
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Comic Relief 
 

By: 
Katie McCormick 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

May 15, 2013 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

15 S 10th St 
Columbia, Mo 
708.285.5283 

kmccormick02@gmail.com 



 
 
CHARACTERS 
 
JAIME   27, an aspiring comedian who seems to be finding little success. She  

works at a comedy club…as a bartender.  She is relatively independent  
and prides herself on pursuing her dream.  She tends to be excessively  
sarcastic and very closed off to others. 

 
STEPHEN  29, a waiter and Jaime’s roommate/best friend.  He is very content  

with being a waiter and it is tough to say if he has bigger aspirations.   
He is also gay. 

 
HEATHER  25, Jaime’s co-worker at the comedy club.  She is also an aspiring  

comedian/actress.  She is  more positive person, much to the  
annoyance of Jaime.   

 
CHRISTIAN  30, a director who is hired to film Jaime’s web series.  He is a little  

pretentious and can be hard to work with.  Him and Jaime have a  
history.  

 
MOM   54, Jaime’s immature and co-dependent mother.  She is much more  

reliant on her daughter than the reverse. 
 
Reggie/camera man Stephen’s boy toy and camera guy for the web series.  
 
 
Time 
The present 
 
Setting 
In Chicago, throughout the city. 



Scene 1: 
(A lone spotlight focuses on a girl  

at a microphone stage right.  It is JAIME) 
 

  JAIME 
Man, I really wish someone would have let me know how unappealing city life is, ya know? 
I mean I’ve been conditioned by romantic comedies and Sarah Jessica Parker to think that 
life would always be glamorous as long as I’m in the city.  I guess that only really works 
when you have an HBO budget.  And I refuse to believe it’s only New York that leads to a 
glamorous life because if I went there on the salary I’m making now I would be renting a 
box with your run of the mill junky and the rats that seem to permeate their city. But hey, 
life could still turn around right? I mean I’m only 27, life could really, ya know, pick…oh 
sorry, I can’t stop hearing my mother’s voice laughing in my head.  
 

(Lights rise to reveal a very sparsely  
filled audience.  A few are politely 

chuckling) 
 

  JAIME 
 (nervously and awkward) 
Um, alright, well thanks. You’ve been a decent audience. 
 

(The audience lightly claps while 
beginning to leave. JAIME stares  

blankly, looking miserable. Lights 
fade to black.) 

 
Scene 2: 

(Lights rise on a relatively bare 
apartment.  There is a table, a 
couple of chairs, and a couch. 

STEPHEN is lying on the couch.  
JAIME enters stage left.) 

 
  JAIME 
Hey. 
 
  STEPHEN 
 (startled) 
Oh, hey! You’re home. 
 
  JAIME 
Don’t sound so pleased. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Sorry, just thought you’d be working still. 



  JAIME 
At 2AM on a Wednesday? 
 
  STEPHEN 
It’s 2 already?  
 
  JAIME 
 (throwing her stuff on the table) 
It’s good to know you’re so present.  Why aren’t you still working? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Got off early. Shaw’s was pretty slow. 
 
  JAIME 
Surprised you’re not out. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Eh, Darren and I got a couple drinks but I wasn’t feeling it. 
 
  JAIME 
Same Darren you’ve been obsessing over? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Uh huh. 
 
  JAIME 
 (sits in a chair) 
Of course. 
 
  STEPHEN 
How was work? 
 
  JAIME 
Tedious and unfulfilling so you know, the usual? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Jake let you go on tonight? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah. 
 
  STEPHEN 
 (pepping up a bit) 
Ooh, how’d that go? 
 
   



  JAIME 
This may come as a surprise, but nobody wants to stay for an 11:30 set on a Wednesday. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Any big laughs? 
 
  JAIME 
Nah, nothing more than a few polite chuckles here and there. Again, the usual. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Why don’t you try doing a set somewhere else? I believe Chicago has one or two more 
comedy clubs. 
 
  JAIME 
When would I have the time? I’m pretty much working every night now that Jake fired 
James. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Why? He was surprisingly attractive for a comedy club bar… 
 (JAIME glares at him, he stops himself) 
um, what? 
 
  JAIME 
 (still glares, then goes back to her story) 
I don’t know, I think he slept with someone, or defiled something.  I could not care any less.  
But now, I’m working like every night. Lord knows that bimbo Heather couldn’t manage it 
by herself. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Your sense of female camaraderie is so heart warming. 
 
  JAIME 
I try. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Well then why not ask Jake for a better set time? Come on, you’ve been working there for 4 
years. You have to have gained some type of seniority.   
 
  JAIME 
You know Jake, he’s stubborn as shit.  He won’t try and help me out.  Plus, it’s not worth 
pissing him off. 
 
  STEPHEN 
For how angsty and aggressive you tend to be, you are like the world’s least confrontational 
human being.   What’s the worst that could happen? 
 



  JAIME 
He could hear me. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Or scold your for the naughty, naughty girl that you are. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, let’s not start getting aroused or anything. 
 
  STEPHEN 
I mean, you complain constantly.  There’s gotta be an easy way to stop all of that. 
 
  JAIME 
Sick of it, are you? 
 
  STEPHEN 
 (mock surprise) 
What? After 4 years? Come on. 
 
  JAIME 
He’s not exactly super willing to help his employees out.  Plus, he fires everyone like it’s his 
job…wait, it is.  I’m tired. 
 
  STEPHEN 
What’s he gonna do, fire you for asking? 
 
  JAIME 
Uh, maybe. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Probably not. Come on, nobody is just going to be like, “hey, wanna be a comedian? I can 
tell by your bartending skills that you really got what it takes.” 
 
  JAIME 
Fine, man you are preachy when you aren’t drunk. 
 
  STEPHEN 
I get that from my mother.  So you’re gonna talk to him? 
 
  JAIME 
Yes, I’ll talk to him.  And if it doesn’t work out, get ready for double the complaining.  
 
  STEPHEN  
I’ll begin mentally preparing myself.  I’m going to sleep, night. 
 
   



  JAIME 
Night. 
 

(STEPHEN exits stage right.  JAIME stays 
seated and stares off blankly. She looks 

a little fearful. Lights fade to black) 
 
Scene 3: 

(A spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right.) 

 
  JAIME 
You may notice me as the chick that was pouring your adult beverages earlier.  Being a 
bartender really helps me realize my two life long passions, facilitating others getting 
drunk and totally ignoring those who talk to me.  So thank you patrons, for helping me 
achieve my dreams. 
 

(Blackout.  Lights rise on the rest of 
the stage to show a bar. Jaime appears 

behind the bar, setting it up. JAKE enters) 
 

  JAKE 
You mind working the Jeff Garlin show Saturday?  
 
  JAIME 
Do I have a choice? 
 
  JAKE 
Great, so I’ll put you down with your best friend Heather. 
 
  JAIME  
 (somewhat under her breath) 
Ugh. 
 
  JAKE 
Alright, I’m going to go to the back and look at the books. 
 
  JAIME 
 (silent at first then hesitant) 
Uh, wait! 
 
  JAKE 
 (turns back towards JAIME) 
What? 
 
   



  JAIME 
Um, uh, I have to ask uh… 
 
  JAKE 
My god, you’re a stand up. Get to the point. 
 
  JAIME 
Sorry, right. Um, well yeah I’m a stand up.  
 
  JAKE 
You are? 
 
  JAIME 
Dude, come on? 
 
  JAKE 
Sorry, I love to see you writhe in pain before you ask me for something. 
 
  JAIME 
How do you know I’m going to ask for something? 
 
  JAKE 
Oh please, I can sense it coming like a freight train. 
 
  JAIME 
Man, you’re old. 
 
  JAKE 
Let’s get to it. 
 
  JAIME. 
Right, so yeah. Me stand-up, we covered that.  And ya know, I’ve been doing sets here 
during the week for a while, but uh, they aren’t at the best times. 
 
  JAKE 
What’s wrong with the times? 
 
  JAIME 
I mean there’s nothing wrong with the times per say. The times are great. Jake, I love the 
times.  But uh maybe I could take those times and transfer them to you know a weekend 
show or something? Hey, maybe this weekend after Jeff Garlin’s show? I don’t know, if 
that’s okay with you, maybe? 
  
  JAKE 
Sorry, I would potentially, but Heather already asked.  She’s going on after Garlin on 
Saturday.   



  JAIME 
 (trying to hide both her disappointment and anger) 
Oh, Heather…neat. 
 
  JAKE 
Oh don’t you start pouting. 
 
  JAIME 
I’m not pouting! 
 
  JAKE 
Hey this is no one’s fault but your own.  Maybe I’d give you a different set if you asked ever. 
 
  JAIME 
 (goes back to setting up the bar) 
I ask! 
 
  JAKE 
Name another time before all this awkward rambling that just occurred 20 seconds ago. 
 

(JAIME wracks her brain, but can’t seem to find anything) 
 
  JAKE (cont) 
Look I like you okay.  Enough to not fire you after the past 4 years, which is really saying a 
lot.  But before I give you better set times, one you gotta ask. 
 
  JAIME 
Well I got that now. 
 
  JAKE 
And two, retool your set. 
 
  JAIME 
 (stops abruptly) 
Retool what now? 
 
  JAKE 
Look, you’re just not that interesting as a stand up. 
 
  JAIME 
 (startled) 
Okay.  Um, wh, Why? How? 
  JAKE 
I don’t know what it is, I just don’t find your sets all that entertaining.  They’re a little dry, 
and not in like British way, like kind of in a dry, dull way. 
 



  JAIME 
Oh please, don’t hold back to protect my feelings. 
 
  JAKE 
Hey maybe some criticism is what you need to get going in the right direction.  Also, I enjoy 
criticizing.  It’s what I do.  
 

  (HEATHER enters the bar) 
 

  HEATHER 
 (excessively cheery) 
Hi! 
 

(She exits behind them to the back room) 
 

  JAIME 
Okay so I apparently blow, yet Miss Happy Go Lucky is good enough? 
 
  JAKE 
Well, yeah. She’s pretty entertaining. 
 
  JAIME 
Last week she told a ridiculously long joke about breaking a heel.  
 
  JAKE 
 (lightly chuckles) 
People find that funny. 
 
  JAIME 
What? Feminine bullshit? 
 
  JAKE 
I don’t know if you know this, but she is a girl…also little secret for you, you are too. 
 
  JAIME 
 (not really under her breath) 
Jesus Christ. 
 
  JAKE 
Hey maybe you can learn from her. 
 
  JAIME 
I refuse to take lessons from someone as inane as her.   
 
   
 



  JAKE 
 (a little angry) 
Look, you’re stuff isn’t working.  How often do you get uproarious laughter? 
 
  JAIME 
Well, once maybe, or… 
   
  JAKE 
Never, she has. You gotta change it up a little bit. 
 
  JAIME 
How? 
 
  JAKE 
I don’t know, I’m not the stand up here. But from my perspective, you are just…too 
negative. 
 
  JAIME 
Too negative? For a comedian? Who says that. 
 
  JAKE 
You’re a 27-year-old woman and you look at life like you’re a 60-year-old widow who is 
just consistently getting shit on. 
 
