
NOTES

008 is an extremely clever satire that should be performed by 
a male and entered in Humorous Interpretation.  The actor 
performing this Humorous Interpretation should be vocally 
and physically adept at playing mulitple characters.  There 
are a myriad of off-the-wall/quirky characters in this script, 
so be creative.  The title character, however, is just a normal 
guy.  By portraying the character, 008, as the straight man, 
the performer will have a nice contrast as he portrays all of 
the other characters 008 encounters.  The performer might 
want to try using a few stereotypes; however, comedy typi-
cally plays best when there is an element of truth to it.  When 
performing this selection, there are two things to remember:  
Be physically controlled.  True there is a lot of action in Bond 
movies; however, most of the characters have an air of so-
phistication.  The characters all tend to be very controlled 
with their movements and gestures.  Also,  keep in mind the 
espionage qualities that make the James Bond fi lms so much 
fun! 

Characters
 008, a replacement
  Professor Maybe, a villain
 Sir Alfred, a stuffed hamster
 M, the boss
 Steven, his assistant
 Two Security Guards
 Man in the Audience, a man with a question
 Fred, a man with a lisp
 Andy, a man with a fetish 
 Roy, a crazy, potentially dangerous, escaped 
 mental patient
 Chorus Cat, a dancer
 Antonio, a swordsman
 Fashion Consultant, a man with taste
 Waiter, a waiter
 Lady in the Bar, a lady in the bar
 Henchman, a henchman 
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Cindy:  Okay.  Let’s do it!  (They both put their nickels in the slot.  Cindy 
places her hand over Deena’s hand.)  Are you ready?
Deena:  Does an elephant…?  (At a loss for what to call the sound an 
elephant makes and is forced to make the sound instead.)
Cindy:  (Laughs.  Flattered by Deena’s playful imitation, Cindy says the 
following line warmly.)  I was hoping you’d say that.  (They pull the lever 
together, stare intensely at the machine as the wheels spin, then the two girls 
begin screaming.)
Deena:  Three sevens!  
Cindy:  We won!
Deena:  Jackpot!  
Cindy:  How much did we win?
Deena:  Fifteen… hundred… dollars!
Cindy:   (Beyond elated about winning.) Fifteen hundred dollars?  (Trying to 
calm down.)   So… what do we do now?
Deena:  Well, fi rst you’d better give me my driver’s license back!  One 
of us will have to cash it in, so let’s take no chances, okay?
Cindy:  (Understanding.)  Okay… Then what do we do?
Deena:  (Mischievious,  as if to say that Cindy hasn’t seen anything yet.)  
Celebrate, dear sister!  Celebrate!
 
Scene Three.  A luxury hotel suite.

(Cindy and Deena are on their beds in a luxury suite sipping coffees.)

Cindy:  Mom would freak, if she knew we were staying in a fancy hotel 
tonight!  Do you think she’ll fi nd out?
Deena:  (Proudly.)  It’s all been taken care of.  When you slipped 
into the gift shop downstairs, I used a pay phone in the lobby to call 
Mom.  I told her we were going to catch a late night movie.  I told 
her we’d call her tomorrow.
Cindy:  So you lied to Mom… (Could be said as a statement or as a ques-
tion.)
Deena:  No, I didn’t lie.  We’ll catch a late night movie on the televi-
sion.  Problem solved.
Cindy:  Very sneaky.  I’m starting to see why Mom sometimes has her 
doubts as to whether to trust you or not…
Deena:  Speaking of trust, let’s tell each other secrets!
Cindy:  Secrets?
Deena:  Yeah!  It will be fun!  
Cindy:  What kind of secrets?
Deena:  Any kind!  Okay, I’ll start.  (Pauses to think of one.)  All right.  
When you were really little, I took three of your dolls and cut their 
hair!



Time The very near future.
Place Professor Maybe’s secret lair.  An Audition room, which  
 also serves as the location for 008’s training sessions.  
 The Camel Club Casino.

Lights up on Professor Maybe’s lair.  008 wakes up from    
unconsciousness and fi nds himself strapped against a metal    
slab, in typical James Bond fashion.  Professor Maybe enters    
stroking Sir Alfred.

