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For Christina. 
If I hadn’t left Hollywood, I wouldn’t have found you.  



NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 
 

 4 

No Experience Necessary was originally produced by Truest Ethos Theatre 
Company in Baltimore, MD on March 22nd, 2024 at the Chesapeake Arts 
Center. It was directed by Francesco Leandri. The producer was Maxwell 
Wolf. The setting and lights were designed by Daniel Goodrich. The stage 
manager was Christina Panousos. The backstage crew was Ashlyn 
Drinkard, Justice Lubawski, and Matt Shaneybrook. The cast was as 
follows: 
 
JACOB …………………………………………… Benjamin Mccardell 
ASTRID ………………………………………………. Ashley Mayfield 
STEPHEN ……………………………………………….. Kieran Newell 
OTHERS ……………………………………………….... Maxwell Wolf 
 
 
 
 
CHARACTERS 
JACOB - 20s. A well-meaning but aloof aspiring actor. 
ASTRID - 20s. Manic pixie makeup artist. 
STEPHEN - 30s. A Talent Agent who dreams in dollar bills. 
AARON/STERLING/BRUCE/SMITH/JIMMY - Coffee Boy, A-List 
Celebrity, Bartender, Passerby, and Late Night Talk Show Host. Can be 
played by the same actor or by multiple actors at your discretion. 
(Narration or Intercom lines designated as V.O. can be performed either by 
audio recording or live onstage at your discretion.) 
 
TIME AND PLACE 
Present Day, Hollywood, USA  
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ACT 1 
SCENE 1 

 
A very comfortable office. JACOB sits uncomfortably. He twiddles his 
thumbs and rocks his chair. Tugs at the wrinkled sleeves of his flannel. He 
runs his fingers through his hair to "fix it" but it's a lost cause. AARON, an 
antsy assistant, enters hurriedly. Carrying bagels, coffee, sodas. 
 
JACOB. Uh, hi there. It's nice to meet you. 
AARON. What? Oh, do you think I'm... you think I'm the guy? Sorry, I'm 
not the guy. Wish I was the guy. Man do I wish I was the guy. I'm not. 
Sorry. Probiotic soda? (He offers one to Jacob.) 
JACOB. I don't really- I usually drink Pepsi- 
AARON. Pepsi! Of course, you look like a Pepsi man! Coming right up, 
no worries! (He rushes out. Jacob is bewildered. He takes a deep breath. 
STEPHEN enters, dressed to the nines.) 
STEPHEN. Sorry to keep you waiting, Jonathan. 
JACOB. It's Jacob. Sorry sir, I shouldn't- 
STEPHEN. No, please! Correct me! This is your meeting. Well... Okay, 
it's MY meeting, in MY office, but it's ABOUT you, certainly. (He hands 
Jacob a can.) Probiotic soda. We have cases and cases of it. Good stuff. 
Good for the gut. 
JACOB. Never heard of it. 
STEPHEN. I bet not. Not that health conscious on the farm, were we? 
JACOB. The farm? 
STEPHEN. Thought you said you were a farm boy. 
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JACOB. No, no... the town was called Farmerton. But I wasn't exactly a 
farm boy. I didn't grow up on a farm, I just worked at one part-time. There 
were so many farms around, the town was called Farmerton for pete's sake, 
so I pretty much had to work at one- but I wasn't really a farm boy per say. 
I did 4-H? 
STEPHEN. What the fuck is 4-H? 
JACOB. It's... well, it stands for "Head, Heart, Hands and Health" ... it's an 
organization for kids to learn about agriculture and animals and- 
STEPHEN. As thrilling as this farm talk is, I'm guessing that's not why 
you're here. 
JACOB. No sir. 
STEPHEN. Eww! Stop calling me sir, it makes me feel a thousand years 
old! 
JACOB. Sorry, uh... 
STEPHEN. Stephen. 
JACOB. Stephen. (Aaron rushes back in with a variety of Pepsis.) 
AARON. Got the Pepsi like you asked. I've got Regular, Diet, Caffeine 
Free, and Wild Cherry. Cherry's my favorite. Sorry to interrupt, sir. (He 
exits again.) 
JACOB. So... HE calls you sir?  
STEPHEN. He's paid to call me sir. Anyway, I was going through your 
resume and I noticed... it's so bare.  
JACOB. Pardon me, but I'd have to disagree. Six years at the industrial 
steel plant. I was promoted. Associate manager of our region. I'm very 
proud of- 
STEPHEN. Where's the talent in that? When a talent agent asks for a 
resume, typically you would include your acting experience! Film...? 
Television...? Theatre...? (Jacob thinks, long and hard.) 
 JACOB. Oh, I did my senior play! The Importance of Being Earnest! I 
was Ernest!  
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STEPHEN. Which one? 
JACOB. I don't know. 
STEPHEN. Oh God. You're green as fuck.  
JACOB. Sorry, I get a little nauseous when I'm nervous.  
STEPHEN. No, no! I'm just saying that you haven't been in anything! And 
that's good!  
JACOB. That's good?  
STEPHEN. Not typically, no! But in this case, yes! Yes, it is very, very 
good! Listen, Jason- 
JACOB. It's Jacob. Sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt, sir.  
STEPHEN. Ah, ah, ah. Stephen. Not sir. 
JACOB. Right. Stephen. Sorry. 
STEPHEN. Jackson, when I saw your audition, I was floored. That 
monologue about your... crippling loneliness... your dark, debilitating 
loneliness... It was so moving. It felt so honest. Rustic, in a way. Who 
wrote that? Was that Tennessee?  
JACOB. I did.  
STEPHEN. YOU did! So you're a writer too? Perfect!  
JACOB. I... Oh boy, I didn't know I was supposed to have something 
prepared, I just... I was just saying what was on my mind, really. 
STEPHEN. You improved all of that?  
JACOB. I don't think you can improve something you just made up on the 
spot.  
STEPHEN. This is fantastic! Our golden boy has improv skills and, more 
importantly, he's honest!  
JACOB. Does honesty really matter for an actor? I mean, you're the expert 
here but I thought acting was... you know... pretending to be someone 
you're not.  
STEPHEN. Honesty, my friend, is something some actors take years to 
learn. Some never do... Rob Schneider? James Corden? No? Anyway... for 
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a lot of actors, getting to that place takes so much pain and so many tears, 
but not you! You're just raw from the goddamn start! That is special.  
JACOB. Thank you kindly.  
STEPHEN. You have no family.  
JACOB. I don't?  
STEPHEN. I'm asking.  
JACOB. Oh. I don't. 
STEPHEN. Good. Good. Sorry, I mean... are they dead?  
JACOB. Yes sir.  
STEPHEN. My condolences. Anyway, that's great news.  
JACOB. How is that great news?  
STEPHEN. You don't have anybody that loves you? Girlfriend? 
Boyfriend? Nonbinary fuckbuddy? Nosy neighbor? Teacher who got a 
little too close senior year?  
JACOB. No, no! None of that!  
STEPHEN. And why'd you move out here all of a sudden? You didn't 
upset anybody did ya? Have to skip town and change your name?  
JACOB. No! I just... I needed a change of pace. Change of scenery. Los 
Angeles was about as far out west as I could get. And, ya know, I like 
movies and stuff. Thought it'd be exciting to- 
STEPHEN. You're a total loner. You're totally and completely alone.  
JACOB. Well, yes, but I don't really need the reminders.  