  JAIME 
Say, thanks. 
 
  JAKE 
Maybe you just need to infuse your act with some, any optimism.  Just something so people 
don’t want to slit their wrists at the end of your set. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh okay, I’m sure you’d say this exact thing to a male comic. 
 
  JAKE 
Oh, God. 
 
  JAIME 
No, I’m serious, would you ever tell a male comic that he needs to be cheerier in his comedy 
because he’s making all the patrons uncomfortable? No, but because I’m a girl I’m supposed 
to be jam packed with pep and femininity. 
 
  JAKE 
Look, I don’t want to get into it.  I’ve seen a lot of comics and I’ve learned a lot.  Just trying 
to give you some advice.   
 



  JAIME 
 (still fuming) 
Whatever. 
 
  JAKE 
I’m headed to the back.  Make sure you finish setting up the bar. 
 
 

(JAKE walks into the back accidentally  
running into HEATHER as she enters the 

bar) 
 

  HEATHER 
Oh, my bad. 
 (to JAIME) 
Hey! 
 
  JAIME 
 (begrudgingly) 
Hey. 
 
  HEATHER 
So did Jake tell you? 
 
  JAIME 
He told me a lot of things. None of which I wanted to hear. 
 
  HEATHER 
Well, I’m going on after Jeff Garlin. Isn’t that great? 
 
  JAIME 
 (mock enthusiasm, very dry) 
So, totally great. 
 (under her breath) 
Been here 6 months, but hey, you earned it. 
 
  HEATHER 
What? 
 
  JAIME 
Way to go! 
 
  HEATHER 
Thanks! I’ve been retooling my set all day.  I’m so nervous! 
 
   



  JAIME 
Break a leg! 
 
  HEATHER 
Thanks! I’m gonna go slice lemons and limes. 
 

(HEATHER exits to the back) 
 

  JAIME 
And an arm, another leg, maybe your torso. Just fall off a bridge.  Fall hard! 
 

(JAIME slams a glass down. Lights fade to black) 
 
Scene 4: 
 

(! spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone  
stage right) 

 
  JAIME  
Mothers have this truly amazing ability of taking a great thing and amplifying all the 
negatives.  Like I’ll call my mother and tell her “hey mom, I got a job.”  And she’ll say “you 
still don’t have a boyfriend.” Or “hey mom, I found a really great, cheap apartment.” And 
she’ll say “Still don’t have a boyfriend.” Or even, “hey mom, I’ve got a boyfriend.”  And she’ll 
say, “Liar.” 
 

(blackout.  Lights rise on stage left to reveal JAIME’S 
apartment. JAIME is sitting on the couch) 

 
  JAIME 
I mean, she’s been there 6 months and she’s not even funny. I don’t get it.  You know what, I 
bet she screwed him. She seems like that kind of girl.  
 

(STEPHEN enters the room.) 
 

  STEPHEN 
Oh God, bitterness does not suit you. 
 
  JAIME 
Yes it does.  That is literally all my personality is.  Are you insulting my personality? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Not right now while your in this scary, murderous state.   
 
  JAIME 
It’s just frustrating. I work my ass off.. 
 (STEPHEN gives her a judgmental glare) 



 Well, I work there, and he’s just completely disrespectful. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Well, hey, I don’t know, Jake has been in the business forever right? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah? Your point? 
 
  STEPHEN  
Maybe there’s something to it. 
 
  JAIME 
 (aggressive) 
What?! 
 
  STEPHEN 
Whoa, calm down. Breathe.   
 
  JAIME 
 (still aggressive) 
You’re actually agreeing that Heather should go on instead of me?! 
 
  STEPHEN 
Ah, I’ve left my neck exposed! Don’t drain my blood vicious monster! 
 
  JAIME 
Stephen, seriously, you think Heather is better than me. 
 
  STEPHEN 
No, I didn’t say that at all. It for reals sucks that she’s going on instead of you.  You do have 
seniority.  I mean I may agree a little with Jake about ya know, your set. 
 
  JAIME 
What, you think my set is bad? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Now did I say that? No, it’s just…a lot.  
 
  JAIME 
Be more vague. Please.   
 
  STEPHEN 
You kind of just pile it on. I mean you really just hate everything. 
 
   
 



  JAIME 
I don’t hate everything, I’m just critical of most things.  What the hell else is a comedian?  
I’m not up there to be a cheerleader.  You are supposed to be critical. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Yeah but so crtical of so many things and it’s all the time.  You’re just so angry. Why? Why 
are you so angry? 
 
  JAIME 
 (shouts) 
I’m not angry! 
 
  STEPHEN 
Okay, definitely more believable when you aggressively shout it. 
 
  JAIME 
Ugh, this just all seems so sexist. 
 
  STEPHEN 
How so? 
 
  JAIME 
When would someone say this to a male comic? I mean Louis CK is like the most negative 
human being, but he is hilarious and wildly successful. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Yeah, but he’s also like 20 years older than you…and a ginger. 
 
  JAIME 
So? 
 
  STEPHEN 
He’s a lot more weathered.  It’s believable when he’s that angry.  He’s seen things. 
 
  JAIME 
I’ve seen things.  Lots of things.  Some mean, awful things. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Yeah but you’re 27, it’s just hard to believe that your life is that miserable. 
 
  JAIME 
Well this is just the worst.  
 (her phone vibrates next to her, she picks it up) 
Oh no. No, no, no. 
 
   



  STEPHEN 
What? 
 
  JAIME 
My mom’s calling. Shit. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Oh answer it, you are in such a good place right now. 
 
  JAIME 
Hello?   
 

(Lights rise on stage right to expose MOM on 
the phone.) 

 
  MOM 
Hi Jaims. 
 
  JAIME 
Hi Mom. 
 
  MOM 
How are you? 
 
  JAIME 
Miserable. 
 
  MOM 
Ooh, what a change.   
 
  JAIME 
 (sigh) 
Oh, lovely. What do I owe the pleasure to mother? 
 
  MOM 
Just checking in.  Anything new happening? 
 
  JAIME 
Same dead end job, living the dream.  How’s home? 
  
  MOM 
Home’s good.  My tulips just started blooming. 
 
  JAIME 
Mmm, something I can totally relate to. 
 



(there is an uncomfortably long silence) 
 
  JAIME (cont’d) 
So mom, as much as I enjoy these little talks, what’s up? 
 
  MOM 
What do you mean? 
 
  JAIME 
I know and you know, there’s always something. 
 
  MOM 
I’m not sure what you mean, but if we need something to talk about, Bob and I broke up. 
 
  JAIME 
And there it is.   
 
  MOM 
Yeah, he went back to his wife, Cynthia.   
 
  JAIME 
Maybe you should stop dating separated men and wait until they are fully divorced. It may 
help. 
 
  MOM 
I find there less interested when they’re divorced.  Plus, who can wait that long? 
 
  JAIME 
So what’s this about? 
 
  MOM 
Maybe you should move home.  Stay with me for a little bit. 
 
  JAIME 
Mom, why do you always do this? 
 
  MOM 
What?! What’s so wrong with me wanting my daughter at home? 
 
  JAIME 
Well I’m 27, an adult, I no longer need to live at home and I haven’t lived at home in almost 
10 years. 
 
  MOM 
You are barely an adult. 
 



  JAIME 
Say, thanks Mom.   
 
  MOM 
I mean, you work as a bartender.  You’ve been doing that for 4 years.  Not much is 
happening. And you’re single. 
 
  JAIME 
What does that have to…whatever. Anyway, it’s not happening.  Jesus, it’s like you have a 
radar and you call me when I’m down just to see if you can make it any worse. 
 
  MOM  
How is me wanting you to come home a bad thing? 
 
  JAIME 
It wouldn’t be if you knew how to ask with an sense of human decency! 
 
  MOM 
Well I’m sorry that as your mother I… 
 
  JAIME 
Oh don’t play the guilt card. You overplay the shit out of that guilt card. 
 
  MOM 
 (sniffling, strained) 
You have no right to be this mean to me. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh come on.   
 
  MOM 
I am your mother. I deserve respect! 
 
  JAIME 
How am I allowed to be mean to a weeping woman? Look, I’m sorry.  Sorry about you and 
Bob or whatever, but I can’t move home.  I’m sorry. 
 
  MOM 
 (composing herself far too quickly) 
Okay, just thought I’d ask.  You know if you need to… 
 
  JAIME 
I know Mom, thanks. 
 
  MOM 
Alright I taped General Hospital so I’m gonna watch that. 



 
  JAIME 
Okay.  Great chat mother. 
 
  MOM 
Yeah! Talk to you soon. 
 
  JAIME 
Kay, bye.   
 

(blackout stage right. JAIME hangs up.) 
 

  JAIME 
I swear, every 4 months.  It’s like clockwork. 
 
  STEPHEN 
 (reentering the room) 
Asked you to move home again? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah.  There needs to be some sort of law not allowing needy people to procreate.  
 
  STEPHEN 
Yes but then out of wedlock childbirth may never happen.  And you my friend would cease 
to exist. 
 
  JAIME 
At this moment, I may be okay with that.  
 
  STEPHEN 
 (walks towards JAIME, pats her on the head) 
Aww, poor poor baby.  Well, I’m off to work. Then drinks with new bartender then out 
somewhere. 
 
  JAIME 
Why do you guys keep getting new bartenders? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Well we’re busy…and I keep screwing all of them. 
 
  JAIME 
Right, normal working habits. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Exactly.  Want to meet up with us later? 
 



  JAIME 
Can’t.  I have to go succeed at a job that I hate. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Yay mediocrity!  See ya. 
 

(STEPHEN exits.  JAIME sits alone on the couch. 
Lights fade to black.) 

 
Scene 5:  

(A spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
Actively pursuing something has never been my strong suit.  Like you know those people 
you meet who you look at and you’re just like “man, that’s one hard worker. They’re going 
places in life…”  Yeah, that’s never been me on the receiving end of that compliment.  I think 
it’s because being a go-getter requires you to get your shirt together, and I haven’t managed 
that yet.  For example, if you look at my organizer or planner or whatever people refer to 
them as, the only activities I have written down are food specials.  But boy am I put 
together when it comes to getting a lot of food for cheap. 

 
(Lights rise on the bar at the comedy club. 
Both HEATHER and JAIME are behind the 

bar.) 
 

  HEATHER 
Don’t you hate when it’s slow? 
 
  JAIME 
 (absently) 
Uh huh. 
 
  HEATHER 
I much prefer an intense rush to this ghost town of a bar. 
 
  JAIME 
Right. 
 

(Silence.  JAIME is examining something on 
her phone.  After a moment, she is  

surprised.) 
   
  JAIME 
Oh my God! 
 



  HEATHER 
What? 
 
  JAIME 
Holy crap! 
 
  HEATHER 
What’s happening? 
 
  JAIME 
Above Average, that’s what’s happening. 
 
  HEATHER 
I’m confused. 
 
  JAIME 
 (frustrated) 
The YouTube channel Above Average Network? 
 (silence) 
They feature sketches with different SNL actors and writers and other popular comedians? 
  
