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The Fed-Up Genie

Pooft Give me what I want! Poof! Give me what I want! Poofl
Give me what | want! That's how it goes all day long! I don't ever’
get a minute’s peace! It's like I was born to serve them! Well, |
have a life too, you know!

There Il be, taking a bath, reading a book, talking to my
mama — anything — when, bam! Someone’s gotta rub the lamp,
and out I come like a puff of smoke! No apology, no “Sorry for
disturbing you,” no “Is this a good time?” Nothing! Just gimme,
gimme, gimme It's all about them and their greedy little wishes]

Half the time they don't even know what they want! Not
because they don't want anything — oh, no! — but because they.
can't narrow it down to three! They forget that just minutes before
they weren't going to get anything! And now they want it all.

Seems like everyone tries the whole “Can I wish for another
three wishes?” gag. Do they really think that’s going to work?
Come on. Do I look like a moron?

Well, OK, maybe I look a little silly in this stupid genie suit,
but it comes with the job. Believe me, I didn’t pick it out. I look.
like M.C. Hammer in his old poofy pants days! They didn’t look
good on him, and they sure don't look good on me. The fat just
looks fatter, if you know what I mean.

But back to the people. Three wishes! Uno. Dos. Tres. It’s not
that hard. They stand there throwing things out, and when I get
ready to give them their wish, they say, “I didn't actually wish for
that. I was just thinking.” Well, think a little faster, people! I don't
have all day to watch you “eenie, meanie, minie, mo” your
choices!

Get a clue! Know what you want before you rub the lamp!
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Pinocchio and the
Crooked Cricket

1 don’t know about you, but I don'’t like taking advice from
a bug! Everywhere | go, there’s this cricket following me
around saying, (Mocking) “Don't do this. Don't do that.” Who
is he to tell me what to do? He's as big as my toe, and | have
to listen to him? It doesn't even make any sense because
what does a bug even know about being a boy?

Sometimes I think he tells me to do the wrong thing on
purpose. You don’t believe me? Well, it's true! 've seen him
laughing at me. He likes watching my nose grow. Yes, you
heard that right. My nose grows!

See, I've got this horrible affliction! O, I look all normal
now, don't I? A cute little boy made of wood. OK, OK, maybe
that's not so normal. But I can live with that. I've been that
way all my life, after all.

The real problem is that every time I tell a little fib — even
the tiniest little white lie, or even if I just stretch the truth a
wee bit — my nose sprouts out like a fast-growing weed!
Straight out from my face like a clothesline! Do you have any
idea how hard it is to walk around that way? I can't tell you
how many times I've poked someone in the eye or got my nose
shut in a door! It's downright embarrassing! As if having a
bug follow you around day and night wasn’t bad, enough.

Why me, I ask you. I can't possibly be the only boy to
stretch the truth a bit! How am I supposed to live with such
a wretched curse? How?

(Pause) What? Don't lie? I suppose that sounds all well and
good but ... 'm just a little boy! You might as well cut my
strings and leave me here in a pile!
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Scissor-Happy Rapunzel

My hair is ruining my life. P'm just plain sick of it! I'd cut
off every inch if I could! I would! Only I got stuck up in this
tower with nary a pair of scissors or even a plain old butter
knife! If I don’t get it cut soon, I'm going to gnaw it off with
my teeth!

For years and years my hair has grown — down my back,
to the floor! Nobody has hair to the floor! It’s quite ridiculous!
1 feel more like a hairy beast than a princess. I think it's part
of my punishment — as if being locked up in this stupid tower
isn’t bad enough.

My hair is so long and so thick, it takes me all day to wash
and dry it! By the time I'm done, it's time to start all over
again! I used to hang it out the window on sunny days, just
so it would dry faster, but not any more!

Do you know what happened to me? Some fool boy tried
to climb up my hairl My hair Like it was a rope! I would not
make that up! I had to twist and shake and jerk my tresses
until he fell off! Fell flat on his back in the bushes! Which is
exactly what he deserved!

