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Get A Job was first performed as part of One Festival at the Space in 
2016, directed by Adam Hemming and performed through a live video 
link by Stacey Evans 
 
 
 
 
 
This play is written to be performed by any actor but must be performed 
in their bedroom. 
 
It was written gender-neutral and can be played by an actor of any age, 
race and gender. 
 
It is to be performed online. Audiences are invited to log on to a web 
chat, through which they can see the live action of the play. Audience can 
be anywhere in the world, and they are voyeurs to the play on their own 
computers. 
 
The play can also be performed in a theatre, in which case the audience 
sit in the theatre as the technician connects the webcam. Text inside 
brackets [] is alternative text options in case the play is performed in a 
venue. 
 
The bedroom must contain the following: a bed, a bedside lamp, a 
dictionary and a personal object that The Actor can connect to a secret 
they are willing to share. 
Apart from that, it can contain anything that is private and personal to the 
actor that they are willing to share. 
 
The Actor should wear their own clothes, but feel comfortable to move 
around in them. They must give a feeling as if the same item of clothing 
has been worn every day for this ‘show’ – therefore, giving the illusion of 
it being a costume. 
 
Whenever ‘XXXX’ appears, it means that The Actor must insert the true 
statement corresponding to their lives. 
The special object will be marked as ‘YYYY’. 
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The play starts with The Actor sitting in front of a laptop and turning the 

camera on 

The Actor then does something to prove that this is live (perhaps by 

showing the daily newspaper, or by showing something on the TV, etc.) 

The Actor sits on the bed comfortably and faces the camera 

The Actor turns the bedside lamp on and off to indicate the start of the 

show 

 

 

 

THE ACTOR: Right. Hello everybody. Thanks for logging on. 

[Welcome to the XXXX theatre, I’m really glad you made the effort to 

come tonight.] My name is XXXX and as you probably know, I’m an 

actor. I’ve been an actor for XXXX years and… well, none of you have 

heard of me, have you, so obviously I’ve not been doing very well. So 

just a quick catch up about my life and why I’m here and then we could 

get this show on the road. 

 

I left school when I was 16. I didn’t really have a choice. We were broke. 

No money whatsoever, and I had to get a job, otherwise my sisters and I 

wouldn’t have enough money for food. So I quit school and got a job 

down the factory, but me and my step dad never got on very well. He 

hated my guts and eventually he kicked me out. I was 18, and I decided to 

move to the big city, where I got a job in a bookshop, which helped me 

pay through drama school. Barely. I ended up with so much debt by the 

end of it, that I had to do something drastic. I had to rob the shop I 

worked in. Which is why I’m hiding in my bedroom now, with my 

special YYYY. Now, I always keep my YYYY by my bedside, because 
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without it, I will die. Or kill. I can’t remember what the old lady in the 

circus cursed me with. 

 

To be honest, none of this is true. I’d really love to tell you all about my 

real life, but the truth is too painful for me to want to talk about. We’ll 

see. I might tell you later. Stay tuned. You can quite easily leave any time 

you want. Can you see the tiny little x on the top corner of the screen? 

Feel free to click on it. [You can get up and go. There is no real-life actor 

here on stage to offend. I won’t even know if you get up and leave.] 

 

I remember when I graduated from drama school, we had a showcase, 

and at the end, we all came on stage for the curtain call. Ironically, we all 

had to dress uniformly, all in waistcoats and bowties, all ended up 

looking like waiters, which is exactly what we’ve all been doing since. 

 

So why do I go on trying, I hear you ask. Thing is, I have no other 

passion in life. Acting is all I want to do. And I’m a good actor! Good 

enough, anyway. So why aren’t I getting any work, I hear you ask. Well, 

the answer is very simple. It’s because of… you! Each and every one of 

you is responsible for my failed career. 

 

Fine! The truth is that I’m hiding in this room now because… well, I’m 

ashamed. I did something really stupid. After my last audition, I was told 

that… well, that my nose was too big. And the casting director came to 

me afterwards with sincerity and looked at me with pitiful eyes saying, 

“Your nose is literally getting in your way”. And I got so upset that I had 

an operation, and I hate my new nose. It makes me look so ugly. I haven’t 

left my room since. Look, can you see the scar at the base of my nose? 

Isn’t it terrible? I do love my new nose, but I don’t feel myself. This nose 
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job has killed a part of me, and… no, you’re right. You’re absolutely 

right to notice there is no scar. I told you – the truth is too painful! Even 

more painful than an operation. I think. I’ve never had an operation. 

Never been sick in my life. Not even a flu. That’s because I was born in 

this room. Never left it – I was a Bubble Child. I’m not allowed to get 

sick.  

 

Stop 

 

I know watching this video in your home, you have the x-button to turn 

me off easily. I know I’m not in the theatre now and I don’t have a 

captive audience. [I know watching this video in the theatre, with me 

being miles away from you, means that you can get up and go whenever 

you like.] But wait. What if I promise to do something to really shock 

you before this VLOG is over? Will that make you stay? What year is it 

now? It’s XXXX, and nothing can shock anyone anymore, can it?! What 

on earth can I do to make you want to stay? I guess what I’m really 

asking is, what do you want? I know this sounds like a facetious question, 

but I mean it. I genuinely want to know what you, the audience want 

from a show. Want from an actor. Want from me! Tell me what you want 

and I will give it to you. You can tweet me on XXXX. I’m in my 

bedroom. At home. I have everything I need. I can be as personal and 

realistic as you want me to be. Or I can be someone else. Something else. 