  HEATHER 
Oh right, that’s where that 7 minutes in Heaven series is from right? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, and they are having a web series contest.  The winner’s web series gets featured on 
their YouTube channel.  Do you realize how great this publicity would be for me? 
 
  HEATHER 
That sounds like an incredible opportunity. 
 
  JAIME 
I could so win this.   
 
  HEATHER 
You have a web series? 
 
  JAIME 
Well no, but I could have one.  I’m funny, despite what people are saying lately, and I like 
writing.  I just need a good idea and I’m golden. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah, and cameras, a director, some actors… 
   
  JAIME 
Yes, thank you Heather.  I am aware of the logistics. 



 (JAKE enters the bar) 
I will totally win this. 
 
  JAKE 
Win what? 
 
  HEATHER 
Apparently some web series contest that puts her on Above Average Network’s channel.  
Sounds incredible Jaime. 
 
  JAIME 
I know. 
 
  JAKE 
That does sound incredible.  Certainly incredible publicity. 
 
  JAIME 
That’s what I said! 
 
  JAKE 
Particularly for the bar. 
 
  JAIME 
The what? 
 
  JAKE 
The bar that has so generously employed you.  It would be great, all you’d have to do is an 
establishing shot of the club front and then you can do whatever the hell you want.  At zero 
the cost. 
 
  JAIME 
 (mock gratitude) 
Say thanks. 
 
  JAKE 
But I got a condition? 
 
  JAIME 
Within this fabulous offer? 
 
  JAKE 
You have to partner up with Heather. 
 
  HEATHER 
Me? 
 



  JAIME 
Her? 
 
  JAKE 
You two have different styles and together I think it could really work. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yay! 
 
  JAIME 
 (pulling JAKE to the side) 
Oh no. Jake, no, come on! I wanted to do this on my own…you think I’ll bomb if I do this on 
my own, don’t you. 
 
  JAKE 
 (hesitant) 
I think that having two different voices could always help, you know, make it well rounded.   
 
  JAIME 
Well, what if I want to do this on my own? 
 
  JAKE 
Then I can’t offer you the bar space. 
 
  JAIME 
I could find a space. 
 
  JAKE 
And what, pay for it with all the money you have? Plus I have good connections with 
directors and cameramen that we could get on the cheap. 
 
  JAIME 
I don’t know, this seems unfair. 
 
  JAKE 
Also, I may be willing to offer you some more appealing set times if I like what I see. 
 
  JAIME 
Wow, what a totally sleazy, sleazy bribe. 
 
  JAKE 
Effective though? 
 
  JAIME 
Sadly due to my desperation, yes. 
 



  JAKE 
Ha, I knew it. 
 
  JAIME 
Fine, I’ll develop the series with her, just as long as I get more responsibility than her. 
 
  JAKE 
Um… 
 
  JAIME 
Like a sliver more responsibility.  Just so I can pretend I managed to keep some of my 
dignity intact. 
 
  JAKE  
Oh, that’s been gone for quite some time.   
 (to HEATHER) 
Congrats, you got another job. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yay! I’m so excited! I’m ready to help as much as I can. 
 
  JAIME 
Just right off the bat, not so into all the yays.   
 
  HEATHER 
Okay, I’ll tone it down a bit.   
 (digs through her purse, pulls out notebook) 
Alright do you have any ideas yet? 
 
  JAIME 
Well, I did just find out about it 5 minutes ago, so right now I don’t have any. 
 
  HEATHER 
Okay, that’s cool.  So I have a bunch of ideas written down already. I’ve been wanting to do 
a web series for a while. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright.  It’s gotta be in the bar apparently, so I doubt you have any ideas that are here. 
 
  HEATHER 
Okay, just let me find the “Club Series” section. 
 
  JAIME 
Club series? Oy.  
 
   



  HEATHER 
Yeah! So one I have is just showing a bartender interacting with customers, kind of like we 
do on a regular basis.  But obviously the customers would be like really bizarre and 
eccentric, which I guess isn’t much of a deviation from our normal lives.   
 

(HEATHER laughs, JAIME looks displeased) 
 

  JAIME 
Right, maybe. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah your right, it’s a little unimaginative.  One I have that I really like is, okay so it takes 
place in the club’s bathroom. 
 
  JAIME 
Bathroom? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah, and two people have these bizarre interactions while going to the bathroom or 
washing their hands or something.  And the best part, it could be called, “Comic Relief.”   
 
  JAIME 
Huh, that’s, uh those are pretty solid ideas. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah? 
 
  JAIME 
Sure.  But why don’t you let me bounce a few ideas around for a little bit and we’ll see if 
there’s any other options, maybe.   
 
  HEATHER 
Okay, yeah, we don’t have to decide now.  Just thought I’d let you know some of my ideas. 
 

(STEPHEN enters the bar) 
 

  STEPHEN 
Hey. 
 
  JAIME 
Hey, what are you doing here? 
 
  STEPHEN 
I’m about to go out, but I figured I would get some free drinks first. 
 
   



  JAIME 
Mmm, subtle.  
 
  STEPHEN 
Hey Heather. 
 
  HEATHER 
We’re doing a web series! 
 
  STEPHEN 
We are? 
 
  HEATHER. 
 (to JAIME) 
Sorry, I am just so excited. 
 (to STEPHEN) 
Jaime and I, we’re doing a web series for a contest.  Here in the bar. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Wow, that sounds pretty cool.  And I can tell Jaime is ecstatic!  
 

(JAIME kind of glares at STEPHEN. HEATHER notices) 
 

  HEATHER 
Right, I’m gonna go in the back and call some people.  See ya Stephen! 
 
  STEPHEN 
Bye. 
 

(HEATHER exits) 
 

  STEPHEN (cont) 
Wow, a web series with Heather. 
 
  JAIME 
Yes, okay, I get it. 
 
  STEPHEN  
What, was your mother not available? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, like I would willingly sign up with Comedy Barbie.  Jake’s making me. 
 
  STEPHEN 
How did he make you? 
 



  JAIME 
He offered me the bar for free and the crew for cheap and better set times.  I figured I had 
to bite the bullet on this one. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Well, making a decision that could potentially advance your career.  I don’t believe I know 
this person, she seems so great. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh you’re so hilarious.  But the ideas she has are making me second-guess this little 
venture. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Lemme hear some of them. 
 
  JAIME 
Well one was about us being bartenders, which I’m sure she really strained to develop. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Yeah, little dull. 
 
  JAIME 
The other was called “Comic Relief” I think and it took place in the bathroom. 
 
  STEPHEN 
The bathroom? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah and people would have these really bizarre interactions or something. I don’t know. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Huh. 
 
  JAIME 
What? 
 
  STEPHEN 
I don’t know, I kind of like it. 
 
  JAIME 
What? 
 
  STEPHEN 
It could be pretty funny.  Confined spaces, interaction at the urinals.  I think it has potential. 
 
   



  JAIME 
Oh what do you know. 
 

 (JAKE enters) 
 

  JAKE 
Hey, Heather told me about that whole bathroom web series idea.  It’s pretty good, you 
guys should do that. 
 
  JAIME 
What the hell?! 
 
  JAKE 
Hey Stephen 
 
  STEPHEN 
What’s up Jake? 
 

(JAKE walks away) 
 

  JAIME 
This is not happening. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Told ya. 
 

  (JAIME is silent.  After a few moments, 
STEPHEN pats her on the head.  She still 

doesn’t move.  Lights fade to black) 
 

Scene 6: 
 

(A spotlight shines one JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
I’ve never been good at friendships with girls.  My mother always told me I had a very 
masculine energy, but I think that’s just a fancy way of saying, “yeah, you’re pretty much a 
dude.”   
 

(Lights rise on the bar.  HEATHER is sitting 
at a table with a laptop and papers in front 
of her.  After a few moment, JAIME enters.) 

 
  JAIME 
Hey 



 
  HEATHER 
Hi 
 
   
  JAIME 
Sorry I’m late.  El was a disaster, delayed, and just complete bullshit per usual. 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh it’s fine, just been organizing my ideas and everything 
 
  JAIME 
Oh, well good.  Glad you could fill your time. 
 
  HEATHER 
You’re okay with this bathroom idea right? 
 
  JAIME 
I mean, I kind of have to be. 
 
  HEATHER 
I wasn’t trying to steal your thunder or any… 
 
  JAIME 
Look its fine. Don’t worry.  Plus, I had some issues trying to trump your idea anyway so 
whatever.  Let’s get started.   
 
  HEATHER 
Okay, so did you have any ideas for the first episode? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, actually I was bouncing some ideas around and I think I have a great one for the first 
episode. 
 
  HEATHER 
Okay! Go ahead. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay so I would be in the bathroom cleaning or whatever and then this girl would come in 
trying to use the bathroom, but I closed the bathroom to clean it so this big argument 
ensues between the girl and me.  Basically, the argument gets bigger and bigger and starts 
to deviate from the original topic where they each start accusing the other of stealing a 
boyfriend or backstabbing them and they just really get out of hand with the argument and 
eventually they start throwing cleaning products at each other and soap and everything 
gets messy.  By the end, they kinda just look at each other and the other girl says she is 



going to just check to see if the men’s bathroom is open and I’m all like “yeah, probably a 
solid idea.” And then I just go back to cleaning.  Doesn’t that sound good? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah actually that’s pretty hilarious.  A lot of physical comedy and also playing of this 
concept of ridiculous arguments.  I like it! 
  JAIME 
Great!  And I have a hilarious comedian friend who would totally want to do this and 
probably for free too. 
 
  HEATHER 
Wait, what? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah she’s great, her name’s Amanda, she’s been in the business a while.  I called her and 
she’s totally excited about the idea. 
 
  HEATHER 
Why would we need your comedian friend? 
 
  JAIME 
We need someone else in the scene.  It’s a two person scene.   
 
  HEATHER 
Um, I’m a comedian. 
 
  JAIME 
 (awkward) 
Yes, you are. 
 
   HEATHER 
I mean it’s our web series, I would ideally like to be in some of the episodes as well.   
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, oh I know, but she’s got lots of experience and I think she’d be perfect for this scene. 
 
  HEATHER 
I could be perfect for this scene too.  Did you even consider me for the part like at all? 
 
  JAIME 
Um, yes, obviously I did.  But Amanda, she seemed best. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yes, but as a team, we have to make these decisions together. 
 
   



  JAIME 
 (aggravated) 
Well, as the originator of this idea to do a web series, I made an executive decision. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yes, but it is my idea. 
 
  JAIME 
 (fed up) 
Okay, I knew that would eventually be thrown in my face. 
 
  HEATHER 
What? 
 
  JAIME 
I didn’t have much of a choice, you ran to Jake with your idea before we even decided we 
were going to do it and then he basically forced me to do that because he seems to love you. 
 
  HEATHER 
But you just said you couldn’t come up with an idea better than mine. 
 
  JAIME 
I could maybe if I didn’t feel an obligation to your idea from Jake. 
 
  HEATHER 
Well that’s not fair, that’s not my fault. 
 
