GRACE, MISS HANNIGAN.
GRACE. Good afternoon, Miss Hannigan. I’m Grace Farrell—
HANNIGAN. So?
GRACE. … and the New York Board of Orphans suggested—
HANNIGAN. Wait! Hold it! I can explain everything! It wasn’t my fault. It was Annie you see, who got into Bundles’ laundry bag and—
GRACE. Miss Hannigan, I—
HANNIGAN. And sure, I know I should of called Mr. Donatelli instead of the cops, but I—
GRACE. Miss Hannigan, I’m sorry, but I haven’t the slightest idea what you’re talking about.
HANNIGAN. Wait a minute, hold it, sister, I get it. If it’s beauty products you’re peddling, I don’t need any. Get out.
GRACE. Miss Hannigan, I am not “peddling” anything. I’m private secretary to Oliver Warbucks. 
HANNIGAN. Oliver Warbucks? THE Oliver Warbucks?
GRACE. THE Oliver Warbucks.
HANNIGAN. Love the hat! I read in Winchell’s column that Oliver Warbucks is the world’s richest unmarried man.
GRACE. I wouldn’t know. I don’t read Mr. Winchell. Miss Hannigan, Mr. Warbucks has decided to invite an orphan to spend the Christmas holidays at his home.
HANNIGAN. An orphan? 
GRACE. Yes, an
orphan.
HANNIGAN. You sure he wouldn’t rather have a lady? I got two weeks comin’.















GRACE, WARBUCKS.
GRACE. Welcome home, Mr. Warbucks
WARBUCKS. It’s good to be home. First things first. Messages.
GRACE. Yes, sir. President Roosevelt. He wants you to call him at the White House. WARBUCKS. I’ll get back to him tomorrow. Anyone else?
GRACE. John D. Rockefeller, Mahatma Gandhi, and Harpo Marx. 
WARBUCKS. Nothing urgent. What did Harpo want?
GRACE. He didn’t say.
WARBUCKS. Grace, if you’ll get your notebook and … (Of ANNIE.) Who is that?
GRACE. This is Annie, Mr. Warbucks. The orphan who will be with us for the Christmas holidays. WARBUCKS. The orphan? But that’s not a boy. Orphans are boys.
GRACE. I’m sorry, sir, you just said, “orphan.” So, I chose a girl.
WARBUCKS. Oh. Well, I suppose she’ll have to do. What are we supposed to do with this child? 
GRACE. It’s her first night here, sir.
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WARBUCKS. It is? Oh. Hmm. Well, Annie, your first night here, I guess we ought to do something special for you.
WARBUCKS MONOLOGUE
WARBUCKS. I was born into a very poor family in what they call Hell’s Kitchen, right here in New York. Both of my parents died before I was ten. And I made a promise to myself—some day, one way or another, I was going to be rich. Very rich. By the time I was twenty-three, I’d made my first million. Making money is all I’ve ever given a damn about. And I might as well tell you, Annie, I was ruthless to those I had to climb over to get to the top. Because I’ve always believed one thing: You don’t have to be nice to the people who you meet on the way up if you’re not coming back down again. But I’ve lately realized something. No matter how many
Rembrandts or Düessenbergs you’ve got, if you have no one to share your life with, if you’re alone, then you might as well be broke and back in Hell’s Kitchen. You understand what I’m trying to say?









































The following will be used for general audition readings on roles not covered in other scenes. You might be asked to read the scene in different styles, tones, etc.

PERKINS, HULL, ROOSEVELT.
PERKINS. According to my latest figures, there are now fifteen million Americans out of work and nearly fifty million with no visible means of support.
HULL. Mr. President, if I may say so, unemployment is not our worst problem. The dispatches from Germany are becoming more and more disturbing each day. There could be war.
PERKINS. Germany, hell! People are starting in this country. HULL. I know that, but in the long run … we’re not …
ROOSEVELT. Cordell, for people who are starving there is no long run.
PERKINS. The trouble is it’s all happening at once. The stock market has taken another nose dive … 
HULL. Sit-down strikes, riots …
PERKINS. Floods, dust storms …
ROOSEVELT. And the FBI still hasn’t caught Al Capone. Well, at least we’re all agreed on one thing. The situation is hopeless and getting worse.
HANNIGAN, ROOSTER, LILY.
HANNIGAN. Oh God, it never rains but it pours. They finally let you outta Sing-sing? ROOSTER. I got six months off for good behavior.
HANNIGAN. I’ll bet. What was it this time?
ROOSTER. Ahh, some old geezer from Yonkers said I swindled him outta eleven hundred bucks. HANNIGAN. Oh, yeah. Why’d he say that?
LILY. Because the Rooster swindled him outta eleven hundred bucks. 
ROOSTER. Ah, Lil.
LILY. It’s true.
ROOSTER. Sis, I’d like you to meet a friend of mine from … LILY. Jersey City!
ROOSTER. Jersey City. Miss Lily St. Regis. LILY. I’m name after the hotel.
HANNIGAN. Which floor?
ROOSTER. Don’t you just love her Lily, Sis?
HANNIGAN. Yeah, I’m nuts about her. Rooster, do me a favor. ROOSTER. Anything.
HANNIGAN. Get outta here and take the St. Regis with you. ROOSTER. Aw, c’mon, Sis.
HANNIGAN. Can it. Lookin’ for another handout, huh?
ROOSTER. Nah, I got eighty bucks comin’ in the mail. Thursday. So’s all I need is ten to tide me over. 
HANNIGAN. Uh-uh. Not even a nickel for the subway, Rooster.
ROOSTER. A fiver, Aggie?
HANNIGAN. I got laugh. Five bucks, oh God. You with all your big talk. Gonna be livin’ in clover. ROOSTER. This ain’t exactly Buckingham Palace.
HANNIGAN. Oh, yeah, I’m on the City. Steady salary, free food, free gas and electric. I’m doin’ all right. 
ROOSTER. Sis, you’re doin’ like I’m doin’.
LILY. Lousy.
ROOSTER. Aggie, what’d that dame want?
HANNIGAN. Brought me the wonderful news that Annie, one of the orphans from here, is getting’ adopted by Warbucks. 
LILY. Crummy orphan livin’ in the lap of luxury, It’ ain’t fair.















