
Monologue #1

LUCAS: (to audience) I guess this is what I’ve dreamed of my whole life. There was no

comedy show in all of television that equaled “The Max Prince Show”. Not in 1953 there

wasn’t… An hour and a half revue every Saturday night, completely live. And now I was

actually a writer on it. Max was unlike any comedian I had ever seen before. He didn’t

tell jokes. He didn’t say funny lines. He was just funny. But on camera, when he had to

be himself, like introducing a guest, he couldn’t say four intelligent consecutive words

without mumbling or coughing. I like Max a lot. Mostly because he treated his writers

with respect. And he paid them more money than the Governor of New York. Well, they

were funnier than the Governor of New York. One of the other writers left and I’m here

on a four week trial contract. So if I’m going to prove myself, I’m going to have to do it

fast. My problem is, I’m shy… but I did manage to get one really funny line on last

week’s show. Unfortunately, Max coughed on that line and no one in America heard it …

My entire future depends on finding a voice for my humor … or a cure for Max’s cough.



Monologue #2

MILT: The beret is legitimate. Got it in Paris. The last one sold. Why the last one? MGM

bought ‘em all up for Gene Kelly movies. Look, the kid believes me. What do I know

about berets? And I look like a putz in this. So why would I wear it? Because people

notice it. Look at me without a beret. (He takes it off) Invisible, right? A nothing. Who is

he? But watch. (He puts the beret back on) Now I’m someone. A diplomat. A traveler.

Maybe I know Ernest Hemingway. I go to French movies, laugh at the jokes, don't

understand a fucking word they’re saying, but people come over on the way out. “You

like the picture?” “Eh, comme ci, comme ça.” I don’t even understand that but I get

attention. I’m unique right? What am I, good looking? No. Am I smart? Eh. Am I funny?

Yes. but compared to the comic minds in this room, I’m Herbert Hoover’s kitchen help …

So I wear yellow suede shoes on Christmas and a cowboy hat on Yom Kippur. And

when I walk in here, Max Prince laughs. And if Max Prince laughs, my kids eat this

week.



Monologue #3

VAL: (In a thick Russian accent) Television in Russia? They don’t have doorbells yet.

And yet the greatest comedy in the world came from Russia. Gogol, Chekhov,

Dostoevsky. The best. Red Dead Souls sometime. Absolute genius. But in Russia

today, comedy is dead. Lenin killed it. Stalin buried it And what have they got now? The

most corrupt and insidiously evil political regime since Ivan the son of a bitch … No, sir.

Until there are humane reforms in that country, I was my tongue of their language. Ptui!

(He spits out) I'm sorry. I got cream cheese on you. Totally unforgivable.



Monologue #4

MAX: What’s up? What’s not down is up … What’s up could be down, what’s down

could be up. You understand? NBC! They want to cut the show down to an hour. AN

HOUR! Cutting us down. Right at the kneecaps. Chop chop chop chop chop. I cannot

reason with these people. People. They’re not even people. NBC is not a people.

They’re not like us. They wear black socks up to their necks. Crew neck socks … They

come home from work and before dinner, they dance with their wives … They put up

wallpaper in their garages … You can’t talk to them. You see this cigar? To us, it’s a

cigar. To them it’s power. To them it’s control. To them it’s grabbing our testicles and

squeezing them! You understand?! NBC is using their power to control us. To cut out my

HEART! They want to cut the budget, save money. He says the show is too

sophisticated. Too smart, he says. My own sister, my own brother, two people who

never graduated from spelling, understand every word. The big money sponsors want

out, he says. What do they sell? Raisins? Macaroni? Cream cheese? People who eat

and chew can’t understand this program? Who does he think we’re playing for, dogs

and cats? They can say what they want, but I have a plan.



Monologue #5

IRA: I can’t breathe. I can’t catch my breath. I think it’s a heart attack. It could be a

stroke. Don’t panic, just do what I tell you. Call Columbia Presbyterian Hospital. Ask for

Dr. Milton Bruckman. Tell him I got a sharp stabbing pain down my left arm, across my

chest, down my back into my left leg. If he’s in surgery, call Dr. Frank Banzerini at St.

John’s Hospital, sixth floor, Cardiology. Tell him I suddenly got this burning sensation in

my stomach. At first I thought it was breakfast. I had smoked salmon. It was still

smoking. It didn’t feel right going down. If his line is busy, call the Clayton and Marcus

Pharmacy on 72nd and Madison. Ask for Al. Tell him I need a refill on my prescription

from Dr. Schneider, I can’t remember the drug. Zodioprotozoc. No. Vasco something.

Vasco da Dama, what the hell was it? I can’t get air to my brain… This scarf is choking

me, get it off my neck. Don’t call my wife… No, maybe you should call her. But don’t tell

her it’s a stroke. If she thinks it’s a stroke, she’ll call my mother. I have no time to talk to

my mother, she drives me crazy. (He starts to hyperventilate) This could be it, I swear to

God. Why are you just sitting there? What the hell are you waiting for?



Monologue #6

CAROL: I can’t survive in here as a woman. But as a writer, I can hold my own with

anyone. After five years in here, Max, you think I know what a woman’s point of view is?

I come home at night smelling of cigar smoke, I have to put my dress in a humidor … I

never said a crude word in my life before I came here. But now I go home to my fucking

house and talk to my fucking husband like a fucking sailor… It’s okay. I don’t mind. If

you lived in France for five years, you’d speak French. But I’m not in France. I’m here so

I speak fuck… I don’t want to be called a woman writer, I want to be called a good

writer, and if it means being one of the guys then I’ll be one of the guys. I can handle it.