  JAIME  
How is it not?  You using your charms and whatever else you use to constantly sway Jake in 
your favor. First, the set time after Garlin, now my web series that you completely took 
over, even though I didn’t want you involved in the first place. 
 
  HEATHER 
 (also fed-up) 
Look, I don’t know what I did to you to make you turn into this whiny child, but it isn’t my 
fault.  Yes, I ask for things from Jake and tell people my ideas.  I am trying to be a comedian!  
I’m sorry that I don’t sit around and complain about how the world is out to get me because 
I’m too busy working my ass off!  
 
  JAIME 
Oh yeah, is that what you call it? 
 
  HEATHER 
Where did you come up with this idea that I exchange sexual favors for sets and 
consideration? 
 



  JAIME 
I just kn… 
 
  HEATHER 
It is completely sexist! Are you sexist? 
 
  JAIME 
Am I what? 
 
  HEATHER 
Sexist! Do you judge women by their appearances? It sure as hell seems like you do and in 
my book that makes you sexist. 
 
  JAIME 
I am not sexist!  I am sick of you getting what you want because you dress like a sorority 
girl and you tell jokes about your stupid feminine problems that aren’t actually problems. 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh, I’m sorry that my comedy isn’t filled with depressing bits about how the world is out to 
get me and everything is miserable all the time.  And people seem to like my comedy! 
 
  JAIME 
I assume they also like your tits. 
 
  HEATHER 
 (rising out of her chair slowly, methodically)  
Will you stop making this about my looks?!  Yes, I like to look a certain way, but at the end 
of the day, I’m a damn good comedian and I know I’m talented.  I’m sorry that you are just 
too close-minded and jealous to even think that I care about my craft and I work my ass off 
trying to be as good as I can be.  Instead of judging me constantly, why don’t you stop acting 
like a spoiled brat and work together with me so we can make this fucking web series! 
 

(HEATHER slams back down in her chair. JAIME 
looks stunned. There is an awkward silence) 

 
  HEATHER 
Look, do you want to work or not? 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah fine. 
 
  HEATHER 
I think it would be best if I was in the first episode. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay, whatever.   



 
  HEATHER 
Alright. So, let’s start on the script. 
 
  JAIME 
Fine. I’m not apologizing though. 
   
  HEATHER 
Neither am I.  We clearly don’t like each other, so let’s just use this series as common 
ground so we can at least work together. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay, I can do that. 
 
  HEATHER 
Me too. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, so how do you think this should start off?  Probably some like uncomfortable, but 
polite exchanges that lead into the arguing, right? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah, that’s what I was thinking.  Making the exchange initially awkward until they just 
kind of burst into… 
 
  JAKE 
 (strolls into the bar) 
Hello ladies. 
 
  HEATHER 
Hey Jake. 
 
  JAIME 
 (barely says hi, preoccupied)  
Hi. 
 
  JAKE 
Say Jaime, I have some truly marvelous news for you. 
 
  JAIME 
Doubtful. 
 
  JAKE 
I found your director. 
 
   



  HEATHER 
 (back to cheery again) 
Ooh, who?! 
 
  JAKE 
Well, it’s someone that I was able to get at no charge because he owes me a favor and also 
someone Jaime knows pretty well I would say. 
 
  JAIME 
 (alarmed) 
Oh no. No, not him. Jake come on. 
 
  HEATHER 
Who? 
 
  JAKE 
His name is Christian Riordan and he is a pretty accomplished director.  And he’s free and 
very good and free so we’re all just gonna have to get over it.  Yeah, Jaime? 
 
  JAIME 
You’re killing me Jake. 
 
  JAKE 
I’ll be in the back. 
 

(JAKE exits. Silence) 
 

  HEATHER 
 (hesitant) 
Not that I expect you to answer or care or anything, but who is uh Christian? 
 
  JAIME 
You’ll find out soon enough I guess.  He used to make promos for the club and he’s also my 
ex-boyfriend. 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh? Oh.  
 
  JAIME 
Yeah. 
 

(The two sit at the table in silence. Lights 
fade to black.) 

 
 
 



Scene 7: 
 

(a spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
Even at 27, I still don’t understand how to handle ex-boyfriends. I would really like to meet 
a person who had a well-adjusted break up and is able to act like a real adult around that ex 
because I would need them to immediately teach me everything they know.  In my mind, 
breakups mean ending in a mostly traumatic fashion, never ever seeing or talking to that 
person again, and if you happen to see that person again, finding the nearest bush you can 
jump and hide in. 
 

(Blackout.  Lights rise on the bar where HEATHER 
and JAIME are working.) 

 
  CUSTOMER 
Can I get a gin and tonic? 
 
  JAIME 
 (distracted, at notebook) 
Uh huh…Heather, gin and tonic. 
 
  HEATHER 
Can’t you make it? 
 
  JAIME 
I’m writing! For our series! 
 
  HEATHER 
Fine, than you have to take these two beers to table 4 then.   
 
  JAIME 
Well I can make the gin and tonic if you’re gonna make me do that. 
 
  HEATHER 
Too late, already making it. 
 
  JAIME 
Damn you devil woman. 
 

(JAIME takes the drinks.  CHRISTIAN enters and sits  
at the bar. He has a strong confidence that is  

apparent immediately.) 
 

   



  CHRISTIAN 
Hello. 
 
  HEATHER 
 (notices him, perks up) 
Um, hello! 
 
  CHRISTIAN  
Can I get a Jameson on the rocks please. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yes, yes you can.   
 

(HEATHER returns to the bar, she notices  
CHRISTIAN and immediately hides behind the  

Bar.) 
 
  HEATHER (cont) 
 (places drink down) 
Here you are, anything else? 
 
  CHRISTIAN  
I think I’m good for right now. 
 

   (HEATHER walks to the end of the bar, notices 
JAIME.) 

 
  HEATHER 
What are you doing? 
 
  JAIME 
 (whispers) 
Sh! 
 
  HEATHER 
 (mimics her whisper) 
Why? 
 
  JAIME 
That guy you just served, that’s Christian. 
 
  HEATHER 
Christian, our director Christian? 
 
  JAIME 
Duh! 



 
  HEATHER 
What’s your plan, hiding behind the bar all night? 
 
  JAIME 
I haven’t thought that far ahead. 
 
  HEATHER 
 (shouts) 
Oh Jaime, thank you for grabbing that for me…Jaime! 
 

(HEATHER walks away smirking) 
 

  JAIME 
 (whispering still) 
Bitch. 
 

(JAIME slowly rises and sees CHRISTIAN) 
   
  CHRISTIAN 
Well hello Jaims. 
 
  JAIME 
 (walks towards the sink, begins cleaning glasses) 
Jaime. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Sorry, Jaime. 
 
  JAIME 
Hello Christian.  You’re still going by the pretentious name, correct? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (chuckles) 
Yes, yes I am. 
 
  JAIME 
Lovely, what are you doing here? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Jake asked me to come by. 
 
  JAIME 
Right, of course he did. 
 
   



  CHRISTIAN 
He wanted me to talk to you about your web series or whatever. 
 
  JAIME 
It’s a web series, no need for the “or whatever.” I get that it’s beneath you… 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Alright, we should wait at least a day for all this hostility, not just jump right in.   
 

 (JAIME sighs loudly) 
 

  CHRISTIAN (cont.) 
Plus, I’m excited to hear about what you have planned.  
 
  JAIME 
I highly doubt that. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Why? 
 
  JAIME 
Because I assume you have some fancy filming jobs lined up and this you are doing because 
Jake gave you your “first opportunity” or some bullshit like that. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
What’s it been, a year? 
 
  JAIME 
Closer to six months, but hey not like that matters.  
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I’m glad you’ve changed. 
 
  JAIME 
Can’t say the same of you. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I was being sarcastic. 
 
  JAIME 
Well, I wasn’t. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Fine, be bitter.  You’ve always worn it well. 
 

 



(JAIME tries to mask her pleasure at this insult  
disguised as a compliment) 

 
  CHRISTIAN (cont) 
But we are going to have to work together so why don’t you tell me some of your plans. 
 
  JAIME 
I’m working now as you can see, but Heather and I are working on our script tomorrow.  I 
guess you can come by so we can plan out shooting the series. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (grins) 
Great, can’t wait. 
 
  JAIME 
Spare me. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (gets up to leave) 
See you tomorrow then. 
 

(CHRISTIAN exits.  JAIME is lost in thought as she 
stares at the seat he was just sitting in. HEATHER 

interrupts this staring contest.) 
 

  HEATHER 
Man, is he cute! 
 
  JAIME 
 (snaps out of it, back to washing) 
Objectively, I guess he is somewhat attractive. 
 
  HEATHER 
How did you score something like that? 
 
  JAIME 
What, you don’t think I have what it takes to get an attractive man interested? 
 
  HEATHER 
 (pauses, blunt) 
Well he’s hot and artistic, so no, I don’t see it. 
 
  JAIME 
I liked it better when you were permanently peppy.   
 

(the two continue to work. Lights fade to black) 



 
Scene 8: 
 

(a spotlight shines on Jaime at a microphone  
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
I have a hard time believing that school really prepared me for the real world.  I think one 
of the best educations I received for the work force was from group projects.  There’s 
always one control freak, one lazy asshole who coasts, and the rest find a way to have 
minimal interaction and still create something, usually something bad.  If we ever survive 
the apocalypse and live in a post-apocalyptic wasteland, we’ll deal with it the same way we 
did with group projects and it’s pretty much guaranteed that we’ll all, ya know, slit each 
other’s throats. 
 

(Blackout.  Lights rise on a table at the club. CHRISTIAN 
and HEATHER are sitting at the table, examining notes 

in her notebook.  Their body language suggests 
a flirtacious tone, as does HEATHER’s constant 

giggling.  JAIME enters the club, the two don’t notice. 
She pauses and stares at them.  After a moment, she 
walks to the table and drops her bag on the ground, 

startling HEATHER) 
 

  HEATHER 
Holy crap. 
 
  JAIME 
 (mock concern) 
Oh, did I frighten you? My bad. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Ah Jaime, even more bubbly in the morning.  Still the same. 
 
  JAIME 
Mmm, yes.  Let’s skip the stroll down memory lane and get down to business.   
 
  HEATHER 
Nothing better than a lover scorned to work on a comedy script. 
 

(CHRISTIAN snickers at this comment. JAIME is fuming, 
but she swallows her anger and moves on) 

 
  JAIME 
Alright, so I’ve been working on the script and I think I’ve got some pretty good dialogue so 
far.   



  HEATHER 
Yeah, same here. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Okay so why don’t you guys both talk about what you have so far? 
 
  JAIME 
I’ll go first. 
 
  HEATHER 
Of course you will. 
 
  JAIME 
Right.  Um so what I had so far is that you’ll have a disgruntled employee, me, scrubbing the 
floors of the bathroom and an uptight woman in kind of a rigid business suit, Heather… 
 
  HEATHER 
 (scoffs) 
Shocking. 
 