STEPHEN. Jameson- 
JACOB. Jacob.  
STEPHEN. Whatever. You are going to be a star. And I know that's what 
they say in those old movies that your grandma likes to watch- ya got 
moxie, kid! - all that bullshit. But it's true for you.  
JACOB. I have moxie? 
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STEPHEN. No! Or- yes? I don't really know what moxie is! But what I'm 
saying is YOU are going to be A STAR! You wanted change? Well here it 
is on a platter. Your whole life is going to change. 
JACOB. I don't know. You can be a rooster one day, and a feather duster 
the next. 
STEPHEN. What the hell are you talking about?  
JACOB. It's just something my Ma used to say..... I'm sorry. This is just 
all a lot to take in. What exactly is my job supposed to be here? (Stephen 
pulls a long, extensive contract from his desk.) 
STEPHEN. I will tell you right after you fill out this NDA.  
JACOB. NDA-?  
STEPHEN. Non-Disclosure Agreement. You're going to promise not to 
repeat a word of what you hear in this conversation to anyone else on the 
planet. For as long as you live.  
JACOB. That's a long time. Well. At least I hope it's a long time.  
STEPHEN. A long, long life of luxury awaits you. Just a signature away, 
Jacob.  
JACOB. Hey. You said my name.  
STEPHEN. That's how important you are to me. You're the answer to my 
problems. And I'll tell you how as soon as you SIGN THAT NDA. (Jacob 
hesitates.) 
JACOB. Shouldn't I read it first?  
STEPHEN. How much money do you have in your bank account?  
JACOB. Like seven- 
STEPHEN. Hundred? 
JACOB. Just seven.  
STEPHEN. No, Jacob, don't read the NDA. Just SIGN the NDA, and I 
will put money into your account tout suite. (Jacob considers.) 
JACOB. Toot sweet, huh? (He signs the contract.) Now that I've signed 
it... what movie am I gonna be in?  
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STEPHEN. No movies.  
JACOB. A Broadway? I don't own any tap shoes. 
STEPHEN. Hell no! No, no, no. You are playing the role of a celebrity.  
JACOB. I don't understand.  
STEPHEN. Of course you don't. (beat) Do you read much, Jacob?  
JACOB. Just the newspaper.  
STEPHEN. I’m not surprised. Yet I bet you've still heard of him.  
JACOB. Heard of who? 
STEPHEN. W.S. Easeman.  
JACOB. Uhhh.... That sounds kinda familiar.  
STEPHEN. Sean Smithereen and the Shattered Prophecy!  
JACOB. Hmm... yeah, yeah I've heard of that! 
STEPHEN. Sean Smithereen and the Return of the Prophecy!  
JACOB. Yeah, I saw that one at Wal-Mart, I think.  
STEPHEN. Sean Smithereen and the Prophecy Paradox!  
JACOB. That guy sure likes putting prophecy in his titles, huh. Why are 
you telling me-? 
STEPHEN. I'm telling you this because you're going to be him!  
JACOB. Sean Smithereen?  
STEPHEN. No! The author! W.S. Easeman!  
JACOB. Oh boy... well, like I said before, I'm not really much of a writer.  
STEPHEN. Let me spell it out for you, Farm Boy. You are going to be the 
public face of W.S. Easeman. The real Easeman is a recluse.  
JACOB. Like a spider?  
STEPHEN. No! He doesn't go out much. And no matter how much money 
I throw his way, he doesn't really wanna budge on that. Just sits at his 
computer, typing up books like a little troll from... well, from one of his 
books. Now, I don't know if you've heard, but they're making a movie.  
JACOB. Oh yeah, with that guy... Sterling something?  
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STEPHEN. Sterling Bell! STERLING BELL! A-List with a capital A! 
And you think an actor with pull like that would put butts in seats, but oh 
no... what we've learned is that fans of a book are very loyal to the author.  
JACOB. Makes sense. 
STEPHEN. In the age of streaming, post-pandemic, getting audiences into 
the theater is already near impossible, and if you don't have the author out 
there promoting the shit out of it- let's just say, they won't be breaking any 
box office records. Might not even make much of a profit. 
JACOB. Why do you care? You're not making the movie.  
STEPHEN. But I represent the actors in the movie. And I represent the 
writer of the movie. And I represent the author who wrote the book that's 
being turned into the movie. So, maybe more than anyone else on the 
fucking planet, I NEED this to succeed. You understand?  
JACOB. I think I do.  
STEPHEN. Excellent.  
JACOB. But I'm not doing it.  
STEPHEN. Goddamnit!  
JACOB. I'm not cut out for this, Stephen. I literally just got here a week 
ago. Barely a week ago.  
STEPHEN. All the better! No one knows you yet. We have complete 
control of the narrative.  
JACOB. But why me? Just 'cause I said I was lonely in my audition?  
STEPHEN. You were the only honest person in a cattle call of hundreds 
of actors. And you're hot. Well, hot enough.  
JACOB. Are you hitting on me?  
STEPHEN. Not on the clock, I'm not. Hollywood's finally taking that 
seriously. What I mean to say is... you have the face, and the spirit, and 
you're totally unknown... you are the perfect image of W.S. Easeman! 
JACOB. I don't know...  
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STEPHEN. You know you want this, Jacob. That's why you moved to 
L.A. That's why you came to the audition. That's why you're sitting here 
with me. For the fame.  
JACOB. For a decent paycheck I was hoping. I know actors make a lot of 
money. And they don't get a hernia doing it.  
STEPHEN. Big bucks, no pain. All of your wildest dreams coming true. 
I'm like Willy Wonka! This is your golden ticket!  
JACOB. I just... don't know...  
STEPHEN. I can make things happen for you. I can make things happen 
for you fast. So what do you say?  
JACOB. I.... might need some time to think about it.  
STEPHEN. Time is exactly what we don't have... AARON! (Aaron rushes 
back in at a moment's notice.)  
AARON. Yes sir?  
STEPHEN. Bring me my SPECIAL briefcase, would you?  
AARON. Yes, of course! Right away! (He rushes back out. There is an 
awkward moment of silence.) 
JACOB. He's not getting some... Hollywood sex thing, is he?  
STEPHEN. Just wait. (They wait. Finally, out of breath, Aaron enters 
with a briefcase. He stands wheezing, panting, trying to catch his breath.) 
You can leave now.  
AARON. Thank you, sir. (Aaron exits. Stephen opens the briefcase and 
slaps about a dozen hundred-dollar bills on the table.)  
JACOB. Jiminy Christmas!  
STEPHEN. There. Now, every second you wait to sign, I will take away 
one Benjamin Franklin. One... Two...  
JACOB. You just have a briefcase full of cash like Deal or No Deal?  
STEPHEN. Three....  
JACOB. OKAY! What the hay! Yes! Yes, I'm in! Make me famous! 
(Stephen shoves the cash and the contract at Jacob.) 
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STEPHEN. I knew I could count on you, Farm Boy! Now sign it fast. 
Tonight's your first talk show!  
JACOB. What?! (Stephen beams. Jacob is terrified.) 
 
