
 
AUDITIONS 

 
 

1. How do I apply? 
Auditions for The Bridge Project are held annually, please see the application page on the website for 
details.  When you apply, you will be given an option to choose either a morning or afternoon slot.  You 
will then be contacted with a specific time once your application has been received.  Please note, if you 
cannot make the scheduled dates for a valid reason but would still like to audition, please contact the 
office and we will endeavour to arrange an alternative date.   
 

2. What are you looking for? 
We are looking for emerging talent who are genuinely seeking to create a career in the entertainment 
industry and who thrive within an ensemble environment.  There is no upper age limit however, you 
must be 17 years old to apply. 
 

3. What do I need to prepare for the audition? 
• Please prepare 1 short Shakespearean monologue.   

We have provided a suggested list but you are free to do any piece of your choice. 
• Download and learn the scene from DNA by Dennis Kelly.  Everyone is to learn the role of Mark. 

Copies of the script are available to borrow and read from our office.  Please call to arrange a time. 
• On the day of your audition, you will perform the scene with a current or past member of The 

Bridge Project playing the role of Jan. 
 

4. Will I need to do anything else? 
• There will also be a short questionnaire for you to fill in regarding any other commitments you 

may have throughout next year.  So please have any dates handy of any prior committments, so 
you can let us know. 

• We will take a quick headshot for our records. 
• There will be a short “getting to know you” interview.  

 
5. Will there be “Call-Backs”? 

Possibly.  We may need to “short-list” people and call them back to see how they work all together.  We 
also may need to see people again to finalise decisions.  
 

6. When will I know if I have been successful or not? 
We endeavour to let you know within a few weeks of your audition whether you have been successful or 
not. 
 
Please make sure you have read checked out all the details regarding The Bridge Project on our website. 
To register for an audition, you will need to fill out the application form. 
 
If you have any further questions, please contact us via the link on the website  
 

www.theatreinq.com.au 
 
 
 
 
 

THE$BRIDGE$PROJECT!



 
 
 

AS YOU LIKE IT 

	

PHOEBE	 I	would	not	be	thy	executioner:	

I	fly	thee,	for	I	would	not	injure	thee.	

Thou	tell'st	me	there	is	murder	in	mine	eye:	

'Tis	pretty,	sure,	and	very	probable,	

That	eyes,	that	are	the	frail.st	and	softest	things,		

Who	shut	their	coward	gates	on	atomies,	

Should	be	call'd	tyrants,	butchers,	murderers!	

Now	I	do	frown	on	thee	with	all	my	heart;	

And,	if	mine	eyes	can	wound,	now	let	them	kill	thee;		

Now	counterfeit	to	swound;	why	now	fall	down;	

Or,	if	thou	canst	not,	O!	for	shame,	for	shame,	

Lie	not,	to	say	mine	eyes	are	murderers.	

Now	show	the	wound	mine	eye	hath	made	in	thee;		

Scratch	thee	but	with	a	pin,	and	there	remains	

Some	scar	of	it;	lean	but	upon	a	rush,	

The	cicatrice	and	capable	impressure	

Thy	palm	some	moment	keeps;	but	now	mine	eyes,		

Which	I	have	darted	at	thee,	hurt	thee	not,	

Nor,	I	am	sure,	there	is	no	force	in	eyes	

That	can	do	hurt.		

 



TWELFTH NIGHT 

VIOLA	 	 	I	left	no	ring	with	her:	what	means	this	lady?		
Fortune	forbid	my	outside	have	not	charm'd	her!		
She	made	good	view	of	me,	indeed	so	much,		
That	methought	her	eyes	had	lost	her	tongue,		
For	she	did	speak	in	starts	distractedly.		
She	loves	me,	sure;	the	cunning	of	her	passion		
Invites	me	in	this	churlish	messenger.		
None	of	my	lord's	ring?	Why,	he	sent	her	none.		
I	am	the	man:	if	it	be	so,	as	'tis,		
Poor	lady,	she	were	better	love	a	dream.		
Disguise,	I	see	thou	art	a	wickedness,		
Wherein	the	pregnant	enemy	does	much.		
How	easy	is	it	for	the	proper	false		
In	women's	waxen	hearts	to	set	their	forms!		
Alas,	our	frailty	is	the	cause,	not	we,		
For	such	as	we	are	made	of,	such	we	be.		
How	will	this	fadge?	My	master	loves	her	dearly,		
And	I,	poor	monster,	fond	as	much	on	him,		
And	she,	mistaken,	seems	to	dote	on	me:		
What	will	become	of	this?	As	I	am	man,		
My	state	is	desperate	for	my	master's	love:		
As	I	am	woman	(now	alas	the	day!)		
What	thriftless	sighs	shall	poor	Olivia	breathe?		
O	time,	thou	must	untangle	this,	not	I,		
It	is	too	hard	a	knot	for	me	t'untie.	

	

 



LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST 

 

BEROWNE  I can but say their protestation over;  

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn,  

That is, to live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances;  

As, not to see a woman in that term,  

Which I hope well is not enrolled there;  

And one day in a week to touch no food  

And but one meal on every day beside,  

The which I hope is not enrolled there;  

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night,  

And not be seen to wink of all the day--  

When I was wont to think no harm all night  

And make a dark night too of half the day--  

Which I hope well is not enrolled there:  

O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep,  

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep!  

 

 

 

 



ROMEO AND JULIET 
 

ROMEO  But soft! What light through yonder window breaks?  

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun!  

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon  

Who is already sick and pale with grief  

That thou her maid art far more fair than she.  

Be not her maid since she is envious. 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green  

And none but fools do wear it. Cast it off!  

It is my lady, O it is my love!  

O that she knew she were!  

She speaks, yet she says nothing. What of that?  

Her eye discourses. I will answer it.  

I am too bold. 'Tis not to me she speaks.  

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,  

Having some business, do entreat her eyes  

To twinkle in their spheres till they return.  

What if her eyes were there, they in her head?  

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars  

As daylight doth a lamp. Her eye in heaven  

Would through the airy region stream so bright  

That birds would sing and think it were not night.  

See how she leans her cheek upon her hand.  

Oh, that I were a glove upon that hand  

That I might touch that cheek!   

	



	
	
	

THE	TAMING	OF	THE	SHREW	

 

KATHERINA		 The	more	my	wrong,	the	more	his	spite	appears:		

What,	did	he	marry	me	to	famish	me?	

Beggars,	that	come	unto	my	father's	door,	

Upon	entreaty	have	a	present	aims;		

If	not,	elsewhere	they	meet	with	charity:	

But	I,	who	never	knew	how	to	entreat,	

Nor	never	needed	that	I	should	entreat,	

Am	starved	for	meat,	giddy	for	lack	of	sleep,	

With	oath	kept	waking	and	with	brawling	fed:	

And	that	which	spites	me	more	than	all	these	wants,		

He	does	it	under	name	of	perfect	love;		

As	who	should	say,	if	I	should	sleep	or	eat,		

'Twere	deadly	sickness	or	else	present	death.		

I	prithee	go	and	get	me	some	repast;	

I	care	not	what,	so	it	be	wholesome	food.		
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