
M:  Hold it!  (One of the security guards unplugs the tape player.)  Could 
someone please explain to me why this gentleman is dressed like a 
cat?  (To Chorus Cat.)  I’m sorry, sir , but that’s not what we’re looking 
for…
Chorus Cat:  (Devastated.  Chrous Cat begins to sing an a cappella rendi-
tion of the opening number to A Chorus Line.)  I really need this job.  
Oh God, I need this job.  I’ve got to get this job!  (He is dragged out 
screaming by the two security guards.  M and Steven sit in silence for a few 
moments.)
Steven:  (Looking at his watch.)  Ooops.  I hate to be a party pooper, 
sir, but we’re just about out of time.  Headquarters is probably get-
ting impatient.
M:  Oh, all right.  We’ll just make the next person who walks through 
that door the new James Bond…
008:  (Enters.)  Um, excuse me.  I think someone dropped some 
whiskers outside… (M and Steven eye each other, as 008 continues his nar-
rative to Professor Maybe, who watches from the other side of the stage.  The 
other characters remain frozen until the action resumes.)  It was then that I 
learned that the real James Bond was dead.  He had been eaten alive 
by a band of evil, carnivorous salamanders somewhere off the coast 
of Nigeria.  They told me that they needed a replacement Bond.  
Someone to fi ll in for him.  They convinced me that if the public 
found out that the World’s #1 Secret Agent was dead, it would pro-
voke mass hysteria.  Cities would be burned to the ground.  Govern-
ments would be overthrown.  Mattel would have to discontinue its 
extemely profi table line of James Bond action fi gures.  And so they 
signed me to a six-month contract, despite the fact that I was not a 
member of SAG — The Secret Agent’s Guild, that is.  I began my 
training the next day. (008 picks up script and the action continues.  It is 
now one day later.)
M:  Now, I’m going to ask you your name, and you are going to re-
spond how?
008:  (Reading.)  The name is Bond.  James Bond.
M:  No.  The name’s Bond.  Not the name is Bond.
008:  The name is Bond!  James Bond.
M:  The name’s Bond!  Name’s!  Rhymes with James!!! (Collecting him-
self.)  All right, let’s try it without the script.  What is your name?
008:  The name’s Bond.  James Bond.  (Beat.)  My friends call me 
Jimmy.
M:  For the love of God!!!  (M slams down script and storms out.  008 
and Steven look at each other blankly.)
008:  (To Steven.)  It was a joke.  (Narrating.)  I was taught to be a mas-
ter swordsman… (Antonio enters dressed like a dashing Spanish swash-
buckler and strikes a pose.)  I was polished and styled…  (As Antonio 
exits, Fashion Consultant enters.)
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Little Secrets must be preformed by two mature females and 
may be entered in Duo Interpretation or Duet Acting.  It is 
important that the audience not realize that the two girls are 
actually sisters, until it is disclosed through their dialogue to-
ward the end of the teaser.  The drama mask icons are simply 
visible to show the performers where, if used, a teaser could 
be placed.  This selection is about connection and love.  If 
the two performers actually look like they can be sisters, it will 
be a competitive advantage.  There are many emotional lev-
els found within this scene; play them all with honesty.  This 
is a road-trip!  The two girls are taking an adventure and 
discovering little secrets about one another along the way.  
The humorous moments between the two should be fun for 
the audience, as well as the two actresses.  Really play each 
moment for what it is.  The fun moments should be quicker 
in pace and really fun!  For example, the two girls should be 
over-the-top when they win money at the casino!  Take the 
necessary time, however, to play the emotional transitions 
as the scene shifts from its lighter to darker moments.  The 
dramatic moments should be refl ected in the tone and pac-
ing of the more serious and sometimes intense lines of dia-
logue. Overall, the two actresses should take the audience 
on an emotional journey.  At the end of the performance, the 
audience should be rooting for the two sisters to be forever 
bonded by their shared secrets on, what should ultimately be, 
a day they will both remember for the rest of their lives.  

Characters
 Deena Williams, twenty-one years old.
  Cindy Williams, Deena’s sixteen-year-old sister. 

Time The present.
  
