be mistress of orthodoxy, that she might not misspell, and mispronounce words so shamefully as girls usually do, and likewise that she might reprehend the true meaning of what she is saying. This, Sir Anthony, is what I would have a woman know; and I don’t think there is a superstitious article in it.
Lucy (The Maid)

Act I Scene II

Ha, ha, ha! So my dear simplicity, let me give you a little respite. (Altering her manner) Let girls in my station be as fond as they please of appearing expert and knowing in their trusts. Commend me to a mask of silliness and a pair of sharp eyes for my own interest under it! Let me see to what account I have turned my simplicity lately. (Looks at a paper) “For abetting Miss Lydia Languish in a design of running away with an ensign, in money – sundry times twelve pound twelve; gowns - five; hats, ruffles, caps etc. etc. – numberless! From the said ensign, within this last month, six guineas and a half” – about a quarter’s pay! “Item, from  Mrs Malaprop, for betraying the young people to her” – when I found matters were likely to be discovered – “two guineas, and a black paduasoy. Item, from Mr Acres, for carrying divers letters” – which I never delivered – “two guineas and a pair of buckles. Item, from Sir Lucius O’Trigger, three crowns, two gold pocket-pieces, and a silver snuffbox! Well done, simplicity! Yet I was forced to make my Hibernian believe, that he was corresponding, not with the aunt, but with the niece: for, though not over-rich, I found he had too much pride and delicacy to sacrifice the feelings of a gentleman to the necessities of his fortune.
Sir Anthony Absolute

Act II Scene I

So you will fly out1 Can’t you be cool, like me? What the devil good can passion do? Passion is of no service, you impudent, insolent, over-bearing reprobate! There you sneer again! Don’t provoke me! But you rely upon the mildness of my temper – you do, you dog! You play upon the meekness of my disposition! Yet take care. The patience of a saint may be overcome at last! But mark! I give you six hours and a half to consider of this. If you then agree, without any condition, to do everything on earth that I choose, why, confound you, I may in time forgive you. If not, zounds, don’t enter the same hemisphere with me; don’t dare to breathe the same air, or use the same light with me;  but get an atmosphere and a sun of your own! I’ll strip you of your commission: I’ll lodge a five-and-three-pence in the hands of trustees, and you shall live on the interest. I’ll disown you, I’ll disinherit you, I’ll unget you! And damn me, if I ever call you Jack again!
Julia

Act I Scene II
Nay, you are wrong entirely. We were contacted before my father’s death. That, and some consequent embarrassments, have delayed what I know to be my Faulkland’s most ardent wish. He is too generous to trifle on such a point. And, for his character, you wrong him there too. No, Lydia, he is too proud, too noble to be jealous; if he is captious, ‘tis without dissembling; if fretful, without rudeness. Unused to the fopperies of love, he is negligent of the little duties expected from a lover – but, being unhackneyed in the passion, his affection is ardent and sincere, and, as it engrosses his whole soul, he expects every thought and emotion of his mistress to move in unison with his. Yet, though his pride calls for this full return, his humility makes him undervalue those qualities in him which would entitle him to it; and not feeling why he should be lov ed to the degree he wishes, he still suspects that he is not loved enough. This temper, I must own, has cost me many unhappy hours, but I have learned to think myself his debtor for those imperfections which arise from the ardour of his attachment.
Faulkland

Act III Scene II
They told me Julia would return directly; I wonder she is not yet come! How mean does this captious, unsatisfied temper of mine appear to my cooler judgment! Yet I know not that I indulge it in any other point; but on this one subject, and to this one subject, whom I think I love beyond my life, I am ever ungenerously fretful, and madly capricious! I am conscious of it, yet I cannot correct myself! What tender, honest joy sparkled in her eyes when we met! How delicate was the warmth of her expressions! I was ashamed to appear less happy, though I had come resolved to wear a face of coolness and upbraiding. Sir Anthony’s presence prevented my proposed expostulations: yet I must be satisfied that she has not been so very happy in my absence. She is coming! Yes! I know the nimbleness of her tread, when she thinks her impatient Faulkland counts the moments of her stay.
Sir Lucius O’Trigger
Act IV Scene III
I wonder where this Captain Absolute hides himself? Upon my conscience, these officers are always in one’s way in love-affairs. I remember I might have married Lady Dorothy Carmine if it had not been for a little rogue of a major, who ran away with her before she could get a sight of me! And I wonder, too, what it is the ladies can see in them to be so fond of them – unless it be a touch of the serpent in ‘em, that makes the little creatures be caught, like vipers with a bit of red cloth. Ha, isn’t this the Captain coming? Faith, it is! There is a probability of succeeding about that fellow that is mighty provoking! Who the devil is he talking to?