Anything. I’m an actor. A malleable piece of clay for you to adapt for 

your own entertainment. You know how in the past, actresses were 

compared to prostitutes, so let me be that for you. Not in a sexual way. I 

mean, if you want me to take my clothes off – I can. Hell, I might get a 

part in Game of Thrones, but you don’t want that. You’re all at home, in 

front of your computers. [You’ll all be at home soon enough, in front of 
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your computers.] All you need to do is type in a few key words to Google 

and you can see anything you’ve ever imagined – and a few things you 

haven’t imagined. I don’t believe any of you want to see my naked body.  

 

Stop 

 

Your loss. 

  

Stop 

 

What else? Snuff? You want me to hurt myself? Or bring a cat and a 

hammer in and smash its head? Molest a baby? No. I think we’ve gone 

past that.  

 

The Actor takes the pillow from the bed and places it on their face, 

simulating being choked to death 

After a while, The Actor gives the charade up and addresses the camera 

again 

 

Do you know, I genuinely thought about killing myself on camera, and 

then I realised, none of you will care. Even that won’t shock anyone. So, 

what’s the point of doing it? Just tell me what you want. Sitting there, 

typing in emotionful words in an emotionless way. LOL to you all, 

written with a dead face. Highly excitable reactions, written without any 

expression. Am I here to emote for you? I can do that. Pull faces… do a 

few shticks. Three years of drama school. I’m amazing at all that.  

 

Feel free to click on the x-button when you get bored with my lies. [Feel 

free to g et up and leave when you get bored with my lies.] You’re all 
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probably wondering why I’ve started this VLOG and why I’ve invited 

you into my little room with my special YYYY. You can consider this as 

a site-specific piece, it’s all the rage now. Site specific, immersive, 

installations. Putting the audience in the centre, taking the actor out of the 

centre. Making us even less valuable than we ever were. And then add to 

that all the reality shows, and basically, any form of dramatic 

entertainment that devalues the actor and makes the amateur the key. And 

that’s not fair! Who gave you the right to be part of the spectacle? You 

are audience members. Do you know what the definition of the word 

‘audience’ is? 

 

The Actor takes out a dictionary 

 

“The assembled spectators or listeners at a public event”. Spectators or 

listeners! Not participants! How would you feel if I came to your office 

and did your work for you – and even paid for the privilege, making you 

completely redundant? It’s ridiculous, isn’t it? So why are you going to 

the theatre and pretending to be actors? You’re not actors! YOU ARE 

NOT ACTORS! You’re just taking my job from me… taking our jobs 

from us, actors!  

 

Stop 

 

Again, if my anger angers you, you know where the x-button is. [you 

know where the front door is.] 

 

Stop 
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Anyway, things started getting really tough. Rejection after rejection, and 

the elephant skin I was trained to develop in drama school started to 

gradually decompose, leaving me bare and pained. And a few months 

ago, I couldn’t take it any longer. I decided that I was going to stay in my 

bedroom, my little sanctuary, and not leave except for auditions. I’ve 

been in my room for 201 days. This is my revolution! I will not leave my 

bedroom until I get a job! 

 

And I’ve spent a lot of time trying to figure out why I’m being punished 

like this. Why I can’t get any work. I’ve spent 102 days in this room, and 

I’ve had a lot of time to think, so I started reading the bible and for a few 

weeks was convinced that God was punishing me. I was a modern-day 

Job, being tested as to my true piety. Three weeks I was like that, before 

realising that it was all nonsense. It was just that I really got into the parts 

of all the victims in the bible. You see, the problem was that I came from 

a Satanist family, which meant that the idea of God was so forbidden, that 

just like a child not allowed to have any sweets, the moment I discovered 

it – I took the job lot of it.  

 

Stop 

 

I told you… too painful! 

 

Stop 

 

X-button? [Front door?] 

 

Stop 
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Oooh, I got a tweet. Let’s see what you want. “Fuck you, you fucking 

arsehole!” Charming. A bit of abuse. I can take it. You want me to be 

your punch bag? Bring it on! Come on, all of you out there. Let’s see who 

can curse me the most. Will that make you happy? 

 

Stop 

 

No, don’t. Just because I look all cool and composed doesn’t mean I’m 

not hurting inside, you know? I’m old enough now. I’m XXXX, and I 

know how to deal with my problems. I’ve coped with my traumas. I’ve 

coped with being beaten by my mum as a child, and I’ve coped with 

having to give my uncle blow jobs when I was 8, and I’ve coped with 

working as a prostitute when I was 16. I’ve coped with all those things by 

staying in my room.  

 

Whatever. Sorry mum, and dad, and uncle XXXX – and anyone I might 

have implicated in my lies. What do you want? I’m not an actor. I work 

in advertising. I have a boring nine to five job. I have a bachelor’s degree 

in media studies. And I’m bored. No friends whatsoever. Only you virtual 

people, sitting and watching me. Just like in a proper theatre. You are all 

in the dark and looking at me, and I can’t see any of you. That’s what the 

audience-actor relationship should be. That’s it. You sit and watch in the 

dark. Me on screen [stage] performing to you. Do you get that? It’s not 

hard to understand! This is my space, this is your space. I don’t go into 

yours, you don’t go into mine. Got it? 

 

No. You all know I’m an actor. I told you at the start that my name is 

XXXX. You know I’m not lying to you. I can prove it. I will tell you an 

intimate secret about me that only I could know.  
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The reason I have YYYY here is because XXXX. 

 

See? It’s me. It’s the same me that has been sitting in my room for just 

under ten minutes, trying to make a piece of entertaining theatre for you. 

The same me that really needs a job, but it’s unlikely I get one, since all 

you, non-actors are stealing them from me. So please, why don’t you do 

us all a favour, get a job and stop stealing mine! Thank you and goodbye! 

 

The Actor sits in silence in front of the webcam until all spectators have 

left the webchat [or have left the auditorium] 