Place Cindy’s bedroom. A casino. A luxury hotel suite.
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Man in the Audience:  (Stands.)  What happened to him?
M:  I’ll answer that, Steven.  Mr. Bond was eaten alive by a band of 
evil, carnivorous salamanders somewhere off the coast of Nigeria. 
(Awkward silence.  The Man in the Audience sits back down.)
Steven:  (Attempting to compensate.)  And although James will always 
hold a special place in our hearts, there’s a whole lot of world savin’ 
to do out there—and I know that he would’ve wanted his name to 
live on—embodied in the body of some other hot-blooded, young 
ruffi an.  So without further ado, let’s go ahead and get started, 
mmkay?
(Steven retreats to the back and M proceeds to conduct the audition.  M nods 
and the two security guards open the door and admit Fred into the room.)
M:  Hi, there.  Okay, grab a script and let’s take it from the top of 
page one.  (Fred picks up a script from the table.)  Whenever you’re 
ready…
Fred:  The namesth Bond.  Jameths Bond.
M:  I’m sorry.  Could you repeat that?
Fred:  (Trying to get it right.)  The namesth Jamethhhhhhs Bond.  
Jametttttths Bond.
M:  I’m sorry, sir, but in order for you to be a secret agent—you’d 
have to lose the lisp.
Fred:  What listhp?
M:  Okay.  Thanks a bunch.  Moving on… (The two security guards 
bring in Andy.)
M:  You must be Mr…(Having diffi culty pronouncing his name.)  Frick-
enhouser. (Referring to the resume.) It says here that you are a techno-
logical entrepeneur.  Could you explain that for us?
Andy:  Well, I like to take pictures of myself…and put them on the 
Internet.
Steven:  I thought you looked familiar.
M:  Well, you’ve certainly got all the qaulifi cations, but—you’re a 
little too short to be James Bond.  Thank you.  Next?  (The two secru-
rity guards bring in Roy.  M now refers to Roy’s resume.)  All right, Mr. An-
derson, why do you feel you are qualifi ed for the position of secret 
agent?
Roy:  Well…I like to work with children.
M:  Okay.  Very nice.  Do you, perchance, have any special skills?
Roy:  (With a sick, knowing smile.)  I’m handy with a pick ax.
M:  (Now aware that he is a quack.)  I’m sure you are.  Uh…we’ll get 
back to you.  Who do we have next?  (The two security guards now escort 
Chorus Cat into the room.  He enters with a dancer’s fl air, carrying a tape 
player and a water bottle.)
Chorus Cat:  I’m going to be performing a little routine I put to-
gether inspired by the Broadway musicals of the early 1980’s.  ( He 
proceeds to turn on the tape player and dance an elaborate medley of popular 
numbers from such musicals as A Chorus Line and Cats until M interrupts.)
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Scene One.  Cindy’s bedroom.

(Deena is standing outside Cindy’s open door.)

Deena:  Knock knock.
Cindy:  (On the computer.  She doesn’t acknowlede Deena.) The door’s 
open.  (Deena says nothing. Cindy fi nally acknowledges her.)  What?  What 
do you want?
Deena:  Hi.  I’m Deena.  Deena Williams.  I just wanted to introduce 
myself.
Cindy:  I know who are.  
Deena:  I live just two doors down.  You might have noticed my place.  
It has the big  picture of Johnny Depp on the door.
Cindy:  (Cindy is slighty irritated.  Irritated perhaps by the poster, perhaps by 
the presence of Deena standing in her doorway.)  I’ve seen it.  (Pause.) Just 
like I saw the picture of Zac Efron before that one.  And the picture of 
Justin Timberlake before that one.  And the picture of Garth Brooks 
before…(Cindy catches herself and realizes that the list is endless.) The 
point is…yes!  Yes, I’ve noticed it.  It’s very noticeable.
Deena:  (Sensing Cindy’s irritability, but still trying to be friendly.)  Look, 
I just dropped by because…well…we’re neighbors.  I thought if you 
weren’t doing anything…it might be fun to spend a little time to-
gether.  You know, a get-to-know-each-other-kind-of-thing.  (Sarcasti-
cally makes a curled fi st gesture.)  Quality girl time!
Cindy:  Well, as a matter-of-fact, I’m not doing anything of utmost 
importance, but I am curious…(Deena is it?)  I’m curious as to why you 
feel we don’t…know each other.  You’ve lived two doors down from 
me for years!  
Deena:  Yes.  For years!  I’ve known you since you were born!  (Big 
pause.)  We’re sisters, for goodness sakes!
Cindy:  Exactly!  We’re sisters.  So why in the world do we need to 
get to know one another?  (Pause.)  You’re my older sister.  I know you.  
(Surprised.  Almost confused.)  We know each other…
Deena:  (Big pause.)  Do we really?

Deena:  Look.  I just thought with Mom away for the week…we 
could…we should…use this time to really get to know each other.  I 
mean, we may have been sisters for sixteen years, but we have to be 
honest.  We’ve never really done the sister thing.  (Searching for reasons 
to justify her sudden interest in wanting to spend time with her sister.)  We’ve 
never shared a bedroom.  We’ve never talked about boys.  We’ve never 
smoked together…
Cindy:  You smoke???