Bob Acres

Act III Scene IV

(Practising a dancing step).

Sink, slide, coupee. Confound the first inventors of cotillions say I! They are as bad as algebra to us country gentlemen. I can walk a minuet easy enough when I’m forced! And I have been accounted a good stick in a country-dance. Od’s jigs and tabors, I never valued your cross-over to couple, figure, right and left; and I’d foot it with e’er a captain in the county! But these outlandish heathen allemandes and cotillions are quite beyond me! I shall never prosper at ‘em, that’s sure. Mine are true-born English legs; they don’t understand their cursed French lingo! Their pas this, and pas that, and pas t’other! Damn me, my feet don’t like to be called paws! No, ‘tis certain I have most antigallican toes!

Captain Jack Absolute
Act IV Scene II

Nay, nay, ma’am, we will not differ as to that. Here, (Taking out a picture) here is Miss Lydia Languish. What a difference! Ay, there is the heavenly assenting smile that first gave soul and spirit to my hopes! Those are the lips which sealed a vow, as yet scarce dry in Cupid’s calendar! And there the half resentful blush, that would have checked the ardour of my thanks. Well all that’s past! All over indeed! There, madam. In beauty, that copy is not equal to you, but in my mind its merit over the original, in being still the same, is such – that – I cannot find in my heart to part with it.
Fag

Act II Scene I

Assuredly, sir, our father is wrath to a degree. He comes down stairs eight or ten steps at a time muttering, growling, and thumping the banisters all the way. I, and the cook’s dog, stand bowing at the door. Rap! He gives me a stroke on the head with his cane; bids me carry that to my master, then, kicking the poor turnspit into the area, damns us all for a puppy triumvirate! Upon my credit, sir, were I in your place, and found my father such very bad company, I should certainly drop his acquaintance.
Absolute

Cease your impertinence, sir, at present. Did you come in for nothing more? Stand out of the way! (Pushes Fag aside and exits)

Fag

So! Sir Anthony trims my master! He is afraid to reply to his father, then vents his spleen on poor Fag! When one is vexed by one person, to revenge one’s self on another, who happens to come in the way is the vilest injustice! Ah, it shows the worst temper; the basest –

Lydia Languish
Act V Scene I

Why, is it not provoking, when I thought we were coming to the prettiest distress imaginable, to find myself made a mere Smithfield bargain of at last? There had I projected one of the most sentimental elopements! So becoming a disguise! So amiable a ladder of ropes! Conscious moon, four horses, Scotch parson; with such surprise to Mrs Malaprop, and such paragraphs in the newspapers! O, I shall die with disappointment.

Julia

I don’t wonder at it!

Lydia Languish
Now – sad reverse! What have I to expect, but after a deal of flimsy preparation, with a bishop’s license, and my aunt’s blessing, to go simpering up to the altar, or perhaps be cried three times in a country church, and have an unmannerly fat clerk ask the consent of every butcher in the parish to join John Absolute and Lydia Languish, spinster! O, that I should live to hear myself called spinster!
Julia

Melancholy indeed!

Lydia Languish
How mortifying to remember the dear delicious shifts I used to be put to, to gain half a minute’s conversation with this fellow! How often have I stole forth, in the coldest night in January, and found him in the garden, stuck like a dripping statue! There would he kneel to me in the snow, and sneeze and cough so pathetically! He shivering with cold and I with apprehension! And while the freezing blast numbed our joints, how warmly would he press me to pity his flame, and glow with mutual ardour! Ah Julia! That was something like being in love.