 

SCENE 2 
 

Jacob sits backstage at a late-night program. He flutters through a 
notebook stuffed with info on Easeman to cram for his interview. 
 
JACOB. You got this Jacob. I mean, uh... Easeman. W.S. Easeman. I 
should really find out what the W.S. Stands for. (He searches deeper 
through the folder. ASTRID, aglow with neon hair, enters with makeup 
supplies.)  
ASTRID. Mr. Easeman! Hi! My name's Astrid, I'm here to get you ready 
for… (She finally sees Jacob properly.) You're a lot younger than I thought 
you'd be.  
JACOB. Oh. I'm sorry, ma'am.  
ASTRID. No, don't be! You're, what, twenty-five? Not even?  
JACOB. Uh... I think so?  
ASTRID. Ha! You're a hoot. "I think so." I just love writers! They're so 
clever! I can't believe... you must've been, what, eighteen years old when 
you put out the first Smithereen novel?  
JACOB. Something like that.  
ASTRID. That's incredible. I wasn't doing anything when I was eighteen! 
Mainly just... going out... sneaking into bars, dancing, hooking up. 
JACOB. Sounds fun.  
ASTRID. Overwhelming is what it was. Too many people. Too friendly. 
JACOB. Friendly sounds... nice.  
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ASTRID. Not the way these guys meant it. These are USC guys. They're 
like... partying piranhas! Searching, stalking for their pray until they find 
you and eat you alive! Grrraaaawwww!!!! (Jacob is taken aback. Astrid 
laughs hard.) Oh don't mind me. Let's get started on your face.  
JACOB. What are you gonna do to my face?  
ASTRID. I like to say I'm "making it up" as I go along.  
JACOB. (under his breath) So am I.  
ASTRID. What's that?  
JACOB. Nothing. (She starts applying his makeup.) I never wore makeup 
before.  
ASTRID. Well we gotta make sure the audience can see your pretty face!  
JACOB. I never been called pretty before, neither.  
ASTRID. Is that a problem?  
JACOB. No, not at all, miss.  
ASTRID. Miss? Ma'am? You're so funny.  
JACOB. Thanks, I think? ... So... what's it like working here? 
ASTRID. Oh, the talk-show circuit is great! Just very standard looks, 
nothing crazy. I wake up early and do the morning shows, then in the 
afternoon I do the late night shows. Jimmy's the nicest.  
JACOB. Which Jimmy?  
ASTRID. I'm not legally allowed to say... Buuuut these talk show gigs are 
great for me, cause I've got this superpower.  
JACOB. Doing makeup is a superpower? Guess that's why they call 'em 
super models.  
ASTRID. No, silly! My superpower is... I'm not affected by celebrities. I 
guess it's cause I grew up in So-Cal, or maybe 'cause of my ADHD. I don't 
know why, exactly, but I just don't care about celebrities. I've made up 
movie stars and rock stars and presidents... but when your fingers are 
moving around their face, feeling their pores and moles and 
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imperfections... their face just becomes... a face. (As she talks, she "molds" 
Jacob's face like clay.) 
JACOB. That kinda hurts.  
ASTRID. Oh, sorry! (She lets go of his face and continues making it up, 
normally.) But, yeah, celebrities don't really affect me. I know too many 
makeup artists who lost a job because they lost their cool when Ryan 
Gosling walked in the room. You really gonna lose your mind over a guy 
named after a baby goat?  
JACOB. Goose.  
ASTRID. Sorry?  
JACOB. A gosling is a baby goose. Sorry, sorry, I don't mean to interject- 
ASTRID. Somebody knows his animals! Of course you do, you probably 
did loads of research for the Smithereen novels.  
JACOB. Uh... right...  
ASTRID. I mean, Sean Smithereen grew up on that intergalactic dark 
matter farm on Sector Three.  
JACOB. Right, Sector Three... not... Sector... Two...  
ASTRID. Those poor people. All the citizens of Sector Two "Blown to 
Smithereens." What a powerful way to end the third book, by the way. It 
blew my mind. 
JACOB. It... blew Sector Two's mind, that's for sure.  
ASTRID. You're so morbid, I love it! You're much more interesting than 
all the Ryan Goslings that come in here.  
JACOB. Am I?  
ASTRID. You're shy. But still funny. But you're not aware that you're 
funny. You're not TRYING to be funny.  
JACOB. That's good?  
ASTRID. Very good. But stop moving your head around.  
JACOB. Sorry.  
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ASTRID. All I'm saying is I much prefer writers. If every guest that came 
in here was a level-headed writer and not some egotistical actor... man, I'd 
be happy.  
JACOB. I'm sure some writers are hard to get along with…  
ASTRID. Of course they are! Stephen King was on the show once and let 
me just say... pretty creepy dude. I guess you have to be to come up with 
half the shit he writes. And I once did George R.R. Martin for a morning 
show and... he was fine... a bit slow-moving... and his beard was atrocious 
to work with. 
JACOB. I hope I'm not atrocious.  
ASTRID. Oh, honey, you're doing just fine. Don't be so nervous. 
JACOB. It's just that... this is my first interview.  
ASTRID. First TV interview?  
JACOB. First... ever... interview. 
ASTRID. I heard something about that. That no one's ever seen a picture 
of you before. Big mysterious author, never shown his face. Stepping into 
the spotlight for the first time.  
JACOB. Yeah. I guess I am.  
ASTRID. Well, Jimmy is just going to love you. I already know it. And if 
he doesn't? He's a talk show host! He'll PRETEND to love you and you 
won't even know the difference.  
JACOB. Do you have any tips?  
ASTRID. Hmm... Well, you HAVE to tell a funny story.  
JACOB. A funny story...?  
ASTRID. Yeah! Something that gets the audience interested, reels them 
in, a little bit of suspense but nothing too heavy, and then BOOM, it packs 
a punch at the end, and everyone laughs! That's how you win them over. 
JACOB. Hmmm... Okay.... I think I know one.  
ASTRID. Let me hear it. 
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JACOB. So, this guy walks into a pet store and asks if they have any male 
geese.  
ASTRID. Uh, I meant more like a personal story- 
JACOB. The cashier says, "oh, do you want to buy one?" And the guy 
says "I just want to take a gander." (Astrid doesn't laugh.) Gander. Get it? 
Cause male geese are called ganders. And he- 
ASTRID. You didn't write that yourself, did you?  
JACOB. No.  
ASTRID. Thank God. Look. I'm not saying you need to tell a bunch of 
stupid jokes... you should just talk about your life. No one knows anything 
about you, Easeman. Now's the time to tell them.  
JACOB. I guess you're right.  
ASTRID. I mean, I just met you and I already like you better than all the 
Ryan Goslings of the world.  
JACOB. Gander. We just went over this. (Astrid laughs.)  
ASTRID. See! Now THAT'S funny. Just be yourself. That's all you have 
to do. (She finishes up his makeup.) And... all done! You're ready to go.  
INTERCOM. (V.O.) W.S. Easeman to Stage One. W.S. Easeman to Stage 
One.  
ASTRID. You're gonna be great! Just be yourself. 
JACOB. Just be myself. (He exits. Now alone, Astrid looks at the 
notebook he left behind.)  
ASTRID. His notebook… (She hovers her hand above it.) Just inches 
away from reading the next Smithereen novel… (Then, she shakes her 
head and composes herself.) No. You're a professional Astrid. That's why 
they keep you around. (She starts packing up her makeup supplies.) 

 
SCENE 3 

 
Jacob sits across from Stephen in his office.  
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STEPHEN. What were you thinking?! What even was that?!  
JACOB. I was trying to- 
STEPHEN. Did you even read the notes I gave you?  
JACOB. I did... or I tried to... but there was a LOT of notes and 
STEPHEN. Why the hell were you going on about geese?  
JACOB. It was on my mind.  
STEPHEN. Has W.S. Easeman ever, I mean EVER in his life, written 
about geese?  
JACOB. I don't know Stephen.  
STEPHEN. The answer is no. He hasn't. And call me sir.  
JACOB. I thought you didn't want to be called sir?  
STEPHEN. Yeah but now you pissed me off. You lost your Stephen 
privileges.  
JACOB. Well, pardon me, but it would've sure been nice if I could at least 
read his books before I pretended to be him on national television!  
STEPHEN. We don't have years, Jacob. We have days... minutes... The 
premiere is next week for fuck's sake!  
JACOB. Maybe you should've hired someone earlier, then. 
STEPHEN. We tried. Everyone was too recognizable. Had too many 
loose ends that put the whole narrative at risk. If one person could identify 
you... but you said that- 
JACOB. No one knows me. I'm a loner.  
STEPHEN. And that's why it has to be you. A loner in Hollywood? 
You're a piece of hay in a needlestack, that's what you are. 
JACOB. Well, I'm sorry I don't have Oscars like all of you! (He holds up 
a trophy on Stephen's desk.)  
STEPHEN. That's a bowling trophy.  
JACOB. So how can I be better, Stephen? I'm all ears.  
STEPHEN. Ears... EARS! We could give you an ear piece and feed you 
lines!  
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JACOB. I get infections a lot...  
STEPHEN. Gross! What the fuck?  
JACOB. It's like a, I don't know, a chronic problem. My ears just get all 
goopy and- 
STEPHEN. I don't need the visuals. 
JACOB. We can't do an ear piece. 
STEPHEN. Ugh... Okay. Then it has to be on you. We have to prepare 
you. Maybe a tutor? 
JACOB. A tutor? 
STEPHEN. They could tutor you on the Smithereen novels. But of course 
that means they would have to know the truth about you. That's another 
loose end. Another NDA. 
JACOB. Audio books? Those are a thing, right? 
STEPHEN. Audio books... Huh... we could do audio books, yeah... 
(yelling) Aaron! Get your ass in here! (Aaron rushes in.)  
AARON. More coffee?!?! (then, more collected) Sorry. More coffee, sir?  
STEPHEN. No. Order all of the Smithereen audio books to my account. 
And clear Easeman's calendar for the next few days.  
AARON. Of course! Right away! (He rushes out.)  
JACOB. Not even your assistant knows the truth?  
STEPHEN. He doesn't need to. Now, listen, these audio books are going 
to be your job for the rest of today and tomorrow. Listen to the novels, on 
double-speed... No, triple speed. But really stop and listen or you might 
miss something important. Just listen to them and don't stop for even a 
second. That's the only way you're gonna get through them all in time. 
Listen through lunch, listen through dinner, listen while you're taking a 
shit. And the key word here is LISTEN. Take your own notes. Whatever 
you need to do to comprehend it all. Capisce?  
JACOB. I'm not hungry, thanks.  
STEPHEN. Oh God... I mean, do you understand?  
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JACOB. Oh, yeah. Definitely I do.  
STEPHEN. Good. I hope you like high fantasy sci-fi epics. Cause that's 
your life now, Farmer Brown. (Stephen exits, slamming the door.)  
JACOB. I hate sci-fi. 
 
Lights shift and time passes. Jacob is four books in and completely 
exhausted. The audiobook plays at a fast speed.  NOTE: The Narrator can 
either be achieved via audio recording, or performed live by an actor on 
stage, at your discretion. 
 
