Audition  pieces- Richard 3

Richard- Directors Notes

Richard is not the classical shakespearian Richard with a hump, the focus of the play the intention is for Richard to be on a journey into his ambition- the best way to consider this is as a man who is corrupted and driven to evil through his ambition. 
The first audition will be only for the role of Richardd and will consist of the speeches below and a discussion with the director/Assistant Director regarding your vision for the part. After that audition those short listed for the role will be asked to attend at least one of the other auditions to enable scenes with other characters to be seen. 
Anyone auditioning for Richard is also welcome to audition for other roles in the play which will be carried out on the second/third audition date.
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A1 S1
RICHARD 
Now is the winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this sun of York;
And all the clouds that laid upon our house
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;
Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
Grim-visaged war has smoothed his wrinkled front;
And now, instead of mounting barded steeds
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.
(ALL BUT RICHARD Exit)
But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;
I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;
I, that am curtailed of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,
Deformed, unfinished, sent before my time
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionable
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them;
Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,
Have no delight to pass away the time,
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun
And descant on mine own deformity:
And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,
To entertain these fair well-spoken days,
I am determined to prove a villain
And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,
By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams,
To set my brother George and the king
In deadly hate the one against the other:
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here
George comes.

A1 S2
RICHARD 
Was ever woman in this humour wooed?
Was ever woman in this humour won?
I'll have her; but I will not keep her long.
What! I, that killed her husband and his father,
To take her in her heart's extremest hate,
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,
And yet to win her, all the world to nothing!
Ha!
Has she forgot already that brave prince,
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since,
Stabbed in my angry mood at Tewksbury?
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marvellous proper man.
And entertain some score or two of tailors,
To study fashions to adorn my body:
And then return lamenting to my love.
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,
That I may see my shadow as I pass.
Exit
A1 S3
RICHARD
I cannot blame her: by God's holy mother,
She has had too much wrong; and I repent
My part thereof that I have done to her.
So do I ever:
Aside
being well-advised.
For had I cursed now, I had cursed myself.
Exit all but RICHARD, RICHARD picks up the Pardon
George still breathes,
Edward still lives and writes,
When they are gone then shall I Count my gains.
I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.
The secret mischiefs that I set
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.
George, whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness,
To Buckingham;
I say it is the queen and her allies
That stir the king against my brother.
Now, they believe it; and wish I
To be revenged on Rivers,
RICHARD makes a fake warrant- uses Edwards Stamp
But then I sigh; and, with a piece of scripture,
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil:
And thus I clothe my naked villany
With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ;
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil.

A5 S3
KING RICHARD III 
Soft! I did but dream.
O coward conscience, how do you afflict me!
It is now dead midnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by:
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.
Is there a murderer here? No. Yes, I am:
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why:
Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself?
Alack. I love myself. Wherefore? for any good
That I myself have done unto myself?
No! alas, I rather hate myself
For hateful deeds committed by myself!
I am a villain: yet I lie. I am not.
Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter.
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,
And every tale condemns me for a villain.
I shall despair. There is no creature loves me;
And if I die, no soul shall pity me:
Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself?
The souls of all that I had murdered
and every one did threat tomorrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

