
 
 

Theatre Audition “Cold-Read Scenes” 
 
Brighton Beach Memoirs by Neil Simon 
 

NORA MORTON: 16 
STANLEY JEROME: 18 

 
STANLEY: Come in. 
 
NORA: Are you busy? I wanted to talk to you. 
 
STANLEY: That’s funny, because I wanted to talk to you. 
 
NORA: About what? 
 
STANLEY: I need a favor. Real bad. You’re the only one who can help me. 
 
NORA: What is it? 
 
STANLEY: Well, when Pop comes home tired, he doesn’t usually pay too much attention to me 
and Eugene. He’s different with you. He’s always interested in what you have to say. 
 
NORA: Really? I hope so. 
 
STANLEY: Oh, sure. You never noticed that? 
 
NORA: Not really. What’s the favor? 
 
STANLEY: This may sound dumb, but at dinner, do you think you could steer the conversation in 
a certain direction? 
 
NORA: What direction? 
 
STANLEY: Well, something like how much you “admire people who stand up for their principles.” 
 
NORA: What people? 
 



STANLEY: Any people. “Principles” is the important word. If you could work it in three or four 
times, I’d be very grateful. 
 
NORA: Three of four times?? 
 
STANLEY: It’ll be easy. I’ll mention someone like Abraham Lincoln and you look up and say, “Now 
there’s a man who really stood up for his principles.” 
 
NORA: I have my own things to bring up at dinner. I don’t want to get into a discussion about 
Abraham Lincoln. 
 
STANLEY: Not his whole life. Just his principles. 
 
NORA: Why would I do such a stupid thing? 
 
STANLEY: Because as of tomorrow I’m unemployed… unless someone besides me mentions 
“sticking up for your principles.” 
 
NORA: What happened? Did you get fired? 
 
STANLEY: I will be unless I write Kaiser Wilhelm a letter of apology. It’s really up to my old man. 
I’ve decided to do whatever he tells me… 
 
NORA: When are you going to ask him? 
 
STANLEY: Tonight. Right after dinner. 
 
NORA: Tonight? Does it have to be tonight? 
 
STANLEY: That’s the deadline. I have to give my answer to Mr. Stroheim in the morning. Why? 
 
NORA: Couldn’t you ask your father in the morning? 
 
STANLEY: He gets up at five-thirty. My mother has to line up his shoes at night because he can’t 
make decisions at five-thirty. What’s wrong, Nora? 
 
NORA: I don’t know what you have to complain about. At least your father is alive and around 
the house to make decisions. You don’t know when you’re well off, Stanley. Sometimes you 
make me sick! 
 
 
 
 



 
 
A Raisin in the Sun by Lorraine Hansberry 
 

JOSEPH ASAGAI: Early 20’s, African 
BENEATHA YOUNGER: Early 20’s, African American 
 

JOSEPH: Hello! 
 
BENEATHA: Hello… Well - come in. And please excuse everything. My mother was very upset 
about my letting anyone come here with the place like this. 
 
JOSEPH: You look disturbed too… Is something wrong? 
 
BENEATHA: Yes… we’ve all got acute ghetto-itus. So-sit down! How was Canada? 
 
JOSEPH: Canadian. 
 
BENEATHA: I’m very glad you are back. 
 
JOSEPH: Are you really? 
 
BENEATHA: Yes - very. 
 
JOSEPH: Why - you were quite glad when I went away. What happened? 
 
BENEATHA: You went away. 
 
JOSEPH: Ahhhhhhhh. 
 
BENEATHA: Before - you wanted to be so serious before there was time. 
 
JOSEPH: How much time must there be before one knows what one feels? 
 
BENEATHA: What did you bring me? 
 
JOSEPH: Open it and see. 
 
BENEATHA: Oh, Asagai! You got them for me!... How beautiful… and the records too! 
 
JOSEPH: I shall have to teach you how to drape it properly. You wear it well… very well… So - you 
like the robes? You must take excellent care of them - they are from my sister’s personal 
wardrobe. 



 
BENEATHA: You - you sent all the way home - for me? 
 
JOSEPH: For you - I would do much more… Well, that is what I came for. I must go. 
 
BENEATHA: Will you call me Monday? 
 
JOSEPH: Yes… We have a great deal to talk about. I mean about identity and time and all that. 
 
BENEATHA: Time? 
 
JOSEPH: Yes. About how much time one needs to know what one feels. 
 
BENEATHA: You never understood that there is more than one kind of feeling which can exist 
between a man and a woman - or, at least, there should be. 
 
JOSEPH: No. Between a man and a woman there need be only one kind of feeling. I have that for 
you… Now even… right this moment... 
 
BENEATHA: I know - and by itself - it won’t do. I can find that anywhere. 
 
JOSEPH: For a woman it should be enough. 
 
BENEATHA: I know - because that’s what it says in all the novels that men write. But it isn’t. 
 