NARRATOR. (V.O.) Sean Smithereen stood at the precipice of the void, 
the swirling currents of dark matter dancing around him like an ethereal 
waltz.  
JACOB. What the hell is an ethereal waltz?!  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) The ominous glow of the Paradox Bomb hummed 
before him, a sinister sphere pulsating with the chaotic energies of past, 
present, and future all merging together.  
JACOB. Sounds lovely.  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) The prophecy foretold of this convergence, a 
moment when all forces would align, and only one person would have the 
power to set things right.  
JACOB. And that person is Sean Smithereen. Yeah, we got it. Thank you- 
NARRATOR. (V.O.) "Sean Smithereen," a voice echoed through the 
cosmic winds. He turned to find Alara- 
JACOB. Of course, Alara, who else?! Blah blah blah, who cares!  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) -his loyal companion and skilled starship pilot, 
emerging from the shadows, her silver hair glinting like stardust. "I've got 
your back, you know that, right?" Sean smiled, a glimmer of gratitude in 
his eyes. (As the audiobook plays, Jacob paces and drums his hands on the 
table. He can't focus or keep still.) 



NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 
 

 21 

JACOB. Then they diffuse the bomb and the story ends! We get it! Just 
finish the damn story, it's been days! (Aaron enters with a Pepsi. He gives 
it to Jacob and they share a nod of respect. Jacob chugs the Pepsi as 
Aaron exits.) 
NARRATOR. (V.O.) Together, they approached the Paradox Bomb, its 
gravitational pull tugging at their very essence. Images of Sean's journey 
flashed before him. The distant memories of Sector Three, the siege of 
Prince Zephyr's castle, delivering GlipGlorp's eight-headed babies. Alara 
reached out and touched his arm, a gentle reminder of their shared 
purpose. "You've come a long way from the dark-matter farm."  
JACOB. That was like three books ago! I'd hope he's come a long way! I 
can't take much more of this! (As the audiobook continues, Jacob stands 
on Stephen's desk, grabs the laptop playing the audiobook, and holds it in 
the air as if he's going to destroy it.)  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) With a deep breath, Sean channeled the energy of 
Prince Zephyr's blaster into a single, focused beam. The beam arced 
toward the Paradox Bomb, colliding with its pulsating surface. The bomb's 
glow intensified, its unstable energy threatening to rupture the very 
boundaries of reality.  
JACOB. I'll rupture your reality! (He's just about to toss the laptop when 
Stephen enters.) 
STEPHEN. Jacob!  
JACOB. Sorry! (He sets the laptop down and climbs off the table. As the 
audiobook continues, Jacob tries a couple of times to get a word in but is 
shushed by Stephen.)  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) With a final surge of strength, the bomb's surface 
fractured, splintering into a kaleidoscope of fragmented timelines. Sean's 
vision blurred, and he saw glimpses of a thousand different realities. 
Worlds where the bomb had detonated, worlds where hope had faltered, 
and worlds where darkness reigned supreme. But in the center of it all, he 
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saw a glimmer of unity, a convergence of light and possibility. With a final 
hiss, The Paradox Bomb shrank, its ominous hum diminishing to a faint 
echo. And then, with a silent implosion, it vanished from existence, 
leaving behind a quiet emptiness.  
JACOB. They defeated the Paradox Bomb, the book is practically over, 
can I just-  
STEPHEN. Hold! On!  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) Sean's knees gave way, and he stumbled, but Alara 
caught him, her arms wrapping around him in a comforting embrace. The 
void around them seemed to sigh in relief, the cosmic winds calming as if 
the universe itself had exhaled. "We did it," Alara whispered, her voice 
filled with wonder. Sean nodded, his gaze fixed on the space where the 
bomb had once loomed. Where reality was moments from being blown to 
smithereens.  
JACOB. Give me a break.  
NARRATOR. (V.O.) Not any longer. Sean smiled, basking in the thankful 
light of a thousand stars. "Together," he assured Alara. "Always." (The 
audiobook fades out.)  
STEPHEN. It's over. You can breathe now.  
JACOB. Oh thank God! That was like... waterboarding... that was straight 
and direct torture!  
STEPHEN. I'm suddenly regretting my faith in you.  
JACOB. Hey, look, I definitely understand Sean Smithereen and his 
stinkin' prophecy now. At least I don't have to read it again. (Jacob slides 
down in his chair, content.)  
STEPHEN. Well, you still have to read the prequel series.  
JACOB. NO!!! I can't! I won't!  
STEPHEN. Get it together, Johnson! 
JACOB. It's Jacob!  
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STEPHEN. Whatever your name is! It's not important now. You're W.S. 
Easeman. And you've got your next TV appearance in about two hours. So 
I suggest you take a shower and get a change of clothes on. You smell 
awful.  
JACOB. I've been locked in here listening to your stupid books for days, 
what do you expect?! 
STEPHEN. Ah ah ah. Not MY stupid books. YOUR stupid books. Wash 
up. (Stephen is just about to exit.)  
JACOB. Wait. What am I even doing tonight?  
STEPHEN. Cameo on Late Friday Live! The sketch show! They're doing 
a bit about Sean Smithereen and YOU get to make an appearance. 
JACOB. Oh great. I hate Late Friday Live. It hasn't been good since- 
STEPHEN. Yeah, since you were a kid, everyone says that. Get over it. 
Also, you need a date for the premiere next week.  
JACOB. I don't know anybody!  
STEPHEN. Right, right, that's your whole thing. Hmm. Maybe you'll 
meet someone at Late Friday Live? Everyone there is either really hot or 
really funny!  
JACOB. Not both?  
STEPHEN. Nope, never. Anyway, don't be so closed-minded. Give 'em a 
chance! (Stephen exits.) 
JACOB. I'm not kissing Kenan Thompson! 
 

SCENE 4 
 

Jacob is backstage yet again. This time, at Late Friday Live. He goes over 
his script. 

