
Audition Details Macbeth 2021 CTG 

Orientation 

Thursday Jan 7 2021 at the theatre from 7pm also streamed

Please make sure you are available for all the dates listed in the AUDITION SCHEDULE. LINK


Audition Dates 

In person

Tuesday Jan 12 2021 at the theatre from 7-11pm

Slots for bookings will be listed.


CALL BACKS Thursday Jan 14 2021 at the theatre from 7-11pm


Self Taped Auditions 

Should be submitted BEFORE Jan 9 2021. 
If required those submitting self tapes need to be available in person for call backs at the 
theatre on Thursday Jan 14 2021 at the theatre from 7-11pm. 

All those auditioning should consult the Casting details document for INFORMATION ON 
CHARACTERS LINK and roles on this page.


AUDITION MATERIALS FOR ALL 

1. Please choose a Shakespearian sonnet. Learn and recite it. 


2. Review the character pieces below. These do not need to be committed to memory. Perform 
one only from your preferred major character choice. The major characters, where there are 
multiple roles are underlined below. 


3. Cold reads against other actors will be done at call backs or in person auditions.




ROLES 

MACBETH 

         1. Act 1 Scene 7 
If the assassination
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch
With his surcease success; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here,
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,
We'd jump the life to come. But in these cases
We still have judgment here; that we but teach
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return
To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice
Commends the ingredients of our poisoned chalice
To our own lips. He's here in double trust;
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,
Strong both against the deed;
Then, as his host,
Who should against his murderer shut the door,
Not bear the knife myself.
Besides, this Duncan Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath 
been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against
The deep damnation of his taking-off;
And pity, like a naked new-born babe,
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,
That tears shall drown the wind.
I have no spur To prick the sides of my intent, but only
Vaulting ambition, which o'er leaps itself
And falls on the other.

2 Act 5 Scene 5
If thou speak'st false,
Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,
Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth,
I care not if thou dost for me as much.
I pull in resolution, and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend
That lies like truth: 'Fear not Macbeth, till Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsinane:' and now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane.
I begin to be a weary of the sun,
And wish the estate o' the world were now undone.
Ring the alarum-bell! Blow, wind! come, wrack!
At least we'll die with harness on our back.



3. Act 5 Scene 5
She should have died hereafter;
There would have been a time for such a word.
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day
To the last syllable of recorded time,
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage
And then is heard no more: it is a tale
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.

 
 
 



LADY MACBETH

1. Act 1 Scene 5
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature;
It is too full o' the milk of human kindness
To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great;
Art not without ambition, but without
The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly,
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false,
And yet wouldst wrongly win: Oh Hie thee hither,
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear;
And chastise with the valour of my tongue
All that impedes thee from the golden round,
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem
To have thee crown'd withal.

2. Act 1 Scene 7
Was the hope drunk wherein you dress'd yourself? Hath it slept 
since?
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale
At what it did so freely? From this time
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard
To be the same in thine own act and valour
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life,
And live a coward in thine own esteem,
Letting 'I dare not' wait upon 'I would,'
Like the poor cat i' the adage?

What beast was't, then,
That made you break this enterprise to me?
When you durst do it, then you were a man;
And, to be more than what you were, you would
Be so much more the man. I have given suck, and know
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me:
I would, while it was smiling in my face,
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless gums,
And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn as you
Have done to this.

3. Act 5 Scene 1
Yet here's a spot.

Out, damned spot! out, I 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!



BANQUO 
Cathness/Seyton 

1. Act 1 Scene 3 
How far is't call'd to Forres?
What are these,
So wither'd and so wild in their attire,
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth,
And yet are on't?
Live you? or are you aught
That man may question?
You seem to understand me,
By each at once her choppy finger laying
Upon her skinny lips: you should be women,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret
That you are so.

Good sir, why do you start; and seem to fear
Things that do sound so fair?
I' the name of truth,
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed
Which outwardly ye show?
My noble partner
You greet with present grace and great prediction
Of noble having and of royal hope,
That he seems rapt withal:
To me you speak not.
If you can look into the seeds of time,
And say which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear
Your favours nor your hate.

