JUNIE B. JONES
AUDITION SCENE 2

Junie B. and Mrs. Gutzman, the very friendly cafeteria lady, discuss cookies and lunch in this scene. Junie doesn’t think about what she says and just states what’s on her mind.  Mrs. Gutzman is patient with her until the end.

Junie B: Mrs. Gutzman!  I am so glad to see you!
Mrs. Gutzman: Junie B. Jones, I’m glad to see you, too!
Junie B: Hey, now that you’ve found me, when can you bring the cookies to our classroom, Gladys?
Mrs. Gutzman: Don’t call me Gladys, dear. And first graders don’t get cookies like kindergartners do.  First graders get cookies when they buy their school lunches.
	(Junie B. frowns)
Junie B: Yeah, only what about the children who bring their lunches?  Where’s our cookies, huh? ‘Cause today everybody got a cookie except for me and Sheldon.  And so pardon me for asking . . .but what are kids like me supposed to do??
Mrs. Gutzman: Hmmm.  (Mrs. Gutzman thinks for a moment.) How would you, Junie B. Jones, like to help me in the kitchen?
Junie B: You mean like be the boss of lunch?
Mrs. Gutzman: (laughing) Well, almost.  If it’s okay with your teacher, I’ll give you a permission slip to take home to your parents.
Junie B: Really?
Mrs. Gutzman: Really! Now, Junie B., your job today is to be our lunch greeter.  Do you know what a lunch greeter is?  A greeter smiles at people and says: “Hello children. My name is Junie B.  And on today’s menu, we are proud to present, Tuna Noodle Casserole!”  Do you think you could do that?
Junie B: I don’t know.  Maybe I could.
Mrs. Gutzman: Lovely . . . because here come the lunch children now!
Junie B: Hellllooooo, Clarence-somebody-or-other elementary school kids.  My name is Junie B. Jones.  And on today’s menu, we are proud to present . . .Tuna . . . (Junie sniffs and makes a sour face) Noodle . . . . (Junie B. sniffs again, can’t believe what she smells.) Stinkle!!!!! What the heck is that smell????
Mrs. Gutzman: What you’re smelling is our lunch today, Junie B.
Junie B: Well, all I can say is P.U.!!!! That smell is not delightful. I’m lucky I brought my lunch today, aren’t I?  At least now I don’t have to eat the P.U. stinkle like the other kids, right???
Mrs. Gutzman (looking at Junie B. angrily with her hands on her hips): Junie B . . . 
Junie B: Yes, ma’am? (Mrs. Gutzman says nothing.) I know.  My work is done here.




