Intro speech:
G:  PRISONER 101!  Your execution is at hand.  You have five minutes to live. 

P:  Five minutes to midnight.  In five minutes, the evil regime that I have spent my life battling against will finally have its victory over me.  That is, unless my friend Jimmy comes through.
Lights go out.

P: Always knew I could rely on that Jimmy.  With the power out, I have a chance of escaping the compound.  But only if I can get out of this cell.  Now I’ll need to turn on my torch to see my way around.  I can’t see anything without my torch.
Looks at several things.

Guard enters.

P: A prison guard! Just as Jimmy promised!

G: I don’t know what’s going on here, but don’t think you’re going anywhere.  Yet.  They’ll have the power back on in five minutes, and then you’ll be going somewhere all right - the chamber of gas!  
Looking under bed at coins

P: Ah, my collection of antique pennies from the good old days of democracy and freedom of thought. Look at this – the smiling face of President Stevedore – the last real Patriot. If only I can get out of here, then I might be able to rescue him!

Looking at bucket

P: My toilet bucket. A symbol of the depredations I’ve been subjected to in this dystopian future.
Looking at key on guard

P: A key! If I could only get my hands on that key, then I could use it on the locked door to escape! But I bet he’d have something to say about that.
Looking at door – Guard
P: It’s the door.
G: Don’t think about escaping through that door! I’ve got the only key in this room.
Looking at roof 

P: It’s the roof.  Far too high to escape through, plus I’d need some kind of rocket pack.  And they confiscated mine.
Looking at self

P: I’m a handsome freedom fighter.

G: It’s too bad that pretty face is gonna be disfigured by noxious gas!
Using sock with coins

P: Now I’ve got a makeshift blackjack. But who to use it on?
Beating guard

P: softly, softly… BAM!

Beats with sock full of pennies.

G: Oh no! Get this bucket off my head!
Taking key

P: Hold still, I’ll get the bucket off your head! 
G: Thanks, pal.
Takes key.

P: No – thank you, pal.
Leaving

P: Now to save President Stevedore and reinstitute the old regime – which was much worse than this one!
G: Don’t leave me! They’ll execute me in your place!

P: Ha ha ha ha ha! They SHOULD execute the stupid!
Leaves.

Getting busted for looking under bed

P: I can’t go get the money now. He’ll confiscate it – and spend it on futuristic entertainment! You know what I’m talking about…
Toilet blocked:

P:  I think my toilet is blocked.

G:  That’s highly unlikely, but I’ll check it out.

G leans over toilet

If stalling for time:

G: I think I see what the problem is!

G: Jesus, what do they feed you here?

G: Various other stalling lines.
INITIAL QUESTIONING:
P: You cant keep me locked up like this!

G:  Of course I can.  You’re a dissident.  You’ve rebelled against the system.  Our beloved system.  And the JUDGEMENT SQUAD in the COURT OF JUSTICE have said you’re due to be executed in five minutes.  As soon as this pesky power outage clears up, we’ll get that noxious gas into your lungs faster than your noxious propaganda sullies the minds of our children!
INITIAL FRIENDLY:
P: Can you please let me out?

G:  No.
INITIAL ANGRY:
P: Listen up, you strike-breaking pig.  The revolution will live on!  You can kill the revolutionary, but you can’t kill the revolution!
G:  AHHH!  Free thought!  I hate free thought!
Beats violently on the head.

P:  I think you broke my leg!

POST BEATING QUESTIONING:
P:  Ouch!  Where did you learn to inflict pain like that?

G: Well, since the cloister of elders took control and burned all the trees down, there hasn’t been much call for people in my original field of lumberjacking.  So I put my brawn to use as a street-samurai, suppressing riot-mongerers like you.  But I took a hefty blow to the head in the riots of 2012, and that slowed down both my thinking and reflexes.  So they gave me my pension and one of those new nuclear watches, and they stuck me here.
POST BEATING FRIENDLY:
P: Excuse me, friend.  I know we’ve had our differences, but I’m starting to black out here.  Can I have something for the pain?  Some kind of easily-crushed sleeping pill that one could theoretically slip into a guards drink, perhaps?

G:  Well, I don’t want to lose my job here.  If they found out I was roughing up guys on death row I’d lose my job!  And I couldn’t lose my job.  My wife left me for one of those damned husband-bots, the kids never call me on the holo-phone, and I’m behind two payments on my mole-glider. Losing my job is the last thing I need.   Jeez, I’m sorry.  I’ll do anything to ease my conscience.  Here, take my sock for a tourniquet.

POST BEATING ANGRY:
P: You bastard!  You broke my fucking leg!
G:  I’ll break more than that!
Beats violently on the head.

P: I think you broke my leg!

POST SOCK QUESTIONING:
P: Penny for your thoughts?

G: I was just reminiscing about the good times I had with that sock.  One time, I was held captive by a totalitarian regime, and the only way I could escape was by filling that very sock with metal and beating the guard across the back of the head.  Good times.

P: Tell me more about your dramatic escape!
G: Well, I filled my sock with the pennies I had hidden under my bed.  It was my life savings, and it sure turned out to be a life-SAVER!!!

P: I’m going to club you soon.

G: Good times.

P: Those revolutionaries really did a number on you, huh?

G: Good times.
POST SOCK FRIENDLY:
P: Thanks again for the sock.

G: No worries.  
POST SOCK ANGRY:
P: I don’t think I should rile him up any more.  He’s pretty violent.

G: VIOLENT?

Beats violently:

P: I feel like these horrific beatings have achieved all they are likely to.