 
JACOB. (reading) Hey. It looks like you're in a bit of a pickle. (beat) This 
is awful. This is... so bad... ugh... (Astrid enters and immediately starts 
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prepping her supplies. When she applies his makeup, it's all a bright green 
color.)  
ASTRID. Look who it is! W.S. Geese-man!  
JACOB. Astrid? What are you doing here?  
ASTRID. Makeup, sweetie. What else?  
JACOB. Do you just do makeup for every show in Hollywood? 
ASTRID. Pretty much, yeah. Like I said before, I've got my superpower. 
It's rare. Give me your face.  
JACOB. Ow.  
ASTRID. Sorry. So, how ya been?  
JACOB. Oh, you know...  
ASTRID. I don't. That's why I'm asking.  
JACOB. I've been, uh... reading a lot.  
ASTRID. Sounds like fun.  
JACOB. Yeah, not really. 
ASTRID. I've heard that about writers. Sometimes you'll have a hard time 
finding a good read 'cause nothing can compare to your own writing. 
Sounds a bit egotistical, to be honest.  
JACOB. That's not it. I just... I'm not much of a reader to begin with. 
ASTRID. Really?  
JACOB. Really.  
ASTRID. Huh. Well, I guess your books always read more like movies 
anyway.  
JACOB. Yeah, I guess so.  
ASTRID. Yeah....  
JACOB. So....  
ASTRID. So.... (She tries not to fangirl. She really tries. But she can't help 
it.) I have to ask... and I mean this most casually, like I said, I'm not much 
of a fangirl of anything really, but I do just have to ask 'cause my 
roommate would kill me if I didn't- does Sean Smithereen love Alara 
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back? Or is he still beholden to GlipGlorp since he delivered her babies? 
Not to mention the prophecy and- 
JACOB. Yeah. He loves Alara. (Astrid stops what she's doing and stares, 
mouth agape.)  
ASTRID. Really?  
JACOB. Yeah. It's obvious. 
ASTRID. I mean, I know there have been a lot of hints here and there, but 
the subtext- 
JACOB. Subtext?! Look how the last book ended! It's obvious where he's 
going with this. 
ASTRID. Where who is-?  
JACOB. Sean! Where MY CHARACTER Sean Smithereen that I 
WROTE is going with this. They're totally in love. Have to be.  
ASTRID. That's breaking news! That could make waves in the New York 
Times! Or at least on TikTok.  
JACOB. Yeah, I guess.  
ASTRID. You really just don't care about fame at all, do you?  
JACOB. I'm finding it... unrewarding.  
ASTRID. You get paid.  
JACOB. Okay, that part's rewarding.  
ASTRID. I bet you have a huge house. Like five stories. A floor for each 
of your books.  
JACOB. Yeah, maybe.  
ASTRID. And I bet you get to have FUN with your money. Most of us 
don't get to do that. Most of us just get stressed with how we spend our 
money- but you get to have FUN! What was the last big thing you bought? 
JACOB. Uh... I bought this bolo tie.  
ASTRID. I bet it's made of, like, real silver. 
JACOB. I don't know. But I like it.  
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ASTRID. I wish I could buy something silver. I wish I could buy 
something PAINTED silver. I don't really WANT to be working makeup 
for every damn show in the country but I'm not in a position to say no. Not 
even Jimmy pays well on his own. You know, I can't remember the last 
time I didn't work a 60 hour week?  
JACOB. That's terrible.  
ASTRID. You don't know the half of it. JACOB Well, when I worked at 
the steel mill, I worked upwards of- 
ASTRID. Wait, back up, Easeman. Steel plant? YOU worked at a steel 
plant?  
JACOB. Uh... It was... research.  
ASTRID. Right! For Book Two when they visited- 
JACOB. The Android Planet Made of Solid Steel! Right. Exactly. That's 
why.  
ASTRID. So, they worked you pretty hard, huh?  
JACOB. 'Til I ached. Just like my Dad. Just like his Dad.  
ASTRID. And Mommy stayed at home?  
JACOB. Ma died when I was young. 
ASTRID. Oh... I'm sorry. 
JACOB. Don't. It's fine. You didn't know. 
ASTRID. I mean, Sean Smithereen has such a great relationship with his 
mom. I never would've guessed that- 
JACOB. It's just a dumb book, Astrid.  
ASTRID. (disappointed) Yeah. I guess it is.  
JACOB. I didn't mean to upset you.  
ASTRID. No. It's okay. I guess you just... you really can't assume you 
know someone just cause you read their books or watch their movies- 
JACOB. I didn't know you liked the books that much. I mean, I know you 
read them but- 
ASTRID. I own three copies of all of them.  
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JACOB. Three copies?  
ASTRID. Different covers. There was even an exclusive Russian cover 
that was really hard to get ahold of.  
JACOB. So you don't just LIKE my books?  
ASTRID. They're my favorite. My cat's name is Alara, for God’s sake. 
I’ve cosplayed GlipGlorp at Comic Con. My Twitter handle was... oh God, 
it's embarrassing. 
JACOB. Oh no. What?  
ASTRID. Promise not to laugh.  
JACOB. Cross my heart.  
ASTRID. .....Easy4Easeman. 
JACOB. Wow. Smooth.  
ASTRID. So. Embarrassing.  
JACOB. You really played it cool. 
ASTRID. Like I said. It's my superpower. But... like YOU said... they're 
just books. Nothing to get worked up about. Or go to midnight releases 
over. Or spend five months making a costume of. 
JACOB. Well. There's about to be a movie soon. That's exciting, right?  
ASTRID. How faithful is it?  
JACOB. It's not really a Christian movie.  
ASTRID. No, I mean... how faithful to the books? Do they change 
anything? Did they get your approval on everything?  
JACOB. To be honest, I haven't even seen it. 
ASTRID. See, that's insane to me! 
JACOB. What is? 
ASTRID. You! You're so uninterested in your work. Detached. Separate 
from your art in a way that most can't be. It's intriguing. But a little 
depressing.  
JACOB. I haven't been depressed in years. I'm off my meds and 
everything. 
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ASTRID. You know that's not what I mean, Easeman. 
JACOB. Yeah. I know. It's... not easy being green. (Astrid can't help but 
smile. Then chuckle. Then laugh.) 
ASTRID. Okay, that was a good one. You're just about ready, by the way. 
I hope you break a leg. 
JACOB. I really hope I don't!!! 
ASTRID. No! Break a leg! You know? (Jacob does not know.) You really 
don't know a goddamn thing. You're a mystery, Easeman.  
JACOB. Well. I know one thing. I really like- 
INTERCOM. (V.O.) W.S. Easeman to Studio Eight. W.S. Easeman to 
Studio Eight.  
JACOB. That's my cue. (He exits. Lights slowly fade on Astrid, wondering 
what he was going to say. But she knows.) 

 
SCENE 5 

 
STERLING, an actor dressed in space-garb, is brightly lit center. He is in 
the midst of a sketch. 
 
STERLING. Smithereen to Alara! Smithereen to Alara! Do you have a 
read on the Paradox Bomb? Am I getting close? 
ALARA. (V.O.) You're close... Closer... you're right on top of it, Sean 
Smithereen! (Sterling looks down, to find he's over top of a jar of pickles.) 
STERLING. This is just a jar of pickles! This isn't some kinda prank is it? 
Sean Smithereen HATES pranks! 
ALARA. (V.O.) No Sean, that's it! The reading's off the charts. That jar of 
pickles IS the Paradox Bomb. 
STERLING. You're saying this is some kind of... Pickle Paradox? Jacob 
enters, dressed in a pickle costume with a crown. He tries his best to ham it 
up. 



NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 
 

 29 

JACOB. Hey. It looks like you're in a bit of a pickle. (Canned laughter.) 
STERLING. Who are you?  
JACOB. I'm the Creator. It all started with me. 
STERLING. And you are?  
JACOB. The name's Q.  
STERLING. Q? Q who?  
JACOB. Q Cumber. 
STERLING. You're name's Q Cumber and- 
JACOB. This started with me. Yes. 
STERLING. How peculiar. I can't even tell if you're pickled or not. 
JACOB. That's the Paradox. (Lights shift and jazzy music plays as the 
sketch ends. A stage hand enters to change Sterling's costume from the 
space suit to something different but equally ridiculous. Sterling breaks 
character to speak as himself.) 
STERLING. Nice work, Easeman! You're not an actor are you? 
JACOB. I don't know how to answer that. 
STERLING. I know the material we're working with sucks, but you really 
put your all into the bit. That takes commitment. You could probably make 
a living out of this.  
JACOB. Just because I said some pickle puns? 
STERLING. You're a world-renowned author and you just sacrificed your 
dignity just- (He snaps.) -like that! That's what all the most successful 
actors do.  
JACOB. Sacrifice their dignity? 
STERLING. That's right. You have to. Not just actors either. A couple 
years ago, they brought in Elon Musk and dressed him as Wario. Richest 
man in the world putting on a purple Mario fat suit and mustache. It's 
insanity. You know how I spent twelve hours yesterday? In a little black 
booth four feet wide voicing some fuckin' Paw Patrol pup for a movie. 
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LOOK RUBBLE, THE MAYOR'S IN TROUBLE- BARK BARK 
FUCKING SHIT. Anyway. No dignity, more money 
JACOB. How do you even know what to spend it on?  
STERLING. You like to eat, Easeman? 
JACOB. I thought everyone liked to eat. 
STERLING. Steak, Easeman. Steak and wine. Eat that premium filet 
every night. Wash it down with some red. 
JACOB. That's how you spend your money? 
STERLING. Oh yeah. Steak and wine are sure investments my friend.  
JACOB. Wait a second. I know you. You're- 
STERLING. Sterling Bell! I'm the host of this episode. Glad to finally 
meet ya. Probably should get ready for the next sketch, I'm just playing so 
many characters tonight - but hey, we'll catch up more at the premiere! 
JACOB. Oh! Yeah! You're in the movie, aren't you? 
STERLING. Am I in the movie? What a riot! (Sterling exits, laughing. 
Astrid enters and immediately starts removing Jacob's makeup.)  
ASTRID. Let me get all this green off of you.  
JACOB. How'd it look?  
ASTRID. Good! Cheesy. Not funny. Really awful.  
JACOB. How's that good at all?  
ASTRID. 'Cause nobody blames you! It's the writing. And it's not like it's 
YOUR writing, you know? But you tried your hardest to make the pickle 
shit work, and that's what matters. 
JACOB. Whew.  
ASTRID. If you were running for president, I'd say your poll numbers just 
went up by a lot.  
JACOB. I'm not running for president, am I? (He asks this genuinely. He's 
still a bit sleep deprived after all.) 
ASTRID. No, honey, no.  
JACOB. Good, good... I have enough on my plate. 
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ASTRID. You're overworked! Tell 'em to ease up on you, Easeman! 
JACOB. I don't think I have much say in the matter.  
ASTRID. When was the last time you... I don't know- went out for a 
drink? Did something nice and normal and fun?  
JACOB. A real long time.  
ASTRID. Then you're long overdue and you know what? So am I. Late 
night drinks after the show!  
JACOB. Won't it be like two a.m.?  
ASTRID. I knew you raised chickens... I didn't know you were one. 
(Jacob grins.) 
JACOB. That was uncalled for! 
ASTRID. One round of drinks. On you, of course. You're the big star after 
all. 
JACOB. Oh, but of course. 
ASTRID. Good. There's a bar around the corner that's open all night. I'll 
walk you over after the show. 
JACOB. Okay!  
ASTRID. Okay!!  
JACOB. Okay!!! (Astrid exits.) Wait, did you get all the green off? 
 

 
SCENE 6 

 
Some background bar chatter. Classic rock plays. Astrid leads Jacob in. 
They find a place to sit. 
 
