The Audition
By Elsa Holmgren and Stephanie Weber

- FADE IT: INT. SCHOOL GYM, NIGHT.

We see a E@@ggfsﬂﬁbﬂﬁngmaﬂsiﬁmw completely empty and dim from

the view of the double doors. There is a singlesmetzl folding

PR
75"

“;chair im the middle of the gym. In it sits the DIRECTOR. From

the director’s perspective we see a nervous ACTOR walk into the
large gym through the docors, hearing the doors close behind hes.
ACTOR walks in, noticing DIRECTOR.

DIRECTOR
Go home.

ACTOR
Oh, I'm sorry. I thought this was the
audition.

DIRECTOR

Go to your home: the stage.

ACTOR stands confused. She looks at the empty stage and then
back at DIRECTOR.

DIRECTOR
Is not the stage your home? Is the stage
but a cold, fierce stranger? Do you not
recognize the bosom by who’s milk you
were nursed to fruition? The stage. Le
stage.

ACTOR
Le stage..

DIRECTOR
Go! She beckons!

ACTOR hurriedly jumps onto the £1I&k stage in the gymnasium,
typically used for athletic awards and storing equipment.

ACTOR
1 am going to do a monologue from the
great American tragedy A Raisin in the
Sun by Lorraine Hansberry. I will play
the part of Beneatha.



We see DIRECTOR unphased by this introduction. Cut back
to ACTOR as she gets into character and begins a horribly
overdramaErc; rendition of Beneatha’s classic monologue.

ACTOR
Me?... Me?... Me, I'm nothing... Me. When
I was very small... we used to take our

sleds out in the wintertime and the only
hills we had were the ice-covered stone
steps of some house down the street.

DIRECTOR impatiently watches, {rolling her head bac@L We see
ACTOR start to |Lose staminajin her performance as she watches
DIRECTOR lose interest.

ACTOR
And we used to £ill them in with snow and
make them smooth and slide down them all
day... and it was very dangerous you .
know... far too steep... and sure enough
one day a kid named Rufus came down too
fast and hit the sidewalk...

DIRECTOR abruptly jstands and paces the entire length of the gym.]
ACTOR stops.

ACTOR
Don’t leave. I can do better. Here's a
monologue from The Addams EHmily*MUsical.

The ACTOR begins to sing the theme from The Addams Family. After
phe snapg we see DIRECTOR kick the ‘¢hizkr, Then DIRECTOR iflails

her arms about and picks up the chair |in anger, but sets it back
down in its respectful place.-|cut bBack to BCTOR, alone on stage.

ACTOR
I can sing, too.

ACTOR starts an Ttalian aria. \DIRECTOR loosens shoe and kicks it
from her own fooE& ACTOR stops singing.

ACTOR
Are you mad?



DIRECTOR
‘Course I’'m mad! You think I'm mad? Yeah!
I'm real mad. Or if you meant bored, then
yeah. I'm real bored.

ACTOR
Yoy kicked your clapers:

‘ DIRECTOR
How am I supposed to occupy myself
\P%yi’é through such excrutiating boredom?
U\;»O"’d5 ACTOR
Please. I need this. All my life all I

e wanted to do was shine on that stage. I

&®§¢H¢§(f have these dreams, you see, and they’re
keeping me up at night. This very stage

sings me the sweetest lullby-every night—
and its all I can do to keep from leaping
out of bed. You see, these dreams are the
only things that sustain me now. My air:
singing. My food: dancing. My drink:

acting. I need but a meager ration to
K\\‘ survive, but let me tell you Mrs. Big

Shot director.. boy do T need it.

*Cut to:y The DIRECTOR, bored and able to see through this,
folds her arms,

DIRECTCR

Scene.

ACTOR
Did you like it?

DIRECTOR
Do I like vomit in my mouth?

ACTOR
I don't know.

DIRECTOR
Well, I hate it! It’s not so pleasant for
me. You think I want to be here? You
think I'm getting paid for this?

ACTOR



Well, yeah.

DIRECTOR
Yeah, I am. But all the money in the
world can’t make up for the pain I'm
suffering through right now. With you.
You want Raisin in the Sun? 1’11 give you
the real Raisin in the Sun cause 1 once
was a grape. But now I'm a raisin sitting
in the sun of your horrible acting.

ACTCOR
Scene?

