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AUDITION -- for 6 m, 7 w 
 
In this scene, the pom squad and the mad science club 
members try to catch the Gingerbread Man. 
 
GINGERBREAD MAN: Hey! Where’d everybody go? 

Running’s fun, but it’s even better when I’m being 
CHASED. (Calls.) Run, run, as fast as you can. You can’t 
catch me; I’m the Gingerbread Man! (Exits.) 

 
(LORNA enters, blows whistle. CHEERLEADERS run in, line 
up.)  
 
LORNA: All right, girls, gather round. (THEY do.) We’ve got 

ourselves a cookie to catch. Right? 
CHEERLEADERS: (Cheer pose.) Right! 
LORNA: We’re going to win this contest. Right? 
CHEERLEADERS: (Cheer pose.) Right! 
LORNA: So how are we going to do it? Ideas?  
 
(CHEERLEADERS think.) 
 
POPPY: We could set a trap for him. 
BLONDIE: Make him come to us. 
TOFFEE: What should we use for bait? 
POPPY: What would a super-speedy Gingerbread Man find 

irresistible? 
LITTLE DEBBIE: I know! I know! 
CHEERLEADERS: What? What? 
LITTLE DEBBIE: Fast food! 
CHEERLEADERS: (Groan.) Oh. 
LORNA: I think we’re on the right track. 
CHEERLEADERS: Really?  
 
(THEY have no clue what track they’re on.) 



LORNA: About coming up with something irresistible as bait. 
CHEERLEADERS: (Nod as if THEY know.) Oh. (Realize 

they don’t.) 
LORNA: Come on, girls. What do you all do best?  
 
(CHEERLEADERS think about it. Still no clue. They shrug.)  
 
LORNA: (Cont’d.) You cheer! 
CHEERLEADERS: (React.) Oh, right. Sure. Yeah. That’s 

what we do, etc. 
LORNA: Your job as cheerleaders is to steal the attention of 

the fans away from the game, and toward YOU. No matter 
what the event, YOU have to be more interesting than 
what’s happening on the field. 

BLONDIE: So if we cheer our very best, the Gingerbread 
Man will come to us. 

CHEERLEADERS: (Cheer pose.) Yay! 
TOFFEE: He’ll be so distracted by our routines, he’ll forget to 

run away. 
CHEERLEADERS: (Cheer pose.) Yay! 
POPPY: And then we’ll grab him. 
CHEERLEADERS: (Mime grabbing Gingerbread Man, roar.) 

Rowrr! 
BLONDIE: And break him up into teeny tiny, itsy-bitsy little 

pieces. 
CHEERLEADERS: (Mime breaking the Gingerbread Man 

up, growl.) Grr! 
TOFFEE: And gobble them all up! 
CHEERLEADERS: (Mime eating the pieces with ferocious 

intensity.) Yum! 
LORNA: Right! Up until the last part. We have to capture the 

Gingerbread Man and deliver him to Principal Macaroon's 
office. 

CHEERLEADERS: (Disappointed.) Oh. 
LORNA: It’s the only way you can win the all-you-can-eat 

pizza party. 
CHEERLEADERS: (Downcast.) Right. Pizza. Sigh. 
LORNA: Unless, of course, we want to skip right to the 

chase and eat him ourselves! 



CHEERLEADERS: (Excited.) Yes! 
LORNA: But first we have to catch him. 
CHEERLEADERS: (“Charlie’s Angels” type pose.) Right! 
LORNA: So let’s go find that Gingerbread Man, dazzle him 

with your routines, and get our just desserts! 
CHEERLEADERS: (Scream and start to exit.) Charge! 
LORNA: (Blows whistle. THEY freeze in position.) Quietly, 

girls. Quietly. 
CHEERLEADERS: Oh, right. (THEY switch to stealth mode 

and exit in slow motion. Whisper their previous scream.) 
Charge.  