JACOB. Wow. This place is... loud.  
ASTRID. I know, isn't it great? You can't even hear yourself think!  
JACOB. We might have different definitions of "great."  
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ASTRID. C'mon, humor me, author man! I'd have never imagined this 
when I was sixteen, running a Smithereen fan account, fan casting my 
favorite actors as Sean and Alara... never would've thought one day I 
would be going out with W.S. Easeman!!!  
JACOB. Going out?  
ASTRID. To a bar, dumbass! Going out as in going out SOMEWHERE. 
You know, for such a smart writer, you can be pretty dumb sometimes.  
JACOB. (dejected) Yeah...  
ASTRID. Hey! I'm just teasing you, don't get all sad on me. 
JACOB. No, no, it's fine. 
ASTRID. I didn't mean anything by it. I was just playing around and- 
JACOB. It's okay. Really. I'm okay. Let's just get some drinks. 
ASTRID. Now we're talking! (BRUCE THE BARTENDER enters as if on 
cue.) 
BRUCE. Howzit goin' Astrid. 
ASTRID. Fine. 
BRUCE. Who's this you got here? Your latest chew toy? 
ASTRID. I'll have you know that this man is a very accomplished author. 
Aren't you?  
JACOB. Oh yeah, super accomplished.  
BRUCE. No shit, are you really?  
JACOB. Yes shit. I am.  
BRUCE. Well, I've been trying to get this book published- maybe you can 
help. It's a coffee table book of cocktails, but get this, every cocktail's 
named after a different major league team- 
ASTRID. No one gives a flying fuck, Brucey. 
BRUCE. Just tell me what you're drinking. 
ASTRID. White Russian with ice cream. And a little sugar on the rim.  
BRUCE. That ain't a drink, that's dessert.  
ASTRID. Hey, you don't call the shots- you just pour them!  
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BRUCE. Have it your way. What do you want Mr. Author Man?  
JACOB. Just get me a beer.  
BRUCE. Ha! Just get you a beer! O-kay, think I can manage that one. I 
like this guy! (Bruce exits.) 
ASTRID. Bruce is just an asshole, don't mind him. 
JACOB. Should I have ordered something better than beer since I'm 
famous? Like, uh… Steak and wine? 
ASTRID. Steak and wine? 
JACOB. I don't know. I'm still learning the ropes. 
ASTRID. Well. No ropes here. Tell me about yourself. 
JACOB. Oh, you know about me.  
ASTRID. Not really. I know your books but... you're still a mystery, 
Easeman.  
JACOB. Well what do you want to know?  
ASTRID. God, teenage me would be foaming out the mouth right now.  
JACOB. That's… different.  
ASTRID. No! Sorry, that's embarrassing! It's just- you ask me what I want 
to know? I had a very well-organized Google Doc about what I wanted to 
know! About a hundred questions! Like, what do I want to know? Where 
do I even start?  
JACOB. Uh. Well. I grew up in West Virginia.  
ASTRID. Working in a steel mill.  
JACOB. When I was older, yeah. I grew up working as a farm hand, 
under the table.  
ASTRID. And your mother… 
JACOB. She passed. Yeah. Not long after, my dad had a heart attack and 
had to retire early, so it was up to me to work odd jobs. Try to support us 
better.  
ASTRID. When did you discover writing?  
JACOB. Uh.... it's actually a funny story.... (A long, awkward pause.) 
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ASTRID. I can't wait to hear it.  
JACOB. Well, it started when.... well, we had this goat named- (Bruce 
returns with the drinks.) 
BRUCE. Here's your vodka a la mode. And a beer for the boy.  
JACOB. Thank you, sir.  
BRUCE. Oooh, sir! That's what I'm talking about! (Jacob hands Bruce a 
hundred-dollar bill.) Woah, what the... Is this a hundred? 
JACOB. Yeah. Thanks for the beer.  
BRUCE. I... I can get you a different beer. A colder one, I insist.  
JACOB. I'm good. Thanks. 
BRUCE. No, no! Thank you! It's going right into the cocktail book, I 
swear! Thank you for believing in me. (Bruce exits.)  
ASTRID. So… Just giving out hundreds now? 
JACOB. I just don't know what to do with it all... Why don’t you tell me 
about you! You said you grew up in LA.  
ASTRID. My story's not all that special.  
JACOB. Says who?  
ASTRID. Says me.  
JACOB. Well, we all think that, don't we?  
ASTRID. Think what?  
JACOB. That our own stories ain’t special. They ain't special to us cause 
they're the only story we know.  
ASTRID. Huh. I guess so.  
JACOB. That being said, I really do wanna know yours. (A country song 
blasts from the jukebox.) 
ASTRID. Growing up, I was pretty shy. Not as outgoing as I am now. Or, 
at least as I try to be now but- OH MY GOD. I love this song!  
JACOB. There's no way you know this song. 
ASTRID. I absolutely know- are you freakin' kidding me?  
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JACOB. I just thought you California girls listened to... I don't know, Katy 
Perry or something. 
ASTRID. Oh shut up! My dad used to play this all the time growing up! 
JACOB. Mine too! 
ASTRID. Don't tell me your dad was a guitarist! 
JACOB. No... he couldn't carry a tune in a bucket. But he’d play it on the 
stereo. 
ASTRID. My dad played guitar. He was one of the best.  
JACOB. Was he famous?  
ASTRID. No. No. He toured with some big names but he just... played in 
the background. Made their frontmen look good. All the big stars would 
take the stage, do a bunch of back flips and pretend they were playing... 
but the amps were really connected to Dad.  
JACOB. That's awesome.  
ASTRID. He travelled a lot. Never stopped moving. But he was a good 
dad though. When he was around, he was a good dad.  
JACOB. To Dads who play the classics.  
ASTRID. Cheers. (They clink glasses and drink.)  
JACOB. That's- woah. That's interesting. That ain't no Budweiser.  
ASTRID. Probably an IPA.  
JACOB. Even the drinks have funny names here. (Jacob shakes his head. 
He’s got a bit of anxiety, but doesn't want to show it.)  
ASTRID. You alright?  
JACOB. Yeah, I'm good... just need to stretch my legs. (Jacob stands up 
but bumps into: SMITH, a passerby with anger issues. Smith’s drink spills 
all over himself.) 
SMITH. What the fuck is your problem?! 
JACOB. I'm, oh geez, I'm so sorry. (Smith gets in Jacob's face.) 
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SMITH. You want me to rearrange your face holes motherfucker?! I'll tear 
your heart out through your asshole and- HEYYYY wait, hold up now. 
You were on The Jimmy Show the other night!  
JACOB. (terrified) Uh. Yeah.  
SMITH. That was some good shit! And didn't I see you dressed like a 
pickle an hour ago? Late Friday Live!  
JACOB. Yeah. You probably did.  
SMITH. Funny stuff, brother. You good? You didn't get any beer on ya, 
didja? I didn't mean to spill- 
JACOB. No, I'm... I'm fine...  
SMITH. Really sorry about that. Can I get a picture? (Before he can 
answer, Smith is already pulling out his phone.) And would you say a little 
message for my daughter? She's a big fan! 
JACOB. Um... Yeah, sure, that's fine.  
SMITH. Great, great! Just say "Smith and Sons Plumbing won't DRAIN 
your savings!" Would you say that, right in the lens? 
JACOB. I... uh, don't know- 
SMITH. It's for my daughter! C'mon asshole, it's for my darling little girl!  
JACOB. Uh, o- okay- sure... Smith-  
SMITH. And Sons.  
JACOB. Smith and Sons Plumbing won't drain your savings.  
SMITH. Oh man that was perfect, you’re a natural! Now HEY- keep up 
the good work man. I love your movies! (Smith gives Jacob a hard slap on 
the back and exits.)  
JACOB. But I don't... have any movies.... (Jacob breathes heavily, 
twiddles his thumbs. He’s not okay.) 
ASTRID. What's wrong? 
JACOB. Nothing. Don't worry about me. 
ASTRID. Don't give me that macho talk. C'mon. What? Did that guy piss 
you off? I can get Brucey to kick him out.  
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JACOB. This is all just happening so fast. 
ASTRID. What is?  
JACOB. This... fame thing.  
ASTRID. Yeah, fame doesn't really come slowly.  
JACOB. It's just… kinda overwhelming.  
ASTRID. You're tired. All the interviews, sketch shows. I can only 
imagine.  
JACOB. It won't stop. More interviews. The premiere. 
ASTRID. But premieres are exciting! 
JACOB. I guess. I don't know anything about premieres. I'm terrified.  
ASTRID. I would be too! You know I've never been to one. They happen 
all the time for all the projects I work on, but I've never gotten an invite. 
JACOB. Even when you do all the makeup? 
ASTRID. Yep. I work so hard to make them look perfect. I've even 
worked makeup for the stars going TO premieres. But I never get the 
official invite. Damn shame.  
JACOB. That's terrible. I don't even know how I feel about it. Or how I'm 
SUPPOSED to feel about it. I mean, I know there's a red carpet. Why is it 
red? I don't know! Why's the grass green?! Why's the sky blue?!  
ASTRID. Alright, you really need to get some rest.  
JACOB. If I can find the time. I've got so much to do... and my agent told 
me I need to find a date.  
ASTRID. Oh yeah? 
JACOB. Yeah, I guess that's expected for these Hollywood Red Carpet 
things. I don't really know.  
ASTRID. A date. Hmm.  
JACOB. Yeah, but I don't really know where to start.  
ASTRID. You can't take your characters, that's for sure.  
JACOB. I guess not. (They both wait for the other to speak, then at the 
same time-) 
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ASTRID. Maybe I could be- 
JACOB. Maybe you could be- 
BOTH. Oh, sorry, you go. (They laugh.) 
ASTRID. Okay. Yeah. Sure. I'll be your date. 
JACOB. GREAT! I mean, uh- Good. That's, uh- cool. 
ASTRID. You're not slick, Easeman. And that's exactly why I'm going 
with you. (They have a really nice, tender moment. Are they going to kiss? 
Maybe. But then, Aaron enters.) 
AARON. Uh. Easeman.  
ASTRID. He's busy right now.  
JACOB. No, no, it's okay. This is my agent's... boyfriend? 
AARON. Assistant.  
JACOB. Yeah. Funny seeing you here.  
AARON. Stephen sent me to get you. He's not very happy. 
JACOB. I can't take one night off?  
AARON. No, sir.  
JACOB. Don't start with the sirs... Why don’t you stop and have a drink 
with us. I have an Eepa.  
ASTRID. I-P-A. 
JACOB. What she said. C'mon, you shouldn't be on the clock at 3 a.m.  
AARON. Easeman. Can I talk to you... alone? (Jacob looks at Astrid for 
permission.) 
ASTRID. Go ahead. But don't get mad if I drink your eepa. (Jacob and 
Aaron side bar.) 
AARON. Look. You're not wrong. I shouldn't be on call, all the time, 
running errands for Stephen. I shouldn't be. But I am. And I need this.  
JACOB. Why?  
AARON. 'Cause I want to make it in Hollywood, man. You have to break 
in. And that takes time... and patience... I'm chiseling through the wall. 
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You understand? Shawshanking it with a spoon. I can't just burst through 
the wall like the Kool-Aid Man.  
JACOB. Oh yeah?  
AARON. Oh yeah. It's a tough business. If I gotta take coffee orders and 
pick up authors at three a.m., I will. Hollywood is hard work.  
JACOB. I never thought of it like that.  
AARON. Now, will you let me do my job and take you home? 
JACOB. A hotel ain't home.  
AARON. You know what I mean. Please. (Jacob looks back at Astrid, 
who is dancing to the music.) 
JACOB. Okay. Just let me say goodbye. 
AARON. I'll be in the car. (Aaron exits. Jacob returns to Astrid.)  
JACOB. Sorry. My agent... or... manager... whatever he is- 
ASTRID. What's he saying?  
JACOB. He's pissed I went out. Says I need rest.  
ASTRID. Well that's something we can agree on. 
JACOB. He sent his assistant to drive me home. 
ASTRID. Ooh- a driver! Fancy!  
JACOB. I guess I have to go. But… I'm glad you'll be at the premiere with 
me. ASTRID. Yeah. Me too.  
JACOB. Goodnight Astrid.  
ASTRID. Night, Easeman. (Jacob exits. Astrid smiles.) Another round, 
Brucey, c'mon! 

