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The audience enters*.  
 
*This is important, for if the audience were to exit at this early stage in the 
proceedings, it could prove utterly disastrous as the success and indeed, mere 
existence of the production is highly dependent on the presence of an audience. 
But I digress… 
 
The audience takes their seats. 
 
The lights fade to black. 
Lights up. 
 
ZACK ADAMS sits at a chair holding a sign hangs which reads “Autographs 50c”. 
ZACK sits, and waits, and waits…and waits. 
 
The lights fade to black. 
Lights up. Again. 
 
ZACK ADAMS still sitting with his sign, looking a little more impatient 
 
The lights fade to black. 
Lights up. Yet again. 
 
ZACK ADAMS sitting with his sign completely bored. ZACK throws the sign away 
and addresses the crowd.  
 
ZACK: It’s a long road to mediocrity, but every journey begins with a single step. 
 
YEAR TWO 
I think it all really began for me the first time I ever appeared on stage. I was in 
year two and in front of the entire school for assembly I had to say: 
 
“Then the three wise men followed the star to Bethlehem where they found the 
baby Jesus in a manger” 
 
Now I know what you’re thinking; “Zack that’s just one sentence, what’s the big 
deal” but keep in mind, I’m seven years old, I’m in year two and this was a whole 
school assembly, this was a big gig. As far as I was concerned, this was 
worldwide exposure! 
 
ZACK begins to pace back and forth 
 
Now we rehearsed for weeks and weeks and finally the big day came. I’m 
backstage warming up (and when I say backstage, I really just mean the space 
behind the fiction shelves in the library, yeah?). I was really nervous, excited, but 
nervous y’know. I wanted to make sure I was properly hydrated and warmed up, 
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so I was backstage drinking lots of water and humming to warm up my voice 
AND THEN FINALLY, the teacher introduced us… 
 
TEACHER: 
Coughs And now the year two’s will present the Christmas play…with Mrs 
Fracusac on the electric organ… 
 
ZACK: 
…we all took our turns, Mary, Joseph, the Angel blah blah blah. Then it was my 
turn! I took a final mouthful of water and went “Bah bah beh bah” for some 
reason, and walked on to the stage. I looked out into the audience at what 
appeared to be millions of faces staring back at me. I take a big breath in, 
checked my memory to make sure all the words where there, and they were! I 
looked proudly out into the audience, To everyone I’ve ever met: all my friends, 
my family, my mum, my dad, my imaginary friend “Magic Joe” and looked at 
them all and said: 
 
He hesitates 
 
“Then the four mise stars followed Jesus to some men-” 
 
Oh shit. I messed it up. I just froze. I didn’t know what to do. These days if 
something goes wrong on stage, I’ll just improvise, work my out of the situation. 
But I’m seven years old, I didn’t even know what improvising was! I just stood 
there. I panicked and just did what came naturally to me in this kind of situation; I 
pissed my pants. I pissed my pants in front of everyone I had ever met! And just 
before the first humiliating drop of urine hit the library carpet, it happened. An 
enormous cry of hysterical laughter and disillusionment erupted from the crowd! 
All. For. Me! 
 
It was at that very moment, I knew why I was put on this planet …I had to 
perform. It was my destiny! 
 
BEE BEE BEE WASP 1. 
 
A young ZACK sorts through a box of insects, which is then promptly hit out of 
his hand by another unidentified boy. 
 
YEAR SEVEN 
ZACK: After the incident in year two I really had found my true calling. But I knew 
it was going to be tough to top my Christmas play performance and I knew it was 
going to be a while before the nickname “Zack the Christmas play wee-boy” wore 
off. So for a few years, I decided to take a break from showbiz and perfect my 
craft. 
 
But when I was in year seven, I decided to enter the school talent quest. 
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The idea was simple, every second Thursday at lunch anyone could enter and 
perform in the talent quest in the library, you had two minutes. If you won you got 
a five dollar canteen voucher, a book club discount and most importantly…fame! 
 
I signed up and called my act “Super Zack’s Super Act”. The tile was catchy and 
it kind of rhymed, but I had no idea what the act was. Other people did lame stuff 
like perform a song on the recorder or did some like dance to some bad mid 
nineties dance hit or recite lines from a Disney movie. But I was above all that. I 
was theatrical, I was sophisticated, I was avant-guard. I was the “Christmas Wee-
boy” for Pete’s sake! 
 
I knew it had to be funny, but apart from pissing my pants I really didn’t know 
what funny was. So I started to write jokes and poems and whatever just popped 
into my head and ended up with over an entire page and half of material, which I 
then memorised over the next few nights instead of doing my homework. 
 
Thursday lunchtime finally rolled around I’m backstage looking at the cpmetition: 
nobodies, amateurs, I had this in the bag. I took to the stage and it went a little 
something like this: 
 
STAND UP #1 - SUPER ZACKS SUPER ACT 
 
The “ZACK ADAMS THEME PLAYS”.  
 