 
(LORNA exits after them. The GINGERBREAD MAN enters, 
running, skids to stop. Looks around, sees no one.) 
 
GINGERBREAD MAN: Huh. Where is everyone? What’s it 

going to take to get someone to chase me? (Shrugs. 
Dashes off.) 

 
(NEWTON enters, followed by OATIE, GRAHAM and 
BERNER.)  
 
NEWTON: Okay, Mad Scientists. Do we want to catch that 

Gingerbread Man and win the pizza prize, or what? 
MAD SCIENTISTS: (Not interested.) What. 
NEWTON: What do you mean? Don’t you want to capture 

him? He’s a biological anomaly. And don’t forget the all-
you-can-eat pizza. 

OATIE: Tomato sauce gives me hives. 
GRAHAM: I’m gluten sensitive. 
NEWTON: What about you, Berner? 
BERNER: I love pizza. I just don’t like the idea of having to 

chase someone around when he is obviously faster than 
me. I’d look foolish. 

OATIE: You look foolish anyway. 
GRAHAM: We all do. We’re nerds.  
 
(THEY shrug, accepting reality.) 
 



NEWTON: Come on, now. Where’s your intellectual 
curiosity? Think of the specimen: a walking, talking 
Gingerbread Man. 

OATIE: It might be interesting to analyze him and conduct 
experiments to find out what makes him tick. 

GRAHAM: I must admit I’m curious how a baked good can 
become both sentient and ambulatory. 

BERNER: If we could somehow replicate his abilities, we 
could create our own super powers! 

 
(THEY consider this, nodding thoughtfully.) 
 
NEWTON: So, do you want to do it? Capture and dissect the 

Gingerbread Man in the name of science? 
MAD SCIENTISTS: Affirmative!  
 
(BERNER pulls out inhaler, uses it.) 
 
NEWTON: To begin with, we’re dealing with both chemistry 

and physics. 
OATIE: Agreed. Chemical compounds involving complex 

carbohydrates, proteins, refined sugar and processed 
ginger root. 

GRAHAM: Not to mention the challenges a bipedal cookie 
would have with acceleration and deceleration, traction 
and aerodynamics. 

BERNER: So, in layman’s terms, what we’re really talking 
about is… 

MAD SCIENTISTS: Super powers!  
 
(THEY try to high-five each other, miss.) 
 
NEWTON: Excellent. I’ve got some ideas on how to disable 

the Gingerbread Man’s flight risk, which will allow us time 
to crack him open and take a look inside. Get out your 
tablets. We can formulate a working hypothesis on the way 
back to the lab. I mean the classroom.  

 



(THEY pull tablets from their backpacks and exit. MUFFIN 
and ROLAND enter.) 
 
MUFFIN: Roland, I’m worried. 
ROLAND: What about, Muffin? 
MUFFIN: I put a lot of love into making that Gingerbread 

Man. I’m afraid something bad is going to happen to him if 
he gets caught. 

ROLAND: He’s pretty fast. And so far, he has kept his 
distance. 

MUFFIN: But kids these days are awfully bright. And 
Principal Macaroon is consumed with the idea of bringing 
him to heel. 

ROLAND: Everybody seems to want a piece of him, that’s 
for sure. Truth be told, I wouldn’t mind having a taste 
myself. 

MUFFIN: Roland!  
ROLAND: I can’t help it. Everything you bake is so delicious. 

You are the most gifted and magical cafeteria lady in the 
entire school district. I’d do anything for even a small 
morsel of your cooking. 

MUFFIN: Why, thank you, Roland. That’s sweet. (Thinks.) 
Hmm. That gives me an idea. Yes. Quick! We need to get 
to the kitchen, right away. 

ROLAND: You want me to help you in the kitchen? Wow. 
Oh, wow. You’ve made me the happiest man in the world, 
Muffin Topp. 

MUFFIN: Come along, silly. If there’s going to be a happy 
ending to all this running around, we’ve got work to do.  