 

SCENE 7 
 

Stephen talks on the phone. As he talks, Aaron tidies the office and gets 
Stephen ready for the premiere. This can be as straightforward or as 
slapstick as you want it to be.  
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STEPHEN. No, no, I'm hearing YOU out. I don't think you're hearing ME 
out. No, that is not at all what's going on here- No... Mr. Easeman... 
Listen... I told you that if you refused to promote the movie, we would find 
someone who would. (beat) I understand that it's your choice not to 
participate in.... what was that word you used? It was some word only an 
author would use. Frivolities? Yeah, that’s it, you said you'd never 
participate in all of these frivolities. But it is my duty to make sure this 
film succeeds for ALL of my clients sakes. That includes you, but it 
includes a hell of a lot of other people too. So please don't take this 
personally. (beat) Well, yes, he IS using your name. Legally, though, we 
own the rights to your name for media usage. Now, hold on and hear me 
out! You own the literary usage- you can write as many books in your 
name as your heart desires, but I represent you in all media otherwise. 
That’s my purview, and according to no less than a dozen of our on-call 
lawyers- YES, I have every right to use your name and likeness to portray 
you on television. (beat) I don't know what the geese stuff was about! He 
was riffing. I don't know what to tell you! Kid likes geese! (beat) Now, 
wait! The pickle sketch was a goddamn masterpiece!!! Your legacy isn't 
being "tarnished." Your legacy is fine... better even! We're actually doing 
you a favor and increasing your likeability among the younger 
demographic. Pre-Sales for the movie are skyrocketing! Maybe you should 
be thanking me. (beat) Or not! Okay, no thanking necessary! That's fine! 
But I encourage you to relax, Mr. Easeman. Think about the bright side. I 
won't hound you for media appearances ever again! You can sit in your 
office and write and write and write. I don't even care if you leave the 
house at all! DoorDash is a brilliant thing. (beat) Okay, wait... I 
understand. I get your concern, I do. How about this? I will keep an extra 
close eye on him. Make sure he doesn't say anything stupid. Make sure 
he's on his best behavior when he's pretending to be... umm... you. How 
does that sound? (beat) You only cursed at me once that time. I think we're 



NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 
 

 41 

making progress. (Stephen checks his watch.) Shoot. I gotta go! It's the 
premiere! (He exits.) 
 
 

SCENE 8 
 

Jacob and Astrid enter in formal wear. Jacob is the most nervous we have 
seen him. 
 
