
Note:  Sides for all four characters are in this single document.  

Sides do not need to be memorized.  Actors can hold the scripts but 

are encouraged to be very familiar with the material. 

 

Audition Side for Diane 
 

DIANE. The beginning. Well, beginnings are always beautiful. Beginnings are — OK 

— do you know Breakfast at Tiffany's? The film, not the novella. I know, there's a 

novella, who knew? The beginning. Audrey Hepburn, the most beautiful person ever. 

Gets out of the cab. In Givenchy. Quadruple strand of pearls. And she walks to a 

window of Tiffany's. Again with the beautiful. And then the melody "Moon River" 

wafts in. Start with me. The beauty quotient is excessively high. Then beautiful Audrey 

Hepburn is sneaking into her Upper East Side townhouse away from the not-so-

beautiful older man, but the running away part is beautiful. And then. But then. Then the 

unspeakable happens. Mickey Rooney. Mickey Rooney in full-on racist novelty 

Hirohito glasses and buck teeth and — (She imitates Mickey Rooney's Asian acting.) 

"Missy Goritry!!! I must plotest!!!" (Back to her own voice.) And we can never recover. 

She can gab on and on about the mean reds and the cat not having a name, but. Sorry. 

It's too late. The beginning has been irrevocably ruined. But I digress. We're in New 

York, which we of Los Angeles love, accepting awards from critics, which we love 

even more so. My client, a rising young movie star who suffers from a slight ... 

recurring case of homosexuality, informs me — that as his date, are you possibly seated 

for this? As his date to this award ceremony, he would like to bring his mother. So that 

no one will know that he's gay? So I throw a flame retardant blanket on this potential 

brush fire, and volunteer myself as his date. I'm lesbian, he's a fag, we're in show 

business, we're a perfect couple. 



Audition Side for Alex & Mitchell 

 
(Lights up on a hotel room. A charmingly drunken Mitchell is at the door, letting Alex 

in.) 

MITCHELL. Hello? 

ALEX. Uncle Steve? 

MITCHELL. Uncle Steve? 

ALEX. Your nephew. 

MITCHELL. Your nephew? 

ALEX. Can I crash? 

MITCHELL. Can I ... crash? 

ALEX. Is there an echo in here? 

MITCHELL. Sorry. I'm — I've been — I'm confused. 

ALEX. I'm Bryan. 

MITCHELL. This is not helping. 

ALEX. Your nephew. 

MITCHELL. My nephew? 

ALEX. Yeah. 

MITCHELL. My nephew is seven years old. I am so lost. 

ALEX. You're my uncle. I'm your nephew. Stuck in the city. I need a place to crash. 

There's only one bed. 

MITCHELL. Do you have the right hotel — 

ALEX. Manhattan School — 

MITCHELL. Manhattan. Schoolboys. Yes, sorry. I called them.  From the TV. The look 

of love was in my eyes. That's what the song says. In the background on the 

commercial. Oh my God. 

ALEX. What? 

MITCHELL. You're you. 



ALEX. Right. 

MITCHELL. Manhattan Schoolboys. Only why are you my nephew Bryan? Do you 

want a drink? I'm having one. 

ALEX. (Unsure.) Uh ... no. 

MITCHELL. Alright then, I'm having several. 

ALEX. Look, do want to be my uncle or not? 

MITCHELL. Is there paperwork? 

ALEX. No. 

MITCHELL. Then be your uncle. 

ALEX. 'Cause if you don't want a scene, then — 

MITCHELL. I have no idea what's going on here. Wait a minute, I know what's going 

on here. That word. 

ALEX. Scene. 

MITCHELL. Means? 

ALEX. Acting out. Role-playing. 

MITCHELL. On the phone, the guy said, "Do you want a scene?"  I thought it was some 

sort of cool slang for a good time. "You wanna scene, man?" I hadn't the foggiest — I'm 

sorry. I hate myself. I'm drunk, I'm sorry, I hate myself and I had no idea. And not in 

that order. Do you want a drink? 

ALEX. I don't drink. 

MITCHELL. Why? Did life suddenly get beautiful? 

ALEX. No. Not at all. OK, now do you want to —  

MITCHELL. Oh yes. By all means. Let's have sex. 

ALEX. Two hundred dollars. 

MITCHELL. My. 

ALEX. Can you afford it? 

MITCHELL. Handily, my good man, handily. (Pulls money out and counts it.) Two 

hundred. (He hands it to Alex.) You must be very good. At sex. 



ALEX. That's not what people pay you for. 

MITCHELL. What do people pay you for? 

ALEX. To leave afterwards. 

  



Audition Side for Ellen & Alex 
(Ellen opens the door, it is Alex.) 

ELLEN. Oh hi. Come in. To your own house. Make yourself at home. Oh right, you are. 

Never mind. 

ALEX. Hey. 

ELLEN. Hi. I mean hey. 

ALEX. So, you're hanging out here. 

ELLEN. And I'm not completely useless either. I did some laundry, of your dirty things. 

At the laundromat. I did that for you. 

ALEX. Thanks. 

ELLEN. I paid this month's rent for you. 

ALEX. You didn't have to do that. 

ELLEN. You know, I'm here. The landlord was here. You weren't here. 

ALEX. I'll pay you back. 

ELLEN. Let me. I could do rent while I'm here. Actually Arthur is. Can't do next 

month's though — I just reached his limit. 

ALEX. You're kooky. 

ELLEN. Doin' what I can. Got all fetal and wombish and not movingly for the longest 

time — finally got it together to get up and walk around non-colonial Williamsburg. 

(Ellen takes off his jacket and holds him from behind and says very quietly:) I missed 

you. 

ALEX. God, you gotta let me breathe. 

ELLEN. Says who? God, it's been so long, I don't even know if I'm still formatted for 

you. You're never here anymore. 

ALEX. I've been staying with some friends. 

ELLEN. Really, who? 

ALEX. Just, you know, friends. 

ELLEN. Alex, we don't have friends, we are both far too snotty for that. 



ALEX. New friends, I've developed new friends. 

ELLEN. Alex. 

ALEX. Sorry, what? 

ELLEN. Alex. Just — Alex. OK? 

ALEX. I don't know what—  

ELLEN. Alex. I know all about you and Mitchell Green. 

ALEX. I don't know — 

ELLEN. Don't you dare fucking lie to me. You're with Mitchell Green now. (Long 

pause.) 

ALEX. So. How did you figure that out? 

ELLEN. Because I have eyes in my head that work. I saw a picture of you two in the 

Post. The Post, I mean honestly. And you asked about him. So I saw the look in your 

eyes when you were talking about him. So. 

ALEX. I don't know what me and. Mitch are about, we're just — I found somebody nice 

who is here in this city for a finite amount of time, so — We're just hanging out. 

ELLEN. Right. Sorry I'm sorry. Listen to me. I go so bitchy so fast. Change my name to 

the Netherlands 'cause I get dark so fast. I just miss you. I miss us, too, kinda. And I 

should, right? I feel—we're over, right? We're done with? (Alex walks over and kisses 

her gently on the lips ands says very quietly.) 

ALEX. I am so sorry (She looks as if she is about to cry and then smiles and nods her 

head) 

ELLEN. I thought so. I figured. 

ALEX. You can stay here as long as you want. 

ELLEN. Thanks. We'll be friends then, right. I mean you're up for that? 

ALEX. Totally. 