Professor Maybe:  Good Morning, Sunshine.
008:  Who are you?
Professor Maybe:  My name is Professor Maybe.  This is my hamster, 
Sir Alfred.  It’s so nice to fi nally meet you, Mr. Bond.  You’re just in 
time to witness me execute my master plan for world domination.
008:  (Smirking.)  What do you have in mind?
Professor Maybe:  Well, let me give you a briefi ng.  (Operating a slide 
projector.)  This is the planet, Earth.  This is a really big missile aimed 
at the planet, Earth.  This is the planet, Earth, with a big whole in it.  
Pretty self-explanatory, really.  Oh, this is me and Sir Alfred at Dis-
neyland!
008:  What do you want with me, Professor?
Professor Maybe:  Well, for starters, I want to kill you.
008:  Kill me?  What for?
Professor Maybe:  Because you’re James Bond.  It’s every villain’s 
dream to kill James Bond.
008:  No, I’m not really James Bond.  Let me explain—
Professor Maybe:  I’d love to talk, Mr. Bond, but I’m afraid you’re 
going to be too busy dying.
008:  This is all a mistake…
Professor Maybe:  So, if you’re not James Bond, then who are you?
008:  Actually, it’s a pretty funny story…
Professor Maybe:  A story, eh?  What do you think, Sir Alfred?  Do 
we have time for a story?  Okay, Mr. Bond, let’s hear this humorous 
story of yours.
008:  Well, I guess it all started when I saw this ad in the newspaper…

Lights up on the audition room.  Two security guards stand by the entrance.  
M sits behind a table, apparently writing.  Steven comes forward and speaks 
directly to the front row of the audience, as if they were auditioning.

Steven:  Okay, everybody.  First of all, welcome.  As we said in our 
ad, this audition is being held on account of the fact that 007, the 
World’s #1 Secret Agent is no longer with us.
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Deena:  Are you kidding?  Mom would kill me!  (Laughs.)  Which 
is…probably the reason…we’ve never smoked together!  But still, it’s 
perfect.  No curfew.  No one to tell us what to do… I’m of legal age 
now, so… (Mischevious.)  No telling what we could do today…  (Almost 
as a dare.)  So, what do you say?  Girl time.  (Pause.)  Are you game?
Cindy:  Does a kitten purr?
Deena:  I was hoping you’d say that.  (Laughs.)  Well, not exactly 
that…but I was hoping you’d say yes.
Cindy:  Really?
Deena:  Absolutely.  I promise you a day…that we’ll always…remem-
ber.

Scene Two.  A casino.  The nickel slot machines.

(Both girls are putting nickels into slot machines and pulling the levers.)

Cindy:  I can’t believe you brought me to a casino!  
Deena:  (Playful.)  Well, my little sister, if we play our cards right, 
we might just get lucky!  (Pause.  She just now realizes she made a joke.)  
That’s funny.
Cindy:  What’s funny?
Deena:  I said, “If we play our cards right.”  
Cindy:  Why is that funny?
Deena:  We’re playing nickel slots.
Cindy:  (Laughs.)  Oh… You know, I never realized it before.  You 
have a really good sense of humor.
Deena:  What?  You thought I was Miss Serious, because I wear a lot of 
black?
Cindy:  No.  I guess I just never knew how fun you could be, that’s 
all.  (Laughs.)  I still can’t believe those ID checkers didn’t even look 
twice, when I showed them your driver’s license.  
Deena:  Luckily, I still have my old fake ID from when I was your age.  
Cindy:  This is really fun!  I’m glad you brought me here.
Deena:  Well, we’ll have a lot more fun, if we can hit a jackpot!
Cindy:  I don’t know if Lady Luck is with us today.  (Looks in her coin 
bucket.)  It looks like I’m down to my last nickel.
Deena:  And I’ve got only two left.  Hey, I’ve got an idea.  
Cindy:  What?
Deena:  We’ve been playing one nickel per pull.  Right?
Cindy:  Yeah.
Deena:  Why don’t we combine our three nickels and pull the lever 
together?  
Cindy:  Hey, with three nickels in the slot, our jackpot would be bigger, 
wouldn’t it?.  
Deena:  It certainly would.