(CHRISTIAN chuckles again) 
   
  JAIME 
 (getting more infuriated) 
So Heather walks in and I curtly tell her “closed,” and she’s like “pardon me?” and I say 
“Closed, the bathroom is closed,” and Heather obliviously asks “And why is that?” and I say, 
“the sign and the cleaning supplies weren’t a dead give away?”  And then she says she’s late 
for a meeting and just needs to use the bathroom and I’m all, “well duh, why else would you 
be in here?”  And she starts to get up… 
 
  HEATHER 
I don’t get why my character is a businesswoman?  Why would a businesswoman be at a 
comedy club in the middle of the day? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
That is true. 
 
  JAIME 
Well, it doesn’t have to be a comedy club bathroom at the moment. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Isn’t the deal that you have to show the club’s sign at the beginning of the video? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah, that is what we promised Jake. 
 



  JAIME 
 (anger becoming more apparent) 
Fine then she doesn’t have to be a businesswoman.  She can be your run of the mill 
customer. 
 
  HEATHER 
She’ll need a back-story though. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Right, every character needs at least some sort of back-story. 
 
  HEATHER 
She could maybe be a um… 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Publicist.  She could be a publicist. 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh yeah, like one the club is considering hiring to promote the bar. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Exactly. 
   
  JAIME 
 (aggravation becomes apparent) 
Okay! I don’t think her profession is in need of this much attention. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
A good story has… 
 
  JAIME 
Oh please tell me what a good story is Christian, since your career is really just taking off. 
 
  HEATHER 
Alright, let’s calm down. 
 
  JAIME 
Heather this conversation does not concern you right now, why don’t you go highlight your 
hair or something. 
 
  HEATHER 
Man, you are such a tight ass.  Fine Christian why don’t you talk some sense into her.  
Maybe make this work environment feel less like a war zone. I’m out. 
 
  JAIME 
Finally, something I agree with. 



 
(HEATHER glares and then walks behind the bar 

to the back) 
 

  CHRISTIAN 
Jesus Jaims, gain some composure. 
 
  JAIME 
It’s Jaime, jackass. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Look I get you hate me, for whatever reason. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh don’t act coy and innocent. You know why I hate you. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Because I moved on from here?  What, because my career is taking off? 
 
  JAIME 
Taking off?  You just directed a commercial for Joe Machens Toyota. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Hey, I  really believe in those Toyotas! 
 
  JAIME 
Jesus Christ. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I don’t get your problem here Jaime.  You broke up with me. 
 
  JAIME 
I’m sorry that I couldn’t deal with this whole new persona that you’ve put on. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
What persona? So I went back to my full birth name, which is totally normal. How does that 
make me a different person? 
 
  JAIME 
Oh and act like you didn’t gain like 90 levels of pretension.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I never changed with you and you know that.  You just got scared.  You’ve got the maturity 
of a child. 
 
   



  JAIME 
You do. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I enjoy how often you prove my points for me. 
 
  JAIME 
Whatever, look this isn’t about me and you. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
It’s not?  Fine, then why don’t you perk the fuck up already. 
 
  JAIME 
Like I need your advice.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
It’s been four years here and you’re still stuck.  We both know how good you can be but 
you’re scared constantly. 
 
  JAIME 
You know nothing about me. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Cut the bullshit Jaime, I know plenty about you and I know you’re sabotaging this 
opportunity because you’re selfish and freaked out.  You can’t do everything on your own.  
It’s not how this industry works. 
 
  JAIME 
Pretty please give me more lectures on the entertainment industry, all knowing master! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
My God, you are so shut off to the world. It must be lonely hating everyone for your failure. 
 
  JAIME 
 (clearly hurt by this comment) 
Well don’t worry, I wouldn’t want to further put a wrench into this experience for you.  I’m 
out. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Jesus Jaime, grow up. 
 
  JAIME 
I don’t need this, certainly not from you.  I’m done, tell Heather not to celebrate too much at 
this.   
 (JAIME starts to walk away) 
Oh hey, and you should totally um, fuck off. 



(JAIME storms out.  CHRISTIAN is clearly 
disappointed.  Lights fade to black.) 

 
Act II: 
 
Scene 1: 
 

(A spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
I get really annoyed when people say they’re depressed.  Not bagging on depression or 
anything because that shit is definitely real, but this specific group of people I’m referring 
to are the ones who you see with their friends being like “ugh, I gained two pounds and my 
boss is making me come in on like Saturday afternoon.  I’m so depressed!”  It’s these people 
that ruin the term for the rest of us.  Being out at a club with your girlfriends pounding 
martinis isn’t depression.  Depression is consuming your weight in pizza and watching 
Beyoncé videos on a constant loop just as a painful reminder that you will never be 
Beyoncé…not like I know this from like experience or whatever.    
 

(Blackout.  After a few moments, lights rise on a couch 
with JAIME lying face down on it.  There are food 

wrappers and old pizza boxes around her.  She’s in 
sweats. After a few moments, STEPHEN stumbles 

into the apartment, visibly drunk. He has a companion) 
 

  STEPHEN 
 (chuckling, looks at JAIME) 
Oh Jaims, old food wrappers and worn out sweatpants?  You’ve become such a cliché! 
 
  JAIME 
Why hello Stephen, such nice words in my time of need. 
 (noticing his friend) 
Um hello strange, well-manicured gentleman. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Oh yeah this is Reggie. 
 
  REGGIE 
Hi. Where’s your bathroom? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Use the one attached to my room.  It’s the one in the back. 
 
  JAIME 
His is the one with the Ryan Gosling poster, not mine. 



 
  REGGIE 
Okay thanks. 
 

(REGGIE exits.) 
 

  STEPHEN 
New bartender.  We’re totally gonna fuck. 
 
  JAIME 
Blah, it’s too early for this kind of talk. 
 
  STEPHEN 
It’s 3 in the afternoon. 
 
  JAIME 
Exactly, how are you this drunk this early? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Restaurant booze cruise, duh. 
 
  JAIME 
Lovely. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Oh yeah like you have any right to judge, girl interrupted. 
 
  JAIME 
They weren’t depressed in that movie, they were crazy. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Depressed, crazy.  Tomato, tomato.  
 
  JAIME 
You just said tomato the same way twice. 
 
  STEPHEN 
What do you want from me, I’m drunk. 
 
  JAIME 
And anyway, I’m not depressed. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Normally I would say your just doing your typical Saturday behavior, but it’s been a week 
and you haven’t groomed and the amount of pizza sweat you have going on right now is 
alarming. 



  JAIME 
 (wipes forehead) 
I’m fine. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Plus, you haven’t worked. 
 
  JAIME 
So?  I’m taking some vacation time.  What, bartenders can’t vacation? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Make sure to kill me if my vacations become what you seem to be considering a vacation. 
 
  JAIME 
Like I need a lecture from you right now, especially a drunk one.  Those always start to drift 
into weird musical numbers that I’ve never understood. It’s like the gayest way to lecture 
someone. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Well excuse me for trying to spice up these rather dull moments we tend to have.  You need 
to go back to work. 
 
  JAIME 
Thanks, mom…I am in a couple days.  Don’t worry. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Not just at the club, but on the web series too. 
 
  JAIME 
 (shoots up, trying to avoid the conversation) 
That’s just not happening, so drop it. 
 
  STEPHEN 
It is amazing how as you get older, you become even more angsty.  Usually puberty nips 
that in the bud.   
 
  JAIME 
Stephen don’t you have some excessively groomed beefcake to screw right now? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Eh, he’s not going anywhere. 
 
  JAIME 
Excellent. 
 
   



  STEPHEN 
You are giving up on something that could actually help you 
 
  JAIME 
First of all, that’s not totally true.  The series was going into a direction that I didn’t enjoy so 
I’m not going to put my name on something that… 
 
  STEPHEN 
Oh my God, who do you think I am?  I know you, far too well sadly, and I know that you 
gave up on this because you are the world’s most stubborn person. 
 
  JAIME 
Am not. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Slash the world’s most childish person. 
 
  JAIME 
I don’t know why it’s such a big deal that I stopped doing this web series.  I mean it’s only 
for a website that receives semi-good web traffic.  I can find that anywhere.  Plus, I am not 
attaching my name to that prissy hack Heather.   
 
  STEPHEN 
Blah blah blah.  God you are so whiny.   
 (in a whiny, childish voice) 
“Oh, I’m so sad, all the boys like Heather and I’m just the wittle ugwy girl in the corner.  
Why won’t anyone play with me!” 
 
  JAIME 
You mimic a little girl oddly well. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Thank you, but grow the fuck up. 
 
  JAIME 
Why does everybody keep calling me a child? I’m not a child.  So I have principles, that’s 
what makes me a good comedian. 
 
  STEPHEN 
These aren’t principles, these are selfish notions that you keep holding on to because you 
seem to think that you can get anywhere on your own. 
 
  JAIME 
I did up to this point, should be able to keep doing that. 
 
   



  STEPHEN 
You need to get over this whole codependent, single mother thing and move on.  It sucks 
that your mom never grew up but as of right now, you are looking like you are going to turn 
into her. 
 
  JAIME 
 (angered) 
Okay stop, that’s over the line. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Oh you know that’s the truth or else you wouldn’t be getting so pissed. 
 
  JAIME 
How do you have any right to criticize me and my life choices?  Look at you! 
 
  STEPHEN 
Me? I’m fine with where I’m at.  You don’t see me complaining. 
 
  JAIME 
You are a 29-year-old waiter with a bit of an alcohol dependency issue and zero ambitions 
for himself.  How are you fine with that? 
 
  STEPHEN 
First off, sorry I party. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh good lord.  
 
  STEPHEN 
Second, yeah to the outside viewer, my life may seem empty and uninspiring, but I don’t 
give a shit.  I like where I’m at.  I make decent money, I enjoy myself.  I may want some sort 
of career in the future, but I’ve got plenty of time for that.  I don’t need a job to define who I 
am when I know who I am.  You, however, have wanted nothing more than to be a 
comedian, which is fantastic.  Yet, your just willing to rollover and play dead as soon as 
everything doesn’t go your way.  
 
  JAIME 
I sense a show tune soon. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Seriously Jaime.  This series may not make you an instant superstar, but it’s a step in the 
right direction.  If you pass this up you’re just going to end up hating yourself and you know 
it. 
 
  JAIME 
Mmm, I hate when your lectures actually make sense.   



 
  STEPHEN 
Well this is pretty selfishly driven.  You start hating yourself then you continue this weird 
depression thing you got going on right now and then you start scaring my boy toys and we 
can’t have that. 
 
  JAIME 
 (chuckles) 
I’m sorry I said you were an alcoholic loser. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Eh, I sort of am, but I’m okay with it. 
 
  JAIME 
 (groans) 
Ugh I just don’t want to see that smug look on that pretentious dick “Christian’s” face. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Oh please you still love him. 
 
  JAIME 
 (dramatically offended) 
Pish, oh pish, oh please.   
 
  STEPHEN 
Yes, excessive “pish”ing totally makes it seem like your over him. 
 
  JAIME 
Whatever, hey I broke up with him, remember? 
 
  STEPHEN 
Yeah because he started ignoring you and you were afraid he was going to break up with 
you. 
 
  JAIME 
Not true. 
 