YOUNG ZACK takes the stage. 
 
YOUNG ZACK: Hi everyone, I’m Super Zack and this is my Super Act! Thanks 
for coming out!  Anyone here from pre-primary? No, they’re too busy taking naps 
and sharing fruit and finger painting. Nice work if you can get it. Am I right guys? 
 
No response. 
 
I see we have a few fives amongst us today, how are those 6X tables along? I’m 
up to 11’s myself, but hey, we can’t all be “geniuses”. What’s 11X4…don’t worry 
you’ll get there. 
 
It’s getting awkward. 
 
So, what’s up with the canteen? Could I have a little bit of donut to go with this 
jam or what! And If the ice creams were any more expensive I’d have to take out 
as second mortgage…on my bike! 
 
YOUNG ZACK is losing confidence. 
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Bikes...Bikes are funny aren’t they? You ever put a card in the spokes so that it 
sounds like a motorbike? I wonder if people with motorbikes ever 
put…er…pillows in their spoke so it sounds like a normal bike! 
 
(Aside) 
ZACK: It wasn’t going well. I was loosing them. Time for the A-Material. 
 
YOUNG ZACK: The library, what that all about? They give you books then after 
a week they make you give them back. (shrugs) And why do we have to be quiet 
all the time, it not like anyone’s sleeping! 
 
(Aside) 
ZACK: The big finish… 
 
YOUNG ZACK: And the librarian, Mrs Cross, could she have a more appropriate 
name? She’s so cross all the time, the year three’s are scared of her! Why 
couldn’t we have someone name Mrs Nice, Mrs Gives-Away-Free-money or Mrs 
Sexy-boobs? I mean, we’re just kids, why does she have to be such a fucking 
bitch whore all the time? 
 
YOUNG ZACK realises what he has just said. He panics. 
 
ZACK: I was in so much trouble. I felt sick. My career was over. Not because of 
the act, but because when they found out what I’d said my parent were going to 
kill me! I got a week of lunchtime rubbish duty at school and no TV for a month at 
home. 
 
I couldn’t face the next day. As I rode to school I kept thinking about all the stupid 
nicknames I would get stuck with this time. “Profanity Zack” or “Sware bags 
McAdams” or “Zack the lunchtime cuss-boy”. I didn’t want to be teased, I wanted 
to be famous. 
 
Yet, hesitantly, the next day, I rode my bike into the school grounds and prepared 
myself for the walk of shame that lay ahead of me. But nothing could prepare me 
for what happened next. All through the schoolyard, people were pointing and 
whispering about me. Some people started to clap and cheer as I walked by. 
They didn’t hate me at all, THEY LOVED ME! I said what everyone else was too 
scared to say, I was a voice for the people, I was popular, I was controversial, I 
was famous! I had won their love and respect! As far as primary school went I 
was the man! I was their king! 
 
The rest of primary school went by fairly quickly. I would do the occasional “G-
Rated” show in the library at lunchtime under the watchful eye of Mrs Cross, I’d 
do Secret Gigs” behind gardeners shed and eventually I even got to MC the year 
seven disco. I had it all, fame, success and canteen vouchers. 
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But tI knew this easy-ride couldn’t last forever. I knew something big was coming. 
And I had no idea how I was going to deal with it. Then one day, just like that 
(clicks) it happened. High School. 
 
HIGH SCHOOL 
It was all a bit much for me y’know. In primary school was a big fish, but suddenly 
I had to start all over again, I was another little fish in a big pond. There was so 
much to take in, lockers, padlocks, different teachers and rooms for each subject, 
different uniforms, millions of books and all of a sudden there were girls 
everywhere…with boobies! It was a very confusing time. 
 
I mean, I was in the school productions of course, I auditioned for Annie, but they 
gave the role to a girl, but did get to play Daddy Warbuck…s’ Butler, which was 
nice. Meaty. But I begun to stray from the path of showbiz, I didn’t know what I 
wanted to do with my life. I had so many people telling me so many different 
things, telling me to stick with where the money is, take a safe job, actors are 
always out of work and they are poor (indecently there were right but that’s 
hardly the point)…I knew in my heart it was what I was meant to do. Then one 
day, just like that (clicks) everything became clear. 
 
FENDER AND CASSANDRA 
My two best friends in High school were a girl named Cassandra Spelkman and 
a guy called Fender Stratocaster. (For those of you that don’t know, Fender 
Stratocaster is the name of an awesome kind of guitar.) Fender’s dad was really 
into rock ‘n’ roll music, but ironically actually liked Gibson guitars better, but felt 
that it would be cruel to name a kid Gibson Startocaster. Go figure. So anyway 
Fender, Cassandra and me were really close, we all caught the bus together on 
the first day of school, we all  got picked on by the same older kids and we kind 
of just huddled together for safety and we’ve been close ever since. We could tell 
each other anything and we always had each others backs. We were