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AUDITION -- for 3 m, 8 w, 2 flexible 
 
In this scene, the cast and crew are preparing for rehearsal. 
 
DAWN: CATS is a great musical. 
MONICA: Yes, CATS is a great musical. CATS is beautiful, 

transcendent, and sublime. But we’re doing Cats (Beat.) 
from Mars. Really? Cats from Mars? 

DAWN: The royalties for CATS are through the roof, so you 
can forget that with our budget. Travis found this one 
online. We can perform it for free. 

MONICA: Cats from Mars is royalty free? Shocking.  
DAWN: Travis figured that we could get an audience with a 

title like CATS and still do it on the cheap. (Goes 
downstage to view costume from a distance.) 

MONICA: Cats with ray guns and light sabers?  
DAWN: Well, Travis is the president of the drama club. 
MONICA: He’s the only one in drama club. 
DAWN: Jeremy and Gertie go to the meetings, and so does 

Nate. 
MONICA: And they’re all techies. Face it: this show is techie 

heaven. So many toys to make. Of course, it’s not like 
anything’s actually working. (Keeps talking as DAWN 
returns to stage.) And what are these set pieces made of? 
Cardboard? They need to stop their Dr. Who marathons 
and start building sets that last. If you’re going to do tech 
then commit to doing a good job. 

DAWN: (Ignoring MONICA.) I think that will work. How does 
the headpiece feel? 

MONICA: (Sarcastically.) Oh, just great. It should really help 
my optic blasts. 

DAWN: Cool. An X-Men reference. 
MONICA: Not cool. Not. Cool. Now I’m starting to speak 

nerd. 



DAWN: Hey, nerd is the new cool.  
MONICA: Seriously? That’s like saying a fanny pack is the 

new Gucci. 
DAWN: I don’t get that reference. 
MONICA: I know. Let’s get out of here before that flat falls 

on me and I get a paper cut. 
 
(Just as DAWN and MONICA exit, JEREMY enters from 
behind set piece, very angry. TRAVIS follows.) 
 
JEREMY: “Commit to doing a good job”? Are you kidding 

me? I’ve been going on four hours of sleep for the past 
two weeks! 

TRAVIS: Tell me about it. But four hours a night is doable for 
a while. 

JEREMY: I didn’t say four hours a night.  
TRAVIS: (Let’s that sink in.) Oh. Bummer. How are you still 

on your feet? Rocket boost? 
JEREMY: I’m way beyond that. (Pulls out a pouch and stuffs 

something in his cheek.) 
TRAVIS: Chewing tobacco? 
JEREMY: Espresso beans. 
TRAVIS: Dude, can I have some?  
JEREMY: (Hands TRAVIS the pouch.) If the actors would 

leave props alone, I wouldn’t have to reinvent things every 
day! She has no idea! 

TRAVIS: Monica’s a prima donna. We all know that. Her 
opinion is worth exactly squat. (Beat.) At least Dawn’s 
getting even for us, costume-wise. For every insult Monica 
throws at the techies, Dawn hot glues another pop tab to 
her cape. (Beat.) Did you see that headpiece? She looks 
like one of the Teletubbies.  

JEREMY: (Begins to laugh.) Well, she is a pretty Po actor. 
 
(GERTIE enters, disheveled. TRAVIS and JEREMY stare at 
her.) 
 
JEREMY: (Cont’d.) What happened to you? 



GERTIE: Look, everyone knows the dumpsters at Hallmart 
and the old mall are North High turf, right? 

TRAVIS: And Central has the dumpsters at the new mall 
and Big G. So? It’s all there in the Techie Accord of ’97. 

GERTIE: I found another kid nosing in our dumpster. 
JEREMY: We had a Central rat in our dumpster? 
GERTIE: No, it was a kid from Mount Holyoke Academy.  
JEREMY: What’s a Holyokie doing in a dumpster? They did 

Phantom of the Opera last year. They’ve got money out 
the wazoo. 

GERTIE: Budget cuts everywhere. Theater is always first on 
the chopping block. 

TRAVIS: So, what happened? 
GERTIE: This kid had a refrigerator box. A refrigerator box! I 

told him to put it down before someone got hurt. 
TRAVIS: (Looks at the shape GERTIE is in.) I guess he 

didn’t put it down? 
GERTIE: Nope. He wore it home. But now I don’t have 

anything for the flat in Scene Four. 
TRAVIS: The “Litter Box of Doom”? 
GERTIE: That’s the one. Any ideas? 
JEREMY: No problem. I’m always prepared. I’ve got, like, 

200 Atomic Chocolate Bomb cereal boxes in my room. We 
can tape them together into any dimensions you want. 

 
(NATE enters from behind set piece.)  
 
NATE: Hey, I figured out what happened to the fog machine. 

(Holds up gummy mess.) It turns out that corn syrup, 
sugar, citric acid, lactic acid, and gelatin are highly 
combustible. 

