
“THE INTERVIEW” | An Angel Monologue
Wri�en by Emma Paunil

DIRECTIONS: This monologue can be interpreted with many emotions! For inspiration, use The Archangels
songs’ energies as guiding inspiration for what mood or persona you take on. Try your best to be off-book, but more
importantly, have fun and have a comfortable, grounded performance :)

What is it like to be an angel? Well… that’s a good question. I’m not entirely sure that I would
resort to labeling necessarily, when I am of a substance not quite unlike your own. No, no, no,
you think I mean my looks. No, not of the flesh; the inspiration, the momentum, the rhythm, the
change. That’s the substance!
…
You seem unsatisfied by my response… Oh, that’s right, you do name yourselves! Human? Or
is it woman? Oh, I am so sorry, I forget all the labels. So, back to the point. You consider that I,
an “angel,” contain an energy, a substance that is so unlike your own, that you wish to know
what it is like to “be” one?

Well, what is it like to be of the stars? I could say I know not, yet are we not made of the same
substance? Are we not, and is not our whole world made from God comprised of the very
substance housed within the stars? Look back into yourself; a memory long ago, contained in
this very substance holds the truth of the “kingdom within;” a memory you must have
forgo�en, for the amnesia leading you to question your own existence, and the existence of all
around you, including myself. To ask what it is like to be angel is to ask what it’s like to “be”
your thumb.

Wiggle it around. Yes, your thumb, wiggle it. Now: ask your thumb what it is like to be a
thumb.

Wait, wait, wait. Even be�er. Now, let’s play a li�le mind game. Your thumb now speaks! Your
thumb wiggles its way around to ask you a very strange question: “Hello,” it says, “What is it
like to be a human?”

Now does it sound preposterous? … You look lost. I’m sorry, I become forgetful of time. When
do you exist? Now? How fortunate we are in the same time, then.