DIRECTOR
I don’t think so. This is merely a prelude.

ACTOR
I'm sorry I’'ve wasted vyour time.

ACTOR gets her things and wa%EE}toward the door. 4She puts her
LHEEE_SE_EEEﬁEGOI about to push it, when she hears:

i

I'm not.

DIRECTOR

ACTOR turns around, hopeful. DIRECTOR is leaning against the
stage.

DIRECTOR
It takes a lot of guts to walk into
Jefferson High Gymnasium, to one of my
auditions, “screenings” if you will.

ACTOR
You think?

DIRECTOR
You remind me of a young me. 1968, NYC.
Broadway. Lights. Taxi Cabs. Hot dogs.
The homeless. Me. Trying to make it. Dog
eat dog. Dog eat hot dog. Hot dog eat
dog. Vicious cycle. Audition, rejection.
Audition, rejection. Audition, rejection.
Audition, YES. Now look at me today. I'm
Julie Andrews.



ACTOR
You’re Julie Andrews?

DIRECTOR
No. This is acting.

ACTOR
Oh, cause I thought -

DIRECTOR
I'm Kcobe Bryant.

_ ACTOR
Is this acting?

DIRECTOR
Yeah. ‘Fraid so.

ACTOR
QOkay, I really need this. Please? Can I
be in your show? How about casting a
young you? What do you say? Please?

DIRECTOR
No. ‘Fraid not. Like I said, you're
horrible. (Beat) But wait, there’s
something I can see in yocur face.

ACTOR
- What?

DIRECTOR
Ly Failure. You’re born to fail.

(ACTOR makes a sad face} accompanied by sad noise.

DIRECTCR
But don’t you worry. It’s fate. Out of
your control. Can’t help that you’re bad.
Stars were aligned, and your star wasn't
there that night. Probably cause you’ll
never be a star. Like me, J. Depp, Maya
Angelou, Et cetera. Et al. Et. Etta
James. Those are all stars. What do they
have in common?

ACTOR makes an “I don’t knowf motion.
—




DIRECTCR
An irreplacable quality. Something you
don’t have. Most everything about you I
can replace. I've already replaced it. I
have another you coming in soon and it’s
Maya Angelou. And guess what? I'm gonna
cast her ass in spectacle.ﬁ?eah, you
heard me! Maya Angelou’s ass is gonna be
a -spectacle for the masses. And you
wonder why the cage bird sings.

ACTCR
Why does it?

DIRECTOR
I know why! So looks 1like you got no
other choice but to leave.

ACTOR again turns toward the door. This time when DIRECTCR
speaks, eﬁg doesn’t turn around right awaﬁ.

DIRECTCR
Wait. Are you able to make a sandwich on
stage?
ACTOR
Yeah.
DIRECTOR
Are you able to make a sandwich
backstage?
ACTOR turns around.
ACTCR

Um, I guess..it’s the same process either
way. Just bread, ham, -

-DIRECTOR
I know how a sandwich made. What I'm
saying is my cast needs inspiration. That
inspiration comes in the form of a 1i2-
inch submarine sandwich. No ham,
allergic. So if you want a standing
ovation, you better be able to make that
sandwich,



ACTOR
Great! This is so great! Thank you sooo
much. You won’t regret this.

DIRECTOR
You’re too happy. Do you understand what
I'm asking of you?

ACTOR
This is the first step. I'm just getting
my foot in the door. I’1ll be Broadway
bound in no time.

DIRECTOR
Neo, you’ll be Subway bound.

ACTOR
I hate to ask, because I'm just grateful
for the opportunity, but how much will I
be paid?

DIRECTOR
Paid?

ACTOR
I need to make rent..

" DIRECTOR T

It*s your ambitions that signs your N

paycheck. It pays you in dreams

fulfilled, promises kept, and stars made.

Sii you in the morning. /////
ACTOR

The morning?

DIRECTOR
Best part of waking up is a sandwich in
your cup. Go. Go to your home.

ACTOR
The stage?

DIRECTOR
No, your house. Your actual house. Where
you 1ive. Go there. Now.



tACTOR runs out of the gymnasium)} DIRECTOR, pleased with self,
strolls to_the chair \in the center of the gym and gits back
downr ghe checks the ckripboard on the ground beside her]

DIRECTOR
Who's next? Maya. Maya Angelou.

FADE OUT.
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