GERTIE: I didn’t know all of that was in fog juice. 
NATE: It’s not. Those are the ingredients for gummy worms. 

One of the actors left his gummy worms on top of the vent.  
JEREMY: I bet it was Shelly. 
GERTIE: Actually, it was Alex. I told him twice to keep his 

food offstage. He actually left an open can of Cranko Kola 
on top of the gel cabinet. Doesn’t he know that stuff can 
eat through stainless steel? 



TRAVIS: I can’t believe Mrs. Hunt hasn’t replaced him. 
GERTIE: She can’t. 
JEREMY: Why? Because he’s so good? 
GERTIE: No, because he’s so male.  
NATE: Right. Why can’t we get more guys to try out for 

plays? 
GERTIE: I’ve got three words for you: first person shooter. 
NATE, TRAVIS, JEREMY: (Look at each other.) Gaming. 
 
(MRS. HUNT enters, a bit distracted.) 
 
TRAVIS: Well, it’s not like anyone’s going to listen to us. 
MRS. HUNT: Is there a problem? 
NATE: Well, yeah. I figured out why the fog machine didn’t 

work. Some genius— 
MRS. HUNT: That’s great, Nate! I knew you could figure it 

out. So, it will be working for today’s rehearsal?  
NATE: Well, actually— 
MRS. HUNT: I want to make sure that Monica won’t bump 

into any set pieces. 
JEREMY: As a student of physics, I’m pretty sure that 

Monica would go right through our set pieces. 
MRS. HUNT: (Not paying attention to what he said.) That’s 

right. Safety first.  
 
(JEREMY looks confused.) 
 
GERTIE: So, about the “Litter Box of Doom” scene...we ran 

into a snag. 
MRS. HUNT: (Fully focused on GERTIE.) You know that the 

show is in three days, right? 
GERTIE: Oh, we’ll have it in time... Just...not today. 
MRS. HUNT: Well, when do you plan on having it done? 
GERTIE: (Looks quickly at JEREMY.) Uh... How long does it 

take to tape 200 boxes of Atomic Chocolate Bombs? 
MRS. HUNT: Excuse me? 
JEREMY: We’ll have it by tomorrow. Don’t worry. 



MRS. HUNT: I thought this would be a great show for all of 
you, with the gadgets and all, but it feels like it’s become a 
lot of work. 

TRAVIS: It’s fine, Mrs. H. It’s been good. 
NATE: Yeah, it’s been fun. Where else can we ignite liquid 

Gummy Worm? It’s just like napalm!  
 
(MRS. HUNT looks confused.)  
 
NATE: (Cont’d.) Never mind. (Exits.) 
 
(Various ALIEN CATS enter in costumes and get ready for 
rehearsal.) 
 
MRS. HUNT: So, except for the set piece, everything else is 

ready? 
GERTIE: (Looks around.) Pretty much. 
MRS. HUNT: Great work. (To ALL.) Okay, everyone, let’s 

get going. Work with whatever costume pieces you have 
so you’re used to moving in them. Now remember, we 
don’t have music today because of the marching band 
competition, but let’s see if we can get through all the 
scenes.  

 
(ALIEN CATS take their places. TECHIES exit.) 
 
MRS. HUNT: (Cont’d.) I’ll just call out the transitions.  
MANDY: Mrs. Hunt, Mitch texted me and said he’ll be late 

for rehearsal. 
MRS. HUNT: (Sighs.) Okay. We’ll just start without him. 

(Looks at script.) So, the band has just played the 
overture; lights have come up, and you’ve just finished the 
opening song. Dream sequence starts with Mitch. 

TERRI: But he’s not here yet. 
MRS. HUNT: That’s right. Okay, go wherever you end up 

after the dream sequence.  
 



(SHE takes a seat in the front row. ALIEN CATS go to 
ending places. MONICA and SHELLY exit. They say the 
following lines with cat movements.) 
 
MANDY: (Holding cell phone in her hand.) We have come 

from the planet Mars. 
TERRI: (Wild, over the top, cat movements throughout her 

lines.) We’ve searched the galaxy, near and far. 
MANDY and JESSICA: We seek servants to do our will. 
TERRI and ALEX: And humans really fit the bill. 
MANDY: But where is our queen? (Checks her phone and 

returns a text.) 
TERRI: (Points upstage.) She approaches. 
JESSICA: (Points upstage and flips TERRI’S hair in the 

process; Terri glares.) She approaches. 
ALEX: (Points upstage in a very bored way.) She 

approaches. 
MONICA: (Enters dramatically.) Yes, this will do quite nicely. 

