AUDITION SCENE 3

Carla is the narrator, telling a story to her younger sibling, Chris.  She is making up characters and a story as she goes along.

Carla: Once upon a time, there was a girl.
Little Red: (waves to Chris). Hi.
Carla: And she was called – 
Little Red: Little Red Robin Hood.  Wait!  What?  (she looks at Carla)
Chris: Riding Hood.
Carla: No.  Robin Hood.
Chris: No, her name is Little Red Riding Hood.
Carla: What’s a riding hood?
Chris: Ummmm…uhhh…
Carla: She didn’t ride, she walked. And why would a hood be red?  That’s dumb.  It doesn’t make any sense.
Little Red: Yeah, why is it red?
Carla: Her name was Little Red Robin Hood.
Little Red: Cool.
Carla: And she was pretty. (Little Red poses like a runway model.)  And smart.
Little Red: A squared plus B squared equals C squared.
Carla: She was king to animals – 
Little Red: (blowing kisses to unseen birds and squirrels) Mwah.  Mwah. I love you all.
Carla: And she was like a secret ninja.
Little Red: (does some cool karate moves) H’ya! H’ya! Oh, I totally rock.
Carla: She lived in England under the reign of evil Prince John.  So one day, Little Red Robin Hood was skipping through Sherwood Forest…
Little Red: (skips in a circle) Hum-de-dum.  La-di-do.
Carla: (Big Bad Wolf enters) .. where she was stopped by a wolf.
Big Bad Wolf: (stops Little Red like a traffic cop) Stop!
Chris: Was it the Big Bad Wolf?
Big Bad Wolf: No.
Carla: Yes.
Big Bad Wolf: Again?  Really?  I’m always bad? I never do anything  good?
Carla: Wolves are big and bad.
Big Bad Wolf: Wolves mate for life.  We’re good for the environment.  We recycle.
Carla: You’re bad.
Big Bad Wolf: I don’t want to be bad.  Why can’t I be the great good wolf?  Or the plucky sidekick wolf?  Or even the comic relief wolf?  I could stand around and say things like, “Dang!”, “For heck, yeah,” and “That’s whacked!”
Carla: You’re bad.
Big Bad Wolf: Dang.  That’s whacked.
Carla: And the wolf was a sheriff.
Big Bad Wolf: So I’m a crooked cop?
Carla: For heck, yeah.
Big Bad Wolf: What book is this from?
Chris: She’s making it up.
Big Bad Wolf: Oh, great.  Freelance amateur.
Carla: So the Sheriff wouldn’t let Little Red Robin Hood pass.
Big Bad Wolf: Where are you going?
Little Red: I’m on my way to grandmother’s house with this basket of goodies. (She shakes the basket, which jingles.)
Big Bad Wolf: That sounds like money.
Little Red: It is.
Big Bad Wolf: Then it’s not goodies.  Goodies are like muffins.  And coffee cake.  And sausage. I’m going to have to take the basket.
Little Red: It’s not yours.
Big Bad Wolf: No, it’s Prince John’s.  And I’m going to take it.