2. Act 3 Scene 1
Thou hast it now: King, Cawdor, Glamis, all,
As the weird women promised and, I fear,
Thou play'dst most foully for't: yet it was said
It should not stand in thy posterity,
But that myself should be the root and father
Of many kings. If there come truth from them--
As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine--
Why, by the verities on thee made good,
May they not be my oracles as well,
And set me up in hope? But hush! No more.



King Duncan 
Siward (Elder)/Murderer 3 
          
         1. Act 1 Scene 4 
        There's no art


To find the mind's construction in the face:
He was a gentleman on whom I built
An absolute trust.
Sons, kinsmen, thanes,
And you whose places are the nearest, know
We do establish our estate upon
Our eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter
The Prince of Cumberland; which honour must
Not unaccompanied invest him solely,
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine
On all deservers. From hence to Inverness,
And bind us further to you.

2. Act 1 Scene 6
The air
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself
Unto our gentle senses.

See, see, our honour'd hostess!
The love that follows us sometime is our trouble,
Which still we thank as love.

Where's the Thane of Cawdor?
We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor: but he rides well;
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath helped him
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess,
We are your guest to-night.



Macduff 
Sergeant 

1. Act 2 Scene 3 
         Confusion now hath made his masterpiece!

Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence
The life o' the building!

Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight
With a new Gorgon: do not bid me speak;
See, and then speak yourselves.

Exeunt MACBETH and LENNOX
Awake, awake!
Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason!
Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake!
Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit,
And look on death itself! Ring the bell.

    O gentle lady,
'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak:
The repetition, in a woman's ear,
Would murder as it fell.

Enter BANQUO
O Banquo, Banquo,
Our royal master 's murder’d!

2. Act 4 Scene 3
Good Malcom, each new morn
New widows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland.

O Scotland, Scotland!
Bleed, bleed, poor country!
I would not be the villain that thou think'st
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp,
And the rich East to boot.

He has no children. All my pretty ones?
Did you say all? O hell-kite! All?
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?

I shall do so;
But I must also feel it as a man:
I cannot but remember such things were,
That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on,



And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,
They were all struck for thee!

O, I could play the woman with mine eyes
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle heavens,
Cut short all intermission; front to front
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself;
Within my sword's length set him; if he 'scape,
Heaven forgive him too!



LADY MACDUFF  
WITCH 1

LADY MACDUFF
1. Act 4 Scene 2
Wisdom! to leave his wife, to leave his babes,
His mansion and his titles in a place
From whence himself does fly? He loves us not;
He lacks the natural touch: for the poor wren,
The most diminutive of birds, will fight,
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.
All is the fear and nothing is the love;
As little is the wisdom, where the flight
So runs against all reason

Whither should I fly?
I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly world; where to do harm
Is often laudable, to do good sometime
Accounted dangerous folly: why then, alas,
Do I put up that womanly defence,
To say I have done no harm?



Malcolm 
Murderer 2 

       1. Act 4 Scene 3 
What you have spoke, it may be so perchance.
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues,
Was once thought honest: you have loved him well.
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young;
but something
You may deserve of him through me, tis wisdom
To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb
To appease an angry god.

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready;
Our lack is nothing but our leave; Macbeth
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you may:
The night is long that never finds the day.

2. Act 5 Scene 9
We shall not spend a large expense of time
Before we reckon with your several loves,
And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen,
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland
In such an honour named. What's more to do,
Which would be planted newly with the time,
As calling home our exiled friends abroad
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny;
Producing forth the cruel ministers
Of this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen,
Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life; this, and what needful else
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,
We will perform in measure, time and place:



Lennox 
Soldier 

Act 2 Scene 3
The night has been unruly

Strange screams of death, and prophesying with accents terrible
Of dire combustion and confused events new hatch'd to the 
woeful time:

Act 2 Scene 4
'Tis unnatural,
Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday last,
A falcon, towering in her pride of place,
Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill’d.