  STEPHEN 
It is oh so true and you know it.  He’s your only real relationship and I think there is a 
reason that continues. 
 
  JAIME 
Wow, that is an alarming and extremely depressing fact. 
 
  STEPHEN 
You still want him, I can tell. 



  JAIME 
I do not want him. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Sure, continue to act all innocent, it certainly does not suit you. 
 
  JAIME 
Thanks, you’re so sweet. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Whatever, just you know, fuck Christian. 
 
  JAIME 
I will not! 
 
  STEPHEN 
No I meant like forget him. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Good to know that’s where your head went though.   
 
  JAIME 
Shut up. 
 
  STEPHEN 
 (laughs) 
So you’re going to apologize to Heather and do the web series? 
 
  JAIME 
Bleck, I didn’t know apologizing was a part of this. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Jaims… 
 
  JAIME 
Fine I’ll apologize, but I’m not gonna like it. 
 
  STEPHEN 
Good.  Way to swallow your pride. 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, Yeah. 
 



  STEPHEN 
And Jaims… 
 (gets up an touches her shoulder) 
The sun will come out tomorrow. 
 
  JAIME 
Wow, nice.  
 
  STEPHEN 
Had to get it in there somehow.   
 
  JAIME 
Go bang Regis or whatever already.  I’ll be watching a series of action movies on high 
volume.   
 

(STEPHEN walks away singing “Tomorrow.” JAIME 
laughs and lays back on the couch.  Lights fade to  

black.) 
 

Scene 2: 
 

(a spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
I’ve never been fond of the phrase “swallow your pride.”  Not because it’s gross or anything, 
but I think it is a far too pleasant phrase for the action that is occurring.  I associate 
swallowing with like potato chips, pizza, beer, ya know all the things that I enjoy in life.  
Instead of saying “swallow your pride” I think it needs to be changed to something more 
gruesome like, “choke and desperately grasp for breath, which then leads into projectile 
vomiting…your pride.” 
 

(Blackout.  Lights rise on the club. HEATHER is behind 
the bar.  JAKE is sitting at a table looking over his books. 

JAIME enters.) 
 

  JAKE 
Well, if it isn’t the reclusive Jaime! How was your week of, what I can only assume, self-
loathing? 
 
  JAIME 
Good to see you too Jake.  Hope everything went okay while I was gone. 
 
  JAKE 
Heather picked up the slack.  She’s getting pretty good at picking up your slack lately. 
 



  JAIME 
Oh good, you are happy to see me. 
 
  JAKE 
You’re lucky I didn’t feel like training someone new.  Don’t pull this psychotic break shit on 
me again. 
 

(JAKE gathers his books and walks toward the back) 
 

  JAIME 
 (shouting after him) 
Missed you too! 
 

(JAIME walks behind the bar where HEATHER refuses to 
acknowledge her and continues to restock.  JAIME puts  

on her apron and is desperately searching for what to 
say to HEATHER) 

 
  JAIME 
So, the club been busy? 
 
  HEATHER 
 (still restocking) 
Yep. 
 
  JAIME 
That’s good, did you have to work alone? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yep. 
 
  JAIME 
Mmm, that sucks.  I had to do that once and it… 
 
  HEATHER 
Excuse me, but I really need to focus on this. 
 
  JAIME 
Stocking glasses? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yep. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, I get it, you’re really pissed at me. 
 



  HEATHER 
That’s where you’re wrong, I nothing you. 
 
  JAIME 
Hmm, you are surprisingly good at shutting people down. 
 

(JAIME kind of chuckles, HEATHER ignores her 
and continues to stock) 

 
  JAIME (cont.) 
Okay, um well here goes.  Listen, I know you were real excited about this series and I was 
too and I know I bailed and whatever and uh…Could you just stop stocking glasses for like 
two seconds? 
 
  HEATHER 
Why? I doubt this is important.  
 
  JAIME 
Please, just a minute. Come on. 
 

  (HEATHER stops, but she doesn’t look at 
JAIME.) 

 
  JAIME (cont.) 
Okay thanks.  Look I don’t often apologize so I’m not very good at it. 
 
  HEATHER  
 (looking at her now) 
Clearly. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, well I feel pretty bad about leaving you high and dry.  I know how much it sucks to 
have someone bail on something you’re passionate about so for that I’m uh, ya know, I’m 
um sorry. 
 
  HEATHER 
Wow, it’s human. 
 
  JAIME 
Look I get you hate me, but this took a lot and I do feel pretty bad about it so it would be 
great if you could just try and respect me a little bit. 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh you mean like you have towards me the entire time I’ve worked here? 
 
   



  JAIME 
You mean I have to apologize for all of that? 
 
  HEATHER 
 (back to the glasses) 
You don’t have to do anything. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, alright. Look I’m sorry. 
 
  HEATHER 
For…? 
 
  JAIME 
For accusing you of sleeping with Jake, making fun of your act and all the other nonsense. 
 
  HEATHER 
And for being an incessant bitch? 
 
  JAIME 
 (hesistant) 
Sure, and for being an incessant bitch. 
 
  HEATHER  
 (pauses, eventually smirks) 
Man I wish I recorded that.  I would love to relive all of that over and over an… 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, let’s not be smug about it now. 
 
  HEATHER 
Fine.  In the spirit of apologizing I guess I can apologize as well. 
 
  JAIME 
You can? For what? 
 
  HEATHER 
I kind of stepped on your toes with this whole web series thing and with Jake, which was 
kind of shitty I guess, so I’m sorry about that.  
 
  JAIME 
Wow, I was not expecting that.  You may actually be a better person than me. 
 
  HEATHER 
Well duh.   
 



  JAIME 
Nevermind, I take that back.   
 
  HEATHER 
 (chuckles) 
Big surprise. 
 
  JAIME 
We aren’t becoming friends are we? 
 
  HEATHER 
No, never ever, ever, ever. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay good, because you still are excessively peppy. 
   
  HEATHER 
And you’re still an incessant bitch.   
 

(Both kind of chuckle, somewhat silently. It is 
clear their relationship is in a better place.) 

 
  JAIME 
Alright so now that I’ve apologized, is there any way I could join the web series again? 
 
  HEATHER 
 (hesistant) 
Hmm, I don’t know… 
 
  JAIME 
Oh God, really, the dangling act?  Come on, my father’s withholding, I’m immune to this act.  
 
  HEATHER 
Fine, I guess you can rejoin the team,  but with some major adjustments. 
 
  JAIME 
How major we talkin here? 
 
  HEATHER 
You need to be more open to my ideas. 
 
  JAIME 
Same to you. 
 
  HEATHER 
Okay how about this, you and I need to learn to work together. 



 
  JAIME 
I think I can manage that this time. 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah, same here.  
 
  JAIME 
Perfect, so where are you at with it right now? 
 
  HEATHER 
Well I actually finished the script for the first episode. 
 
  JAIME 
 (disheartened) 
Oh, cool. 
   
  HEATHER 
But I guess you can take the script and make some adjustments, especially with your 
character.  I don’t think I captured the voice very well.   
 
  JAIME 
Sweet, I can take a look at it tonight and give you my changes or um adjustments tomorrow.   
 
  HEATHER 
That should work. 
 
  JAIME 
Did you have a shooting schedule set yet? 
 
  HEATHER 
Well we know we want to start this weekend, but we were going to figure it out after we 
went over the script. 
 
  JAIME 
And this we is you and Christian I assume? 
 
  HEATHER 
Yeah…He was going to come in tomorrow to go over the script, but we can wait till 
Thursday so your notes are in there. 
 
  JAIME 
Thanks, that would be good.   
 
  HEATHER 
Alright, so we can meet in here on Thursday before our shifts. 



 
  JAIME 
Actually, if it’s cool with you, you can just meet with Christian about the shooting schedule 
without me.  I’m sure you guys can figure it out. 
 
  HEATHER 
Don’t you want to be a pain in the ass about your changes? 
 
  JAIME 
Obviously, but I’m not into the idea of working with him yet. 
 
  HEATHER 
You are aware that you’re going to be working with him regardless, correct? 
 
  JAIME 
Yes, but my stubborn brain would like to delay that as much as possible.  And at least when 
we’re filming I don’t have to hear all his pretentious opinions on my work. 
 
  HEATHER 
Fine, I’ll meet with Christian alone.  Just be forewarned that we may make some changes to 
your work. 
 
  JAIME 
That’s the price I’ll pay to avoid being near that asshole. 
 
  HEATHER 
Alright, I’ll email you the script on my break. 
 
  JAIME 
Sounds good. 
 

(The girls continue to do their prep work, but 
the tone is much more comfortable.  Lights fade 

to black) 
 

Scene 3: 
 

(a spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
So I have only ever been in one serious relationship and I know the gut reaction may be 
“oh, poor girl. She must have lots of cats and live a depressed life twiddling her thumbs and 
becoming a spinster.”  Well, first off I am severely allergic to cats, so suck it audience.  But 
second, I’m cool with it.  In that relationship I received a lifetime of education, particularly 
that there is nothing attached to a gentleman that I can’t find in the commercial world.   The 



most important being a certain external male organ that is now battery operated and is 
incomparable to any man I supposedly “need” to be in a relationship with. Cheers to 
technology! 
 

 (Blackout.  After a few moments, lights rise on JAIME, 
HEATHER, CHRISTIAN and his crew at the club.) 

 
  CHRISTIAN 
Alright, so let’s just jump right into rehearsal here. 
  
  HEATHER 
Sounds good. 
 
  JAIME 
Sure. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Okay.  Jaime let’s have you scrubbing the floor.  We’ll focus on your profile.   
 
  JAIME 
 (mock enthusiasm) 
Yay, one of my stronger angles. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Sure, so get down and scrub and Heather I’ll cue you in okay? 
 
  HEATHER 
Okay. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Alright go ahead…start scrubbing. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh right. 
 

  (JAIME begins to pretend to scrub the floor) 
 

  CHRISTIAN 
Heather, come in. 
 
  HEATHER 
 (enters) 
Uh, hi, can I use the bathroom? 
 
  JAIME 
Bathroom’s closed. 



 
  CHRISTIAN 
Wait, stop. 
 
  JAIME 
We’re like two seconds in. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Yeah I just need you to be a little snappier.  You are pissed this woman is trying to intrude 
on your cleaning. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, let me see if it is possible to get into and snappy and snarky place.  This is a big 
change for me. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Okay let’s try it again and go ahead. 
 

(JAIME again pretends to scrub the floor) 
 

  CHRISTIAN 
And enter Heather. 
 
  HEATHER 
Uh, hi, can I use the bathroom? 
 
  JAIME 
Bathroom’s closed. 
 
  HEATHER 
Right, I just need to use the bathroom really quick. 
 
  JAIME 
Sorry, nothing I can do. 
 
  CHRSITIAN  
Um let’s stop. 
 
  HEATHER 
Again? 
 
  JAIME 
What the hell is the matter now? We’ve barely said any of our lines yet. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Yeah Jaime you’re just not believable as the disgruntled employee. 



 
  JAIME 
How is that possible when it is literally the life I am currently living? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I need you to be more upset by her request.  Make me feel that it is a serious imposition on 
her part and you are deeply offended.  I need to feel that. 
 
