
 

 

 

 

Woof! 

                                                 by Steven Hoffmann 

 

People come to the Lord in different ways and circumstances. What is common to all is that none 

come on their own- the groundwork is laid by those who, by their faithfulness, reflect the spirit 

of a loving God. We all owe a debt to those who have gone before us. Now it is our turn to do 

the same, to be found among the faithful. 

  

Running Time: 10 minutes 

Themes: Evangelism, Conversion, Salvation 

Scripture Reference: John 15:8-19 

Characters: 1 (male monologue, or can be changed to fit a female role) 

Props:  

 6-8 ft. of dog chain, collar at one end is optional 

 Hat (this piece has been performed in which the actor has, on the last line of dialogue, 

donned a hat which had a dog face and floppy ears- the kind you might find at an 

amusement park. The effect worked well with the audience.) 

Scene: Blank stage. Lights come up with actor down stage center. Actor will choose someone 

from the audience to "scare" with the opening line. It is recommended that the actor bring this 

monologue off the stage and to the audience. 

 

   Woof! –Ha! Did I scare you? I didn't think so. I never really was very good at it.                 

(retrieving dog chain from somewhere near by on stage and demonstrating)     Do you see 

this? This is something from my past that I am very familiar with. And even though it should 

make me sad to even look at it, it doesn't really -not any more. You see, I wore this when I had a 

different master. Master was a cruel man. He wrapped this part around my neck, and it was very 

tight. The other end he staked into the ground so deep, that nothing of this world could ever 



 

 

 

 

make it budge.          (drops chain to floor, now using it as a reference) 

   At first, I didn't mind it so much. After all, I was just a pup, the grass was tall and lush, and 

the world seemed big to me then. But, as time went on, the grass beneath me wore thin. And then 

it wore away altogether. I did not know it at the time, but I was treading the same old ground. 

The world, as I knew it, was not such a big place after all.  

   For the longest time I remained there, staked to that same place, unprotected. The winds 

would blow, the sun beat down on me, and the cold -I will never forget the cold. It's unbelievable 

how cold the world can be. Ferocious storms would come with rain, and I thought they would 

never end. The lightning would frighten me very much, striking so close that it would shake the 

ground beneath my paws. And sometimes…sometimes I secretly wished that it would just strike 

me and get it over with. But when I think about it now, I guess the worst part of it was the 

loneliness. I pretended to be such a big, bad dog. But the truth is, I would never allow anyone 

hear me whimper. 

   I really didn’t have anything to do all day. I spent my time lying in the dirt or the mud, and 

watch the people who lived at the master's house. I would bark at them. I wanted them to think 

that I was mean… even dangerous. Stay away! Leave me alone! Don't get too close to me! The 

master was cruel, and so I thought that, well…that everybody was cruel. 

    

   Then, one day, some children came. They did not live at the master’s house-I knew those 

people who lived at the master's house. I barked and barked at them. Stay away! Leave me alone! 

Don't get too close to me! But instead of staying away, they came closer. I snarled and bared my 

teeth. They were just little children, but they didn't seem to be afraid. Since my barking didn't 

scare them away, I did the only other thing I knew. I ran away. (pause, picks up chain) But you 

can’t get very far in this world when you’re shackled. (drops chain) Closer and closer they came. 

What did they want with me? What would they want with me? After all, I was not a pretty sight. 

I was filthy, my fur was matted, I had ugly wounds, and I was full of worms. Generally speaking, 

I was pretty mangy. Then one boy reached out to me for what I thought was surely the beating to 

come. I took a lot of beatings in those days. But instead of hitting me, he patted my head and 

spoke to me in a soft voice. "Hi, boy, what's your name?" Then the other children came and did 

the same thing. The children weren't like the people that lived at the masters’ house –they were 

kind. They enjoyed my company, and stayed for a long time. They paid a lot of attention to me. 

When they went away I felt lonelier than ever. 

   Just a little while later, the children came back and they had very big man with them. The 

children ran to me, while the man stayed behind and called my master out of his house, 



 

 

 

 

demanding an answer for my treatment. And, I think the big man must have given my master 

some money because the children explained to me how the big man- paid a very big price for 

me. Then the big man came to me where the children were. (using the chain again to 

demonstrate) The big man reached down, and with no effort at all, pulled the stake right out of 

the ground. And then he took the chain from around my neck. I never realized how heavy that 

chain was, and it felt so good to be rid of it. The next thing I knew, the big man and the children 

left to go somewhere else and they called me to follow them. I didn't know where they were 

going, but I was willing to follow them wherever they went. We journeyed for a long time until 

we came to where the children lived -at the Master's House -my new Master's house. The house 

was big and beautiful, and his property was bigger than anything I've ever seen before. I 

remember thinking that I wouldn't mind being chained up in this yard. But my new Master took 

my chains (discarding the chain) and threw them in the trash instead. Then my new Master gave 

me a bath. I had never had a bath before. I didn't know if I would like it, but it was wonderful. 

After I was clean, the children groomed me and gave me food. They taught me many things. We 

played together until the sky grew dark and it looked like there was going to be a cold rain. The 

children ran for the protection of the Master's house. (pause) And that's when the most wonderful 

thing happened. The children stopped on the porch, turned, and they all called out to me; "Well, 

boy, aren't you coming?" 

   I don't live outside anymore- in the cold, in the rain… in the dirt. And when the storms come I 

know I'm safe because I live in the house with all the children. And I've got things to do now- 

important things. It used to be that I had nothing much to do but lie in the dirt and bark at people. 

Oh, I still bark, but it's not to make people think that I’m mean. No, I bark at the people who 

come to the door trying to sell us things that we're just not buying. And I fetch the Master’s 

slippers. Not because my Master yells at me or beats me, I do it because I love my master. I'm 

glad to be of service. Sometimes, I think the most important thing I do is to snuggle up to the 

children when they are sad, or when they're hurt, and just be there…just be their friend.   

   It's funny. You people have a strange saying, and I don't really understand what it means. You 

say it's a dog's life, but from my perspective, (putting on hat) it all depends on what you mean by 

"being treated like a dog". (exit) 