Can you imagine? Climbing up someone’s hair? Who would
do such a thing? It gave me quite a headache!
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The Forgetful Fairy Godmother

Oh, my, my, my! I'm all in a tizzy, I tell you! I've finally been
given a job — a real live “make a wish” job — and I can't find
my wand! That's been happening a lot lately. I found my hot
rollers in the fridge the other day. And my breakfast bagels
undemeath the bathroom sink. I think all this spell-making has
re-wired my brain! I can't seem to do anything right! Yesterday, 1
turned my cat into a frog, and I can't remember the spell to turn
her back. Have you ever seen a frog meow? It's quite disturbing,
let me tell you.

But what's a fairy godmother to do without a wand? | can't
whip up a fancy hairdo or beautiful gown with these crooked old
hands! Besides, T've never sewn a day in my life! And I certainly
can't pack Cinderella to the ball on my back!

‘Ooooh! What to do, what to do? I tell you the truth; | need my
own fairy godmother to help me. Oh, poor Cinderella! She's going
to be so disappointed having to wear those dirty old rags to the
ball! The Prince won't even notice her! Maybe she won't even go!
Oh, dear! Then they'll never meet! They'll never fall in love! And
they won't live happily ever after! She'll be stuck in this wretched
house with these wretched people, and it will all be my fault! Oh,
that just won't dol

(As If calling for a dog) Here little wand, here little wand! Oh, if
only I'd turned my cat into a dog instead! Then she could fetch it
for me. Why do I have to be so scatterbrained? It's like someone
put a curse on me.

It's just no use! I'm never going to find it. I'll probably be
demoted to tooth fairy now. I want to turn pumpkins into coaches,
not collect a bunch of dirty rotten teeth! I've got to find that wand
and find it fast! Maybe | should check the freezer ... (Rushes off)
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The Not-So-Wicked Witch

Everyone thinks my sister is perfect! It makes me want to
choke a toad! All pretty in pink like a big puff of cotton candy!
As if sugar wouldn't melt in her little rosebud mouth!

Well, duh, of course she looks all sweet and nice — she's
dressed all girly from her head to her toes! Nobody thinks evil
could reside in all that fluff!

It just proves that she's Mom and Dad’s favorite. What do
they give me to wear? Black, black, and more black! How's a
person to look nice in that? And do you know how hot it gets
wearing black all summer long? It's no wonder I'm a bit
grouchy at times! Of course, she’s all smiles and full of cute
little songs with her perky little voice! Well, let her wear this
get-up for a while and we'll see how she feels!

But not Glinda! Oh nol She's the Good Witch! So what
does that make me? The Bad One, of course. What a joke!
She's the one that turned all of the townspeople into
munchkins! And didn't even get in trouble. I turn one little guy
into a scarecrow, and all of a sudden I'm wicked. It’s just not
fair! She gets away with everything.

It makes me so mad; I've just got to zap someone! (Makes
pointing gesture to someone in audience.)

Zap! (Blows off zapping finger.) There. Now I do feel a little
better.
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Robbin’ the Woods

(With a mobster accent, if possible) OK, so here’s the way it's
gonna go down. There's gonna be a little old lady coming
through here in about fifteen minutes. Weekly grocery run.
Cashes her government check after she shops. Rodney here’s
gonna jump her and you're gonna grab her bag. Then you run
it over here to me. We'll split the loot fifty-fifty. Fifty for you's
guys and fifty for me.

Oh, wait. I forgot about the blasted poor. We gotta give
something back — you know, create a little good will and all
So here’s what we're gonna do. I'm gonna give you twenty
percent, and you twenty percent, and the poor ten percent. rn
make do with what's left. You guys can spare a mere ten
percent, can’t ya? For the good of the cause?

I thought so. Now, if you get caught, you've never seen
me, right? "Cause you know I know where you live. And where
your family lives. And accidents happen out here in the forest.
You know that, right? But we ain't gonna worry ourselves
about that now, are we? 'Cause you guys are my men! And
we're like family, right? And nobody turns their back on their
own family, right?

Look — here she comes! Steady. Don’t rush it. She might
have a frying pan or something. OK. Go! And make sure you
grab that cane! It's probably worth something!