ROOSTER, LILY (as the Mudges).
ROOSTER. Excuse us, ma’am, we knocked upstairs but nobody answered. Are you the lady that runs this here orphanage. 
LILY. Oh, Ralph, I’m scared. Somthin’ could happened to her.
ROOSTER. Hush, Shirley. It’s gonna be all right, Shirl. She’s gonna be here and she’s gonna be ours again. (To HANNIGAN.)
We had terrible troubles back then. We had to head North to Canada. Had to leave a baby here. On the front stoop. 
LILY. Our little girl. Our Annie. Please, nothin’s happen to her?
ROOSTER. We come from a little farm up in Canada. LILY. Manitoba …
ROOSTER … where they’ve got lots of chickens … 
LILY. … little chickens …
ROOSTER. … and ducks … 
LILY. … ducks …
ROOSTER. … and geese …
LILY. Oh, you should see all the geese …
ROOSTER. … and roosters. (Reveals himself.) Gotcha, Sis!






























ANNIE & ORPHANS AUDITION – 
 (SUGGESTION: Practice reading each part separately – with a friend or with a family member reading the other 2parts.)
 
MOLLY 
(awaking from a dream and crying out) Mama! Mama! Mommy!

PEPPER
Shut up! Can’t anybody get any sleep around here?
 
MOLLY
Mama. Mommy.

PEPPER
I said, shut your trap, Molly.
 
ANNIE
Ah, leave the poor kid alone. She ain’t doin’ nothin’ to you.
 
PEPPER
She’s keepin’ me awake, ain’t she?
 
ANNIE
Aw, pipe down, why don’tcha? Just go back to sleep. (to Molly) It’s all right, Molly. Annie’s here.
 
MOLLY
(describing her dream) It was Mama, Annie. We was ridin’ on the ferry boat.And she was holdin’ me up to see all the big ships. (getting sad) And then she was walkin’ away and wavin’. I couldn’t find her no more. Any place.

ANNIE
It was only a dream, honey. Now, ya gotta get back to sleep. It’s after threeo’clock. (Annie begins to pack.)
 
PEPPER
Now what?
 

MOLLY
Annie, whatta ya doin’?
 ANNIE
Runnin’ away. My folks are never comin’ for me, so I gotta go find them.
 
PEPPER
Annie, you’re crazy. Miss Hannigan’ll catch you.
 
MOLLY
And give you the paddle.
 
ANNIE
I don’t care. I’m getting’ outta here. Okay, I’m ready…Goin’ now…Wish meluck.
 
MOLLY
’Bye, Annie. Good luck.
 
PEPPER
So long dumbbell. And…good luck.
















Warbucks and Annie 
Annie: 
Hello.
Warbucks:
Annie, can we have a man-to-man talk?
Annie:
You’re sending me back to the orphanage, right?
Warbucks:
Of course not.  Annie, I was born into a very poor family and both of my parents died before I was ten. I made a promise to myself -- someday, one way or another, I was going to be rich. Very rich.
Annie:
That was a good idea.
Warbucks:
But, no matter how much money, you’ve got, if you have no one to share your life with, then you might as well be broke.
I picked this up for you.  (A new locket is presented)
Annie:
For me?  Gee, thanks, Mr. Warbucks.  Oh gee.
Warbucks:
It’s a silver locket, Annie.  Let’s just take the old broken one off.
Annie:
No!  I don’t want a new one.  This locket, my Mom and Dad left it when they left me at the orphanage.  And a note too!  They’re coming back for me.  I’m real lucky being here with you, but the one thing I want in all the world is to find my mother and father.
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