
MONOLOGUE SAMPLE #1 

Formula Number Four 

Well well well. What do we have here? It seems, Mr Whiskers, that you have consumed all 

of Formula Number Four. Am I correct? That’s unfortunate, Mr Whiskers, because I love you 

dearly, like a son. If you were my child, I would have bought you an iPad and paid extra to feed you 

organic because that’s exactly how much I care about you, Mr. Whiskers. But I am not really your 

mother, am I Mr. Whiskers? In reality, I am a scientist and you are my cat who just consumed my 

only vial of Formula Number Four. Do you see what the problem is here, Mr. Whiskers? Can you 

comprehend in that little cat brain of yours, which is now being mutated and transformed, its 

particles being slowly pulled apart and smushed together again in different and unpredictable 

configurations which may turn your mind into soup but is much more likely to give you knowledge 

that would allow you to overthrow humanity with your furry little cat friends so you can cough up 

hairballs on all of our dead bodies, why I MUST, for the sake of the survival of my species, shoot 

you right in your brain in order to avoid any potential lethal consequences which would result from 

the consumption of my greatest invention: Formula Number Four? Many humans in my situation 

would just sit and do nothing, don’t you agree Mr. Whiskers? They would just ‘hope.’ But I am not 

here to hope, Mr Whiskers. I am here to make sure that I don’t induce the cat apocalypse and the 

extinction of humanity. Why, Mr. Whiskers? Because I just happened to buy MYSELF an iPad and 

a five dollar organic avocado this morning, and I like it that way, Mr. Whiskers. I am my own son, 

don’t you see? I take care of myself. I live to be alive, Mr. Whiskers, and I will do things to keep it 

that way. So don’t you dare give me those huge puppy dog-cat eyes, because ten minutes from 

now I will blast them to bits and save the world right before Formula Number Four has any real 

effect on you. Why am I waiting until the very last second to take the necessary and inevitable 

precaution to save our species regardless of my love of life and ability to effortlessly perform the 

procedure which will prevent any potential catastrophes immediately, while every minute wasted 

increases the probability of your ascension and my demise? BECAUSE YOU DAMN FOOL, I AM A 

HUMAN, AND I MUST FOLLOW MY SPECIES’ PATTERNS OF BEHAVIOR! I’m not an 

OBLIVIOUS, FILTHY, GLUTTONOUS, FURRY MORON like YOU who lives HAPPILY and 

COMFORTABLY, COMPLETELY BLIND to the RULES of the WORLD and might just get THE 

ENTIRE GOD DAMN PLANET HANDED TO HIM IF HUMANS SUCH AS MYSELF CONTINUE TO 

TAKE UNNECESSARY RISKS LIKE I AM DOING RIGHT NOW! 
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MONOLOGUE SAMPLE #2 
The Salesman  

This morning I was minding my own business, planting magic beans as usual and 

whispering my “I love you’s.” See, that’s the trick with magic beans. If you don’t tell them “I love 

you,” they won’t grow. But you can’t be too loud about it either, or it’ll seem desperate. Anyway, as 

I was planting my magic beans, a strange man came up to me. He was wearing this long dark 

cloak and had black holes for eyes. He pulled something out of his sleeve and told me it was his 

firstborn child, which he was selling at less than the market price. “I already have three of those, 

which I got for half off.” I told him, “Shoo!” But he wouldn’t go away! He was very pushy, so finally I 

gave in and bought little Johnny here. Say “Hi” Johnny! See, all he does is twist his head around in 

circles and talk gibberish. Useless! I’m very sorry, but I’ll have to pay my rent late this month since 

I’m all out of money now. Unless you’d like to buy little Johnny here from me instead? He’s a great 

kid! Very talented in foreign languages! Worth every penny!  
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