Act Scene 2 
The English power is near, led on by Malcolm,
His uncle Siward and the good Macduff:
Revenges burn in them; Near Birnam wood
Shall we well meet them.



Ross (Rosse) 
Soldier 

        Act 4 Scene 2 
         My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself: but for your husband,
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
The fits o' the season. I dare not speak
much further;
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors
And do not know ourselves, when we hold rumour
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear,
I take my leave of you:
Shall not be long but I'll be here again:
My pretty cousin,
Blessing upon you!

 
        Act 4 Scene 3 
    Alas, poor country!

Almost afraid to know itself. Where violent sorrow seems
A modern ecstasy; Where good men's lives expire before the 
flowers in their caps,
Dying where they sicken.



Porter
Angus
English Doctor

Act 2 Scene 3
Here's a knocking indeed! If a
man were porter of hell-gate, he should have
old turning the key.Knocking within
Knock,
knock, knock! Who's there, i' the name of
Beelzebub? Here's a farmer, that hanged
himself on the expectation of plenty: come in
time; have napkins enow about you; here
you'll sweat for't.Knocking within
Knock,
knock! Who's there, in the other devil's
name? Faith, here's an equivocator, that could
swear in both the scales against either scale;
who committed treason enough for God's sake,
yet could not equivocate to heaven: O, come
in, equivocator.
Knocking within

Knock,
knock, knock! Who's there? Faith, here's an
English tailor come hither, for stealing out of
a French hose: come in, tailor; here you may
roast your goose.

Knocking within
Knock,
knock; never at quiet! What are you? But
this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter
it no further: I had thought to have let in
some of all professions that go the primrose
way to the everlasting bonfire.

Knocking within
Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter.



Witch 2
Gentlewoman

Witch 2
Act 4 Scene 1
Fillet of a fenny snake,
In the cauldron boil and bake;
Eye of newt and toe of frog,
Wool of bat and tongue of dog,
Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting,
Lizard's leg and owlet's wing,
For a charm of powerful trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.

When the hurlyburly's done,
When the battle's lost and won.

Act 1 Scene 1 
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair:
Hover through the fog and filthy air.
Fair is foul, and foul is fair:
Hover through the fog and filthy air



Witch 3
Messenger

Act 4 Scene 1
Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,
Witches' mummy, maw and gulf
Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark,
Root of hemlock digg'd i' the dark,
Liver of blaspheming Jew,
Gall of goat, and slips of yew
Silver'd in the moon's eclipse,
Nose of Turk and Tartar's lips,
Finger of birth-strangled babe
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab,
Make the gruel thick and slab:
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron,
For the ingredients of our cauldron.

Act 1 Scene 1
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair:
Hover through the fog and filthy air.
Fair is foul, and foul is fair:
Hover through the fog and filthy air



Doctor of Physic  
Donalbain 
Murderer 1 
Menteth 

Doctor of Physic
Act 5 Scene 1
I have two nights watched with you, but can perceive
no truth in your report. When was it she last walked?

A great perturbation in nature, to receive at once
the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of
watching! In this slumbery agitation, what, at any
time, have you heard her say?

This disease is beyond my practise: yet I have known
those which have walked in their sleep who have died
holily in their beds.

Infected minds to their deaf pillows will discharge their 
secrets:
More needs she the divine than the physician.
God, God forgive us all! Look after her;.
I think, but dare not speak.



Son 
Fleance
Servant
Young Siward

Son
Act 4 Scene 2
Why should I, mother? Poor birds they are not set for.
My father is not dead, for all your saying.

Was my father a traitor, mother?

What is a traitor?

And must they all be hanged that swear and lie?

Then the liars and swearers are fools,
for there are liars and swearers enow to beat
the honest men and hang up them.

If he were dead, you'ld weep for
him: if you would not, it were a good sign
that I should quickly have a new father.