  JAIME 
 (hesitant) 
Right, I think I can manage that. 
   
  CHRISTIAN 
Alright then.  Let’s go from the top. 
 
  HEATHER 
Sure, can do. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Okay now Jaime, start scrubbing. 
 

(JAIME pretends to scrub again, a little more 
aggressive in her movements.) 

 
  CHRISTIAN 
And then enter Heather.   
 
  HEATHER 
Uh, hi, can I use the bathroom? 
 
  JAIME 
 (excessively snarky) 
Bathroom’s closed. 
 
  HEATHER 
Right, I just need to use the bathroom really quick. 
 
  JAIME 
 (Excessively dramatic, begins fake weeping and flailing  
 around) 
Sorry, nothing I can do! 
 

(HEAHTER begins laughing, CHRISTIAN looks pissed) 
 

  JAIME (cont) 
So, more believable Mr. Director? 



 
  CHRISTIAN 
Ha ha, very funny. Through wasting our time? 
 
  JAIME 
I think I can ask you the same question. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I am just trying to draw out a performance from an amateur actress. 
 
  JAIME 
Amateur? Seriously!? 

(they continue to ad-lib insults until HEATHER finally 
steps in) 

 
  HEATHER 
Okay woah. Hold up.   
 (still arguing, she shouts) 
Alright, stop! 
 

(JAIME and CHRISTIAN stop and look at HEATHER) 
 

  HEATHER (cont) 
You two have turned me into my mother, which is probably making me the maddest right 
now!  You guys need to resolve this shit immediately or else we aren’t ever going to get 
anywhere.  Jaime, Christian is clearly pissed that you apologized to me, but not him.  
Christian, Jaime clearly has a lot of built up resentment towards you and isn’t taking kindly 
to your controlling direction, which neither am I right now.  So let’s grow the fuck up and 
mend this shit.   
 (changing her attitude to a more kind one) 
Alright crew, let’s give these idiots some privacy and start setting up the bathroom. Scoot. 
 

(HEATHER takes the crew to the back and leaves JAIME 
and CHRISTIAN alone.  There is a long pause) 

 
  HEATHER (off-stage) 
I don’t hear talking! 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, we got it Heather! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Look, I’m not upset you didn’t apologize to me because I’m not a child… 
 
  JAIME 
Could have fooled me.  



 
  CHRISTIAN 
But it is bullshit. 
 
  JAIME 
How? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
You were unnecessarily bitchy towards me. 
 
  JAIME 
I stand by that it was the necessary amount. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Really, Jaime. 
 
  JAIME 
Really what? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I don’t get this.  I don’t get why you hate me so much? 
 
  JAIME 
Chris I have zero feelings towards you. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Christian. 
 
  JAIME 
Nope. I refuse. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Fine, Jaims. 
 
  JAIME 
Look this is ridiculous.  Let’s just agree to suck it up. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
No, I want to resolve this. 
 
  JAIME 
There is nothing to resolve! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Oh come on, the denial route.  Seriously, you’re better than that. 
 



  JAIME 
 (jumps up) 
You may be the most infuriating human being I’ve ever encountered. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I’m also you’re ex… 
 
  JAIME 
Thank you captain obvious.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Well, I don’t know, what the hell else could you possibly be mad about?  We’ve barely 
interacted since I’ve started working on this series. 
 
  JAIME 
Oh no, but you made sure to swoop in and control the experience as much as you possibly 
could.  But hey, you’re the nice guy here. 
  
  CHRISTIAN 
God Jaime, be a little more dramatic, please.  It’s such an appealing quality. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay, instead of pointing the finger strictly at me here, what the hell is the matter with you? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
What are you talking about? 
 
  JAIME 
What was with earlier?  I may not be a professional actress who trained at Cambridge or 
Oxford with some hoighty toighty old British actor, who may have been able to act at one 
time, but now waddles on the stage and criticizes everybody’s derivative performances. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (stunned) 
Wow, that was alarmingly specific.  Might you be talking about someone we both know?  
Maybe Elizabeth? 
 
  JAIME 
 (trying to back track) 
No, not her.  I don’t even remember her.  Who’s Elizabeth? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Oh hmm, maybe the girl in my short film who you got extremely jealous of for no reason? 
 
   
 



  JAIME 
First of all, I was not jealous of Elizabeth.  And if I was, it wouldn’t be for no reason.  You 
two were a match made in pretentious heaven.  Oh and how long did it take you two to fuck 
after we broke up? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
How do you know about that? 
 
  JAIME 
Please, it’s obvious.   
  
  CHRISTIAN 
Why does that even matter? We were broken up! Something that you decided on by the 
way.   
 
  JAIME 
It still proves whatever jealousy I may have had…not that I was jealous! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Look I’m sorry that I slept with Elizabeth at all, but I was so distraught after our break up, I 
didn’t know what to do.  So yeah, maybe I wanted to hurt you a little bit and I knew I could 
with Elizabeth.  I’m sorry! Fuck, you are frustrating. 
 

 (awkward pause) 
 

  JAIME 
You were distraught? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Don’t play this coy, self-deprecating bullshit.  Yes, I was distraught.  We dated for almost a 
year.  Obviously I was very much in love with you, so yes I was distraught.   
 

  (Long pause.  JAIME hesitantly sits back down at 
the table across from CHRISTIAN) 

 
  JAIME 
You are aware we never said that to each other, right? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (pause) 
I may have forgotten that we didn’t, but regardless I did. 
 
  JAIME 
Well, thanks.  That’s actually really nice. 
 
   



  CHRISTIAN 
You’re welcome…anything you want to… 
 
  JAIME 
Nope. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Yeah, had a feeling. 
 
  JAIME 
 (pause) 
But I uh guess I did, maybe, too. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (smiles) 
Well, isn’t that nice. 
 
  JAIME 
Alright, let’s not make this a big deal.  
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Fine, but before we get out of this moment and I assume never return to it again, I feel I 
must ask why you decided to break up with me. 
 
  JAIME 
Um, I don’t know.  I just did. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Come on Jaime.  I know that’s not true.  Look I know shit like this makes you 
uncomfortable… 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, I can feel the hives forming. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
But I’ve been curious since it happened and I feel like I deserve to know.   
 
  JAIME 
Oh god, you’re such a girl. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Jaime. 
 
  JAIME 
Sorry knee-jerk reaction. 
 



  CHRISTIAN 
So seriously, what was it? I know it can’t just be the Elizabeth thing…well at least I hope it’s 
not just the Elizabeth thing or else that’s a little sad. 
 
  JAIME 
I mean yeah, a lot of it was the Elizabeth thing. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Come on. 
 
  JAIME 
I’m sorry that I can be a little insecure, man.  I’m a girl. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Could have fooled me. 
 
  JAIME 
Haha, you are so hilarious. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
So what else? 
 
  JAIME 
Jeez, when did you become a therapist? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
You know my mother, quit deflecting. 
 
  JAIME 
Fine, fine.  Well, I mentioned Elizabeth. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
That you did. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay, so I don’t know.  You were changing, like a lot. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Okay… 
 
  JAIME 
You started being friends with all these new artsy folks and got into these bizarre short 
films that I have yet to understand. I mean “Baby goes to the Beach” wasn’t even about a 
baby or the beach! 
 
   



  CHRISTIAN 
It was a commentary on capitalism. 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah I know.  All of them were commentaries.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Alright I guess that I developed some new interests, but I didn’t see that affecting our 
relationship that much.  I thought we were still getting along great. Weren’t we? 
 
  JAIME 
I guess yeah, I don’t know.  I don’t want to talk about this anymore. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Why not? Come on, you’re barely giving me anything. 
 
  JAIME 
It’s good, we’re good.  I’m fine, and you’ll be fine.  We can all be fine.  Let’s just move on. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I can’t until you tell me what happened. 
 
  JAIME 
Why does it matter? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
It just does. 
 
  JAIME 
It’s not a big deal. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Yes it is, just tell me. 
 
  JAIME 
We’ve moved on, come on. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (close to shouting now) 
Jaime, just tell me! 
 
  JAIME 
Who cares! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Tell me! 



 
  JAIME 
Okay, fine.  What if you get all these new interests and new friends and new exciting 
lifestyle and decide “hey this boring, unsuccessful, supposed “comedian” does not interest 
me anymore.  Time to move on!” 
 (pause) 
There I opened up.  You happy now? 
 

(JAIME turns away from CHRISTIAN, who looks stunned. 
Then, this stunned look turns into anger.) 

 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (angry) 
You broke up with me because you were scared? 
 
  JAIME 
 (stunned by the anger) 
I didn’t say scared. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
You pretty much did.  This is even more infuriating than the jealousy thing.   
 
  JAIME 
What? How? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Because I didn’t do anything.  It was all in your fucking head.  Like everything is. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay, I get it, I’m a nutcase, but… 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
No, no buts.  I can’t believe how little faith in me you had after close to a year of dating. 
 
  JAIME 
I’m sorry, I’m fucked up. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Yeah, you are.   
 
  JAIME 
Thanks, I don’t need the reminder.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I seriously just wish you would’ve talked to me about that. 
 



  JAIME 
Oh you know the depressed nutcase you supposedly “fell in love with.”  Like we just went 
over, I am fucked up! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I know! It’s incredibly infuriating! 
 
  JAIME 
Trying living it! 
 
  CHRISTIAN  
I’ve lived with it! 
 

(Both pause and kind of glare at each other.  After a  
couple of moments, they both begin to laugh) 

 
  CHRISTIAN (cont) 
Could we sound more ridiculous? 
 
  JAIME 
I’m sure we had even worse arguments when we were dating. 
 
  CHRISTIAN  
Oh, that’s a given. 
 

(Pause.  Both still giggling a little) 
 

  JAIME 
While we’re still in this confessional state, I am sorry.  I know I like never say it because I’m 
supposedly “proud,” but I am. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
You don’t have to apologize. 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah I do because I blamed you and have continued to blame you for something you didn’t 
even do.  And because of my idiotic insecurities and stubbornness I ruined something that 
was actually pretty decent. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Yeah, way to go. 
 
  JAIME 
 (laughs) 
So, I’m sorry. 
 



  CHRISTIAN 
Well, I did change a lot, but I like to hope I am still similar to how I was when we began 
dating. 
 
  JAIME 
You still call me on my shit so yeah, I’d say you’re still a pain in the ass. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Why thank you, I try.   
   
  JAIME 
Alright think both of us can move on from this then and actually get this web series done?  
Because this may be the longest project I’ve been a part of and we haven’t even started yet. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Who’s fault is that? 
 
  JAIME 
Easy, I tend to flip flop. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (laughs) 
Alright, we’re good. Let’s get going. 
 
  JAIME 
Okay. 
 (shouts) 
Heather, I know you’re listening! Let’s go! 
 
  HEATHER (off-stage) 
I don’t know what you’re talking about! I mean, what? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (laughs) 
I’ll go grab her and the crew. 
 
  JAIME 
Thanks. 
 