 
(THEY exit. The GINGERBREAD MAN enters, stops center.) 
 
GINGERBREAD MAN: Okay, that’s it. I’m tired of running in 

circles. I’m going to just sit here until someone comes to 
chase me. (HE does.) 

 
(PRINCIPAL enters, sees GINGERBREAD MAN.) 
 



PRINCIPAL: (Pulls out walkie-talkie.) Calling all clubs, 
calling all clubs. The Gingerbread Man has been sighted in 
the cafeteria. Converge on this location. Stat!  

 
(NEWTON FIGG and MAD SCIENCE CLUB enter from one 
direction. LORNA DOONE and CHEERLEADERS enter from 
another. They stealthily spread out.) 
 
NEWTON: (To OATIE, GRAHAM and BERNER.) Okay, Mad 

Scientists, let’s try our Super Slick Solvent Solution.  
 
(THEY pull Super Soaker water squirters from their 
backpacks.)  
 
NEWTON: (Cont’d.) Lock and load, gentlemen. 
MAD SCIENTISTS: (THEY pump the squirters a few times.) 

Locked and loaded, sir! 
LORNA: (To POPPY, BLONDIE, TOFFEE and LITTLE 

DEBBIE.) All right, ladies. Let’s show this Gingerbread 
Man why we’re called the “Spatula Flippers”!  

 
(THEY drop their pom-poms, revealing a flexible plastic 
spatula in each hand. They strike martial arts poses.) 
 
CHEERLEADERS: Hi-yah! 
GINGERBREAD MAN: (Sees HE’S surrounded, gets to his 

feet.) Whoops! (Smiles to audience.) Looks like the chase 
is on. (To OTHERS, taunting.) It’s about time! I was getting 
stale sitting there.  

 
(MAD SCIENTISTS and CHEERLEADERS converge on 
GINGERBREAD MAN’S position. He neatly dodges away. 
They become a shouting jumble of squirting soakers and 
twisting spatulas.) 
 
CHEERLEADERS and MAD SCIENTISTS: Ow! Hey, you 

got me in the eye! I’m not the cookie you’re looking for! 
Watch where you point that thing. Take that, etc. 



GINGERBREAD MAN: (Runs around the outside and 
through the clump, spinning STUDENTS this way and 
that.) Run, run, as fast as you can. You can’t catch me; I’m 
the Gingerbread Man! (Stands outside the melee, 
laughing.) Oh, ho ho! 

PRINCIPAL: (Joins LORNA and NEWTON. Shouts over the 
din.) You’d better get control of these kids! 

LORNA: (Blows whistle. STUDENTS stop.) Regroup! 
Regroup!  

 
(MAD SCIENTISTS join NEWTON, CHEERLEADERS join 
LORNA. At least one of the cheerleaders now carries a 
water squirter, and at least one Mad Science student has a 
pair of spatulas, having switched them during the confusion. 
PRINCIPAL points her finger at GINGERBREAD MAN who 
dodges back and forth, just out of reach.) 
 
NEWTON: (To MAD SCIENTISTS.) What exactly was that? 

Science is supposed to be orderly. 
OATIE: The cheerleaders got in the way. 
GRAHAM: My spatula is totally flipped. 
BERNER: At least they paid attention to us for a change.  
 
(OATIE and GRAHAM consider this, agree. Try to high-five, 
miss.) 
 
LORNA: (To CHEERLEADERS.) We’ll never win the prize if 

we can’t work together as a team. 
POPPY: I got distracted by those boys. 
BLONDIE: Distraction is supposed to be OUR job! 
TOFFEE: Still, they ARE kind of cute, in a goofy sort of way. 
LITTLE DEBBIE: We forgot all about the Gingerbread Man. 
NEWTON: (To LORNA.) Lorna, you need to keep your 

cheerleaders away from my boys. 
LORNA: (To NEWTON.) Keep your science nerds away 

from my girls! 
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