ASTRID. This is incredible. I've always wanted to be on this side of the 
party. For once, I'm not sitting in a trailer touching up eye shadow and 
waiting to eat the leftover sandwiches at the end of the night. It's always 
tuna.  
JACOB. Not tonight.  
ASTRID. That's right! Tonight I get my first pick of the sandwiches! 
Premium BLT's with a garlic aioli, come to mama! This is the best day 
ever!  
JACOB. That's great.  
ASTRID. What about you? Your work is coming to life tonight! You have 
to be excited!  
JACOB. I'm... yeah... I'm excited, sure.  
ASTRID. You look nervous. You look scared.  
JACOB. Yeah... I... I don't know...  
ASTRID. Are you afraid they'll mess the story up? Are you afraid they'll 
get it wrong?  
JACOB. No, I just-  
ASTRID. I totally get that. I mean, I'm just a fan and I have that worry, so 
I can't even imagine what you must be feeling as the author, the creator of 
this whole universe- 
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JACOB. I'm not nervous about that. I just... I'm not used to this. That's it. I 
don't know what I'm doing and I'm not cut out for this 
ASTRID. You look great, though! Really! Your suit is so sharp. 
JACOB. It’s brand new. Expensive.  
ASTRID. It's all gonna be worth it! I bet the red carpet pictures turned out 
amazing!  
JACOB. I’m not worried about the red carpet- I... I just don't know if I- 
oh... oh God... (A panic attack is bubbling up but not quite bursting.) 
ASTRID. Hey, use your words, it's okay. Where's this all coming from? 
What's this about?  
JACOB. I feel like I don't belong here.  
ASTRID. Of course you belong here.  
JACOB. No, no I really don't.  
ASTRID. Yes you do, authors have a place in Hollywood! We need 
storytellers like you- 
JACOB. That's not what I'm saying. I'm saying that I, as in me 
personally... I do not belong here. It's so shiny. Everything is shiny. 
ASTRID. Shiny? 
JACOB. It's too shiny! And I'm trying my best to keep up but I don't know 
what the hell I'm doing.  
ASTRID. We all feel that way sometimes in new situations. Unfamiliar 
situations. 
JACOB. This isn't where I belong! I should be back home, working my 
blue collar job in my blue collar life with a blue fucking collar around my 
blue fucking neck! 
ASTRID. Breathe, Easeman, breathe! 
JACOB. I'm not even Easeman! (A tense beat.) I'm not W.S. Easeman. 
(Astrid takes a long moment to consider this before dismissing it.) 
ASTRID. You have imposter syndrome.  
JACOB. No.  
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ASTRID. Of course you do. I understand.  
JACOB. My name is LITERALLY not W.S. Easeman.  
ASTRID. You use a pen name. (Jacob thinks hard. Should he come clean 
or take the out? No, he decides. Not time to come clean just yet.)  
JACOB. Yeah. That's right. I use a pen name.  
ASTRID. Well, what's your real name?  
JACOB. Jacob.  
ASTRID. Okay. Well, Jacob, I understand exactly what you're going 
through. 
JACOB. I don't know that you do.  
ASTRID. I do! Honest! When I was booked for my first national news 
show, putting makeup on Al Freakin’ Roker- I felt the exact same way. I 
don't belong here. I'm not good enough. Who even am I?!  
JACOB. You really felt that way? 
ASTRID. Yes, I did! And I know you are going to get through it. You 
know why? 
JACOB. Why?  
ASTRID. Because you ARE W.S. Easeman! Maybe you weren't born 
W.S. Easeman, but you certainly are now! You are one of the best writers 
of our time! In a hundred years, your books could be classics studied in 
English class. You know, L. Ron Hubbard started a religion out of his sci-
fi books. You could do the same! 
JACOB. Oh God.  
ASTRID. That was a joke, but my point still stands! You are awesome, 
Easeman- sorry- I mean, Jacob. You are awesome, Jacob. You are really, 
really awesome and I'm sorry you don't see that. But maybe try to get out 
of that thick writer skull of yours and take a look around. This theater, this 
premiere, is beautiful. And it's for you.  
JACOB. It's not for me.  
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ASTRID. It's ALL for you. You have a huge party out there and I'm sure 
everyone wants to see you.  
JACOB. They said I have to give a speech.  
ASTRID. A speech?  
JACOB. Before the movie starts. I have to give a speech in front of 
everyone. My manager gave me a script to read and everything. He said 
it’s really important I get this right. 
ASTRID. That's wonderful!  
JACOB. No… not really…  
ASTRID. You're getting stage fright? 
JACOB. It's not the stage that's frightening. It's me. I'm afraid of me. I'm 
afraid I'll do the wrong thing.  
ASTRID. I believe in you.  
JACOB. Because you like my books and think I'm a great writer and I'm 
gonna make the next Scientology, yeah yeah yeah- 
ASTRID. No. It's not just that. I believe in Jacob. (Finally, this gets 
through to him. He can breathe again. As they talk and he relaxes, they get 
closer and closer to one another.) Hey. There you are. There's the guy I 
painted like a pickle.  
JACOB. You really believe in me?  
ASTRID. I really do. Like I said, you're different from most celebrities. 
You walk at your own pace.  
JACOB. Like when I make stupid jokes about geese.  
ASTRID. Even then. I know this seems like a W.S. Easeman night but... 
maybe let Jacob take the reins this time. (They're face to face now. They 
kiss.) 
JACOB. Wow.  
ASTRID. Do you want to raid the sandwich bar with me?  
JACOB. Hell yes. (They exit together.) 
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SCENE 9 
 

ANNOUNCER. (V.O.) Introducing the star of Sean Smithereen and the 
Shattered Prophecy.... STERLING BELL!!!! (Sterling comes to center and 
speaks to the audience directly.) 
 STERLING. Thank you, everyone, thank you! It has been an immense 
pleasure bringing Sean Smithereen to life. Let me be clear, it's not always 
easy acting in huge sprawling sci-fi and fantasy films. Ian McKellen once 
stated he was "miserable and cried" while shooting The Hobbit, totally 
alone in a green screen room. He said it made him question his life as an 
actor and regret going down that road in the first place. There were times 
when I may have felt the same, bringing Sean Smithereen to life in our 
little space ship set, pressing buttons and flipping switches that don't do a 
thing... but then I asked for double what McKellen made in those Hobbit 
movies and I felt all better again. So I declare a toast to our producers! 
Without you, we have no incentive! Cheers! (Sterling raises a glass of 
champagne then drinks it fast, like a shot. Then he drinks another glass.) 
Woo! Now it's my pleasure to introduce the man who started it all and 
brought Sean Smithereen into existence. World-renowned author, W.S. 
Easeman!!! (Jacob enters and replaces Sterling at center.)  
JACOB. Thank you, Sterling. And thank you all for being here. (He takes 
a look at his "script," then shakes his head and throws it away.) Can I... 
just be real for a second? I'm sorry, I know that's not very "Hollywood" of 
me but... I just have to say it. I want you all to like me. That sums it all up. 
I want you to like me so that this goes well and I succeed and do my job 
right- 'cause if I succeed and you like me, then I did a good job? Right? 
And then this all means something? I don't know. Look... I didn't like the 
steel mill, but at least it was easy to know when you did a good job. My 
back would ache at the end of the day and the harder it ached, the better 
job I did! But now... my back doesn't ache at all. I'm sleeping on silk 
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sheets and, man, I don't know what they put in those mattresses at hotels 
but it's better than sleeping on my couch at home, I'll tell you that. But the 
problem is... since my back feels so great, I don't know if I'm doing a good 
job or not anymore! It's so hard to tell. I want y'all to be happy, I really do. 
With me and with the movie, which to be honest I haven't even seen yet, 
but Sterling seems... nice isn't the right word... but, I hope the movie goes 
well anyway. But whether you're happy with the movie or not, I know y'all 
don't care about me. And that's fine. You care about these books and Sean 
Smithereen and his prophecy and all of that bullshit. But you don't care 
about ME. You like this idea of me, in your head, that's flashy and shiny 
and painted like a pickle when- I DON'T EVEN LIKE PICKLES! I'm glad 
I can finally say it. Green is my LEAST FAVORITE color and I HATE 
PICKLES. I am tired of the molding and the makeup and the pretending 
not to panic when that's literally all I feel all of the time! I just want 
someone, a single solid person who cares about ME and not this painted 
Hollywood pickle... and maybe... maybe I got that now. (He realizes just 
how much he has rambled. Being self aware of this scares him.) Look at 
me crying into hundred-dollar bills standing on a blood red carpet holding 
a thousand dollar microphone before a hundred million dollar movie. I 
just.... I have to resign. That's right. I resign. Enjoy your movie. (He drops 
his mic and exits. Sterling enters, awkwardly.) 
STERLING. W.S. Easeman, everyone! (He shrugs, then chugs another 
drink as he exits. We shift to: Jacob and Astrid backstage.) 
JACOB. Hey- 
ASTRID. You resign? What do you mean you resign? 
JACOB. I'm not going to be Easeman anymore.  
ASTRID. How could you say that? Do you know how many people you 
disappointed in five seconds? Millions... so many millions of people-  
JACOB. Don't overreact.  
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ASTRID. Don't underreact! How could you possibly think that was okay?! 
To tell the world you quit right after your greatest success?! It's an outrage! 
JACOB. It's me being honest! 
ASTRID. Honest?! 
JACOB. Yes! Just like you told me to! I was just doing what you told me 
to do. 
ASTRID. That isn't what I told you- how could you- you pin this on me?  
JACOB. I'm not pinning anything I just- thought that was the most honest 
thing I could do. The best thing for me to do.  
ASTRID. The best thing to do is give up?  
JACOB. I'm not giving up! I'm just giving HIM up. I'm giving Easeman 
up. I never wanted to be Easeman! (Something clicks in Astrid's brain.)  
ASTRID. Then I don't even know who you are.  
JACOB. What?  
ASTRID. You're not W.S. Easeman. (A tense moment. The truth is coming 
out.) 
JACOB. I... I know- I told you my real name is Jacob. You said to let 
Jacob take the reins, so I thought- 
ASTRID. No, no I mean- you're REALLY not W.S. Easeman. You didn't 
write those books. You didn't have anything to do with him. He would 
never have said.... Oh.... Oh God... working at the steel mill?! The farm- 
THE GEESE?!?! OF COURSE YOU'RE NOT EASEMAN! You're an 
imposter. You tricked me. You took advantage of me… 
JACOB. I didn't take advantage of you, I just- 
ASTRID. You lied.  
JACOB. No, I didn't! I didn't lie, I just- 
ASTRID. You ARE a lie. Everything about you is a lie, oh my God! 
JACOB. I thought you cared about me!  
ASTRID. I don’t even know who you are! (Astrid runs out, devastated. He 
doesn't follow.)  
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JACOB. Astrid. Please. Don’t go. (Jacob falls to his knees, anxiety rising 
and tears streaming. It's ugly. It's by far the most honest we have seen him. 
In this awkward, embarrassing, personal moment- a spotlight hits him. He 
turns to face the light and the audience, blinded by its intensity. Blackout.) 
 

END OF ACT 1 
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