(CHRISTIAN walks toward the restroom. JAIME 
smiles while he walks away, and then catches herself) 

 
  JAIME 
 (to herself) 
Damn it. 
 



(Lights fade to black) 
 
Scene 4:  
 

(A spotlight shines on JAIME at a microphone 
stage right) 

 
  JAIME 
So, it should come as no surprise to anyone that I’m not a tremendous actress.  However, 
my rules for acting directly reflect my rules for life.  Act natural, give em a smile, and try 
and grow bigger tits.   
 

(Blackout.  After a few moments lights rise on a stage 
that is sort of a makeshift bathroom.  JAIME and HEATHER 

are about to do the first episode of their web series. This scene 
is what the web series would look like.) 

 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
And action! 
 

  (JAIME is scrubbing the floor, when HEATHER  
enters.) 

 
  HEATHER 
Uh, hi, can I use the bathroom? 
 
  JAIME 
 
Bathroom’s closed. 
 
  HEATHER 
Right, I just need to use the bathroom really quick. 
 
  JAIME 
Sorry, nothing I can do. 
 
  HEATHER 
Really?  It will just take a second.   You won’t even know that I’m here.   
 
  JAIME 
I wish there was something I could do, but bathroom is closed. 
 
  HEATHER 
I don’t think there is something you wish you could do.  If you did, then you’d let me in. 
 



  JAIME 
You’re right, but bathroom’s closed.  Sorry. 
 
  HEATHER 
What is your problem? 
 
  JAIME 
Well, like I’ve said over and over again, the bathroom is closed.  I don’t know if you’ve 
noticed, but I’m cleaning right now. 
 
  HEATHER 
In the time it’s taken to have this conversation I could have been in and out of here. 
 
  JAIME 
That quickly?  What, do you not wash your hands or something? 
 
  HEATHER 
Excuse me? 
 
  JAIME 
In and out that quickly you must not wash your hands. 
 
  HEATHER 
Well, I didn’t mean exactly in that, it was a figure of speech. 
 
  JAIME 
People like you are the worst.  You spread disease and sickness all because you can’t take a 
few seconds out of your day to simply wash your hands. 
 
  HEATHER 
What? I just wanted to quickly use the bathroom, but you are making it far too difficult! 
 
  JAIME 
Whatever, dirty hands. 
 
  HEATHER 
Alright, if we’re judging cleanliness, those sponges look ridden with bacteria and when was 
the last time you changed that water?  There are barely any suds.  You aren’t making that 
floor clean. 
 
  JAIME  
 (moving towards her feet) 
Like you would know dir… 
 (looks at her shoes) 
What are those? 
 



  HEATHER 
Um, they’re shoes.  They’re necessary in the real world. 
 
  JAIME 
 (starts slowly rising) 
5 inch, Louboutins…size 7. 
 
  HEATHER 
 (looking pleased with herself) 
Why yes they are.  I know, they’re pretty gr… 
 
  JAIME 
You stupid bitch. 
   
  HEATHER 
Wait, what? 
 
  JAIME 
You’re that whore Brian slept with! 
 
  HEATHER 
Excuse me! Who’s Brian?! 
 
  JAIME 
Oh don’t play dumb with me! 
 
  HEATHER 
These aren’t the only pair of these shoes in the world.  I’m sure another wom… 
 (examining her face) 
Where did you get those earrings? 
 
  JAIME 
These? I don’t know.  I think they were a gift. 
 
  HEATHER 
You liar! 
 
  JAIME 
What are you talking about? 
 
  HEATHER 
I reported those earrings stolen 3 days ago!  You stole those! 
 
  JAIME 
I did not! 
 



  HEATHER 
Thief! 
 
  JAIME 
I’m no thief. You’re the thief! Slut! 
 
  HEATHER 
Excuse me?  Well, now this is happening. 
 

(HEATHER kicks the bucket of dirty water over) 
 

  JAIME 
My floors! 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh they were barely clean anyway.   
 
  JAIME 
Oh yeah.  Well then here. 
 (sprays HEATHER with soap) 
There. There’s your suds, dirty whore hands.  Or dirty hands whore. Whatever, regardless, 
you’re dirty and a whore! 
 
  HEATHER 
You ruined my suit, 
 
  JAIME 
Who wears a pantsuit anyway? 
 
  HEATHER 
Fine, you win.  I’ll go…but first. 
 (quickly grabs the soap from her hands and sprays her with it.) 
That needs to happen. 
 
  JAIME 
Damn dirty hands! 
 

(JAIME and HEATHER begin throwing cleaning products 
at each other.  It becomes a ridiculous fight with soap 

and other cleaning products flying all over the place.  At 
the end, the bathroom and both the girls are completely 
messy.  The two girls are breathing heavily.  They glare 

at each other. There’s a pause.) 
 

   
 



  HEATHER 
 (after pause, snaps out of it) 
Yeah, I think I’ll just go use the men’s bathroom. 
 
  JAIME 
 (also snapping out of it) 
Yeah, solid idea. 
 
  HEATHER 
Alright , see ya later. 
 
  JAIME 
Peace out. 
 

(HEATHER exits.  JAIME just goes back to cleaning up the 
mess in the bathroom.  Disregarding herself) 

 
  CHRISTIAN 
And cut! 
 
  JAIME 
Ah, I’ve got soap in my eyes! 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Way to go, you guys really committed.   
 
  HEATHER 
 (reenters) 
Yeah I’ve just always wanted to do that. 
 
  JAIME 
You and me both. 
 
  HEATHER 
Maybe we should have done this earlier on. 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, may have lessened all of the angst and aggression.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Well it’s pretty hilarious.  Now let’s clean up and get ready for the next one. 
 
  JAIME 
Yay! Menial labor! Something I’m good at! 
 

 



(All three begin cleaning.  They all look pretty 
excited. Lights fade to black.) 

 
Scene 5: 
 

(Lights rise on JAIME and HEATHER working at the bar. 
CHRISTIAN is sitting at the bar as well.) 

 
  HEATHER 
So Christian, been here a lot in the past two weeks haven’t you? 
 

  (JAIME walks past HEATHER and subtly elbows her) 
 

  CHRISTIAN 
 (searching) 
Well, I uh, am waiting for Jake’s feedback on the series. 
 
  HEATHER 
Ah yes, It’s a shame they haven’t created a technology that makes the transmitting of 
messages or commentary easier. 
 
  JAIME 
 (whispers to HEATHER) 
I will kill you. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (uncomfortably laughs) 
I prefer face-to-face notes you know. 
 
  JAIME 
That way he can schmooze Jake with all his charm. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (smiles) 
Exactly. 
 

(both smile at each other) 
 

  HEATHER 
 (mock disgust) 
Ugh, get a room.  
 (the two snap out of it) 
Anyway, Jake’s in the back watching all 5 episodes right now.  Jaime’s been a wreck. 
 
   
 



  JAIME 
 (voice cracking) 
I am not. 
 
  HEATHER 
How are you in the entertainment industry? 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Why are you freaking out?  The series is great. 
 
  JAIME 
Yeah, I know. I know.   
 
  HEATHER 
She doesn’t know. 
 

(JAKE comes from the back.  JAIME and HEATHER stop 
what they are doing.) 

 
  HEATHER (cont) 
So, what’d ya think boss man? 
 
  JAKE 
Well, it’s got Jaime’s voice all over it. 
 
  JAIME 
That sounds like an insult, I knew you’d hate it. 
 
  JAKE 
 (chuckles) 
You’re right Heather, she is freaking out.  Don’t worry whack job, I thought it was pretty 
good. 
 
  JAIME 
Pretty good? That’s quite the compliment in Jake lingo.   
 (masking her excitement) 
Alright, sweet. 
 
  HEATHER 
Oh you repressed nutbag.  Be excited! 
 

(HEATHER grabs JAIME and wraps her up in a hug. 
JAIME leans into it a bit, but pretends like she dislikes 

the hug.) 
 

   



  CHRISTIAN 
I’m glad you liked it Jake. 
 
  JAKE 
Oh right, and thanks for the camera work Chris.  It looked real good. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Thank you, bout time. 
 
  HEATHER 
So how do you feel about our odds here Jake? 
 
  JAKE 
Above Average would be fools not to choose yours. 
 
  JAIME 
Are you drunk or high or in the midst of some psychotic break? You are alarmingly kind 
right now. 
 
  JAKE 
Oh Jaime, I’m going to miss your positivity when you strike it big and never return to this 
place again…if that ever happens.   
 
  JAIME 
And there he is, Mr. Sunshine.   
 
  HEATHER 
 (wraps her arm around JAKE) 
Bright and bubbly, as always. 
 
  JAKE 
Easy there, I haven’t fired someone in quite some time.   
 
  CHRISTIAN 
Well I hope you guys get this.  I was surprised by how funny it was. 
 
  HEATHER 
Hey thanks.  And thanks for helping us out.  You are rather good at this whole filming thing. 
 
  CHRISTIAN 
I try. 
 

(HEATHER nudges JAIME) 
 

  JAIME 
Yes, pretty good.  Actually, real good.  Thanks, I…we appreciate it. 



 
  CHRISTIAN 
 (smiles) 
I’m glad. 
 

  (STEPHEN rushes in) 
 

  STEPHEN 
I’m here! I’m here! Sorry, I’m here. 
 
  JAIME 
And solo surprisingly! 
 
  STEPHEN 
And adding to the list of surprises not drunk…well, yet.  I am two drinks in. 
 
  HEATHER 
Nice self-control, man.   
 
  JAKE 
What are you still doing jabbering? It’s 6:55, you’re on in five minutes. 
 
  JAIME 
Shit.  Alright, I’ll go get ready.  Fill the silences with pity laughter friends.   
 
  STEPHEN 
Good luck! 
 
  HEATHER 
Try to avoid the hives! 
 
  JAIME 
 (shouting while running) 
Thanks for the support Heather! 
 
Scene 6: 
 

(A spotlight shines on JAIME at the microphone  
stage right.) 

 
  JAIME 
It’s hard to really tell how much I’ve changed or grown at this point in my life.  In my mind, 
I’m still that awkward, chubby kid obsessed with creating these lengthy imaginary stories 
that alarmed my parents and most children.  I was weird and uncomfortable, but I didn’t 
really care because I like being a kid.  So I became a comedian, which is essentially an 
overgrown child.  I’m maladjusted, I’m immature, and I’m about as sexually experience as a 



fifth grader, but whatever being a comedian rules.  And sure I may make less than my 15 
year old cousin at her summer lifeguarding job, but where else is immaturity almost 
appreciated.  Plus, worse comes to worst I could always just move back in with my 
mothe…yeah, I did not think this through.  
 

(Lights rise on a packed audience laughing, not just 
politely or awkwardly anymore.) 

 
Thank you, and now for the real reason you sat through my jokes, Chelsea Peretti.   
 

(The audience continues to clap and applaud.  JAIME takes one 
more moment and stands looking at the audience before 

rushing off.  Lights fade to black.) 
 

The End 
 
   
 
   

 
 

 
   
 

 
 
  
 
 

 
    
 
 
 
 
  
 
    

 
   

 
   
 
 
 
 



   
 
 
 
 
   

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 

 
 

 