Well done, my pellicle cats! 
MRS. HUNT: (Stands.) Wait, wait, wait. Mandy, what are 

you doing? 
MANDY: Um. 
TERRI: She’s texting again, Mrs. H. 
MRS. HUNT: I can see that. (To MANDY.) You can text after 

rehearsal. 
ALEX: What’s the difference? We’ve only got eight lines in 

the whole play. Anything to stop the boredom. 
MRS. HUNT: Mandy, stop texting. Alex, there are no small 

roles, only small actors. Jessica, quit provoking Terri. (To 
backstage.) Nate, why don’t we have fog? 

NATE: (From backstage.) I’m working on it! It should be... 
really? (Enters angrily holding a mangled wig.) I found this 
wrapped around the fan! 

JESSICA: That explains the missing Hairball of Death. 
MRS. HUNT: (Looks around.) Who was responsible for that 

prop? (No one answers.) Folks, we have to take care of 
our props.  

NATE: And our tech equipment. We also found gummy 
worms in the fog machine. 



MRS. HUNT: Who did that? (No one answers.) From now 
on, I don’t want to see any snacks or drinks in this theater. 
Understand? No gummy worms, no Cranko Kola, no 
nothing.  

MANDY: Um, Mrs. Hunt, how about sushi? I’m expecting a 
delivery tonight— 

NATE: Terrific. Raw fish fog. 
JESSICA: Well, it sorta works for our cat motif. 
MRS. HUNT: No sushi! Nate has repaired this machine five 

times. The show is in three days, and we don’t have time 
for this. 

DAWN: (Enters frustrated.) Mrs. Hunt, I’m going to need 
more fake fur and four more sets of eyes.  

MONICA: (Sarcastically.) Yes, so that my costume can pop 
some more. 

DAWN: (Glares at MONICA.) Oh, and I’ll need more hot glue 
sticks and pop tabs, too. 

MRS. HUNT: You’re already over budget. Why do you need 
more fur? 

DAWN: (Looks at ACTORS.) Because someone left a liter of 
Cola Red on the cutting table, and it spilled all over the 
fake fur. 

MRS. HUNT: Seriously, everyone? (Pause.) Okay, see if 
you can make do with the leftover fabric that show choir 
gave us. (To ALL.) And let me say it again: no sushi, no 
pasta primavera, no barbeque ribs, or any other kind of 
food in the theater. That includes the changing area, the 
costume shop, the catwalk or anything within a five-mile 
radius of this show. Got it?  

 
(DAWN exits. MITCH enters.)  
 
MITCH: (Eating.) Sorry I’m late, Mrs. H. I had to go home 

and grab a snack. 
MRS. HUNT: (To ALL.) And be on time. (To MITCH.) 

Rehearsal starts at three. 
MITCH: (Still eating.) I know but— 
MRS. HUNT: Go outside and eat your food; I don’t want it 

anywhere near this stage. 



MITCH: (Confused. Exits and speaks to closest actor.) 
What’s up with Mrs. H.? 

MRS. HUNT: Okay, let’s take it from Monica’s entrance. 
Nate, keep working on the fog machine.  

 
(SHE takes seat in front row. ALIEN CATS go to ending 
places. MONICA exits. NATE exits. MANDY stows phone 
somewhere on her person.) 
 
MANDY: We have come from the planet Mars. 
TERRI: (Adapting her blocking so that she is more 

prominent.) We’ve searched the galaxy, near and far. 
MANDY and JESSICA: We seek servants to do our will. 
TERRI and ALEX: And humans really fit the bill. 
MANDY: But where is our queen? 
TERRI: (Points upstage.) She approaches.  
JESSICA: (Points upstage and positions herself in front of 

TERRI.) She approaches. 
ALEX: (Points upstage.) Yada yada. 
 
(MONICA enters dramatically. SFX: MANDY’s cell phone 
starts ringing.) 
 
MONICA: Well done, my pellicle cats! Whose phone is 

ringing? 
MRS. HUNT: Mandy, shut off your phone.  
 
(MANDY reaches to silence phone.) 
 
MRS. HUNT: (Cont’d.) Keep going.  
MONICA: Yes, this will do quite nicely.  
 
(SHELLY is seen pushing the door fruitlessly.) 
 
MRS. HUNT: Wait. Wait. Wait. Where’s Shelly? 
 
(SHELLY quits pushing the door and starts banging it with 
the laser gun. JEREMY is heard yelling offstage.) 
 



JEREMY: (Offstage.) I told you, the door opens inward. 
SHELLY: Oh. (Pulls the door toward her.) Right. 
MRS. HUNT: Shelly, you missed your cue! 
SHELLY: Not my fault, Mrs. Hunt. Somebody put the door 

on stage the wrong way. 
JEREMY: (Comes on stage.) The door is right, and you are 

wrong. (Snatches gun away from SHELLY.) Give her to 
me. (Examines gun.) Did you hurt her? 

SHELLY: Her? 
JEREMY: Katniss. 
SHELLY: Katniss? Who’s Katniss? 
JEREMY: The laser gun. 
SHELLY: You name your laser guns? 
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