RUNAWAYS
Audition Monologues
Note to actors: For the initial audition, it is not necessary to audition for a particular role. We
are looking to find the best group to create an ensemble (and may ask you to read for a specific
role if you are invited to a call-back audition). For the initial audition, choose a monologue that
speaks to you and a song that fits in your range -- the specific roles are not important for the initial
audition
The characters in the ensemble have similar experiences: each has a history of abuse,
abandonment, and/or alienation. The characters are young but have been forced to be mature
beyond their years to survive on the streets. They are angry and hurt, but they fight to be hopeful
and to overcome their problems. They understand their difficult situations, but their humor and
youthful exuberance remain. Sharing their stories helps to give them strength.
IGGY: I went back home and they were sitting by the TV watching “As the World Turns” and
they just pretended that I wasn’t there, and they know that really gets to me. “Do you smell a
nobody in the room?” says my father to my mother. I went back home and they ignored me
because they know it makes me crazy. I mean, it’s not like I haven’t been missing for ten days. I
clear my throat and my mother turns up the TV and my father belches, blaapp. So I decide to do
what I always do when I want to get their attention. I kick in the glass on the TV and I bend the
antennas back like little rabbit ears and I say “TV is for Polish Russian morons.” So my father
picks me up in the air and throws me onto the floor. And his face is close to mine and the liquor
smells like love on his breath. And he calls me a bastard but at least he’s talking to me and my
mother picks up the broken TV glass off the floor, talking to it and weeping like it’s an injured
child and things ar going good now so I tell them that they are stupid, uneducated assholes and
they scream you need a bath. And I scream “You need some brains.” So my mother starts boiling
the water on the stove and my father is ripping the clothes off my back and they throw me in the
bathtub and my mother pours the boiling water on my back and my father scrapes the dirt off my
back with the glass from the TV. And they say “This will teach you to come home.” I went back
home and they were sitting by the TV watching “As the World Turns” and they pretended that I
wasn’t there. So I had to let them know, you know.

A.J.: My parents lived together, but they hated each other. See, my father went to work, see he
was the head of the family. And mom, it was her job to stay home all day and clean the house.
And every night at about six o’clock, I’d hear the electric garage door open, and I’d think to myself:
“Did I do everything right? Did I do everything right?” Then I’d hear him come up the stairs. This
was it! Please don’t yell, dad. Please don’t yell. Then mom would call us, and we’d all go sit at
the table. And there’d be silence … until my father would say something stupid. And my mother
would break down and they’d start fighting , and she’d grad us and put our coats on and try to take
out the door, and my father would pull us back in and leave my mother out on the porch all by
herself. And I was tired of being fought over. I had to go! I had to go!

IGGY: My mother’s dead. I don’t know what of. But she’s dead. And my father, who bossed
her around, drank all the time and had other girlfriends, cried a lot and said that life was cruel.
And that was it. The other night after my mother’s funeral, I went into her dresser drawers and
started sorting through her underwear, her socks and her blouses. I could smell her powder, her
skin, and her breath. I felt like number one in the world. I mean, she got herself into one of those
strange coffins, got lowered into the ground and was never, ever, ever seen on the face of the earth
again. It was all so mysterious, and it gave me a kind of medal to show off. Teachers would be
kinder. My friends wouldn’t say I was bad in sports and I didn’t have to worry about pimples, but
then it began to wear off, and I’d hold up the clothes and there’d be no body inside of them, and I
kept seeing the shape of her arms or the way she’d paint her toenails. And my brain would start
screaming. I mean how can a person just completely disappear? I don’t understand it.

NIKKI: SCRYNOTCHKIELOOAW NO NI NING SHAKABUTSO HINE YO HEE YA
KIKOBATSO HAI! You are in the middle of a very holy person. Me. See, I am studying a
religion that teaches me to be super peaceful, and real generous to everybody, and it will also
prepare me for death. Now this is what I do. I take a step forward and then I say this secret ancient
word – “scrynotchkielooaw” – and then I jump up and down, up and down (you know – heaven,
hell, heaven, hell). And my mouth has to constantly open and close so that I can give out all sorts
of real important information. See, see, what I am is a dummy, and God is my ventriloquist and
we sorta have this act we do together and what I am is his big wooden doll and God throws his
voice into me. Throw that voice, God. Now some people may call this copping out, but if you’re
born a dummy, you’re borna dummy and there ain’t nothin’ you can do about it.

MANNY: A long time ago I used to take the spoon from my breakfast cereal and whammo, throw
it up against the wall and watch the milk and the cornflakes dribble, dribble, dribble. And I’d
laugh, you know, and wait for someone to come and pick up the spoon and give it back to me. But
no one ever did. I was in one of them high efficiency orphanages, and the cleaning lady would
curse and mop up the mess. And some grey-striped volunteer would just plop another spoon into
my bow. Bang and I’d whammo whirl it up in the air again like a military helicopter and I’d throw
it up against the wall and the cleaning ladies would keep cleaning up my spoon and the cornflakes
and another spoon would keep being plopped in my bowl. No one ever tried to talk to me about it
no ever. No one had the time to put a hand on my shoulder and say – stop it little kid. I’m always
fascinated by the fact that if you drop something and no one picks it up you forget you ever dropped
it. Maybe that’s why I feel I can just float away anytime. Maybe that’s why the spoon game got
boring. Anyway, I play with spoons now, too. I fill them with the double eagle, horse, white
powder, heroin, and I melt them over candles. And no one stops me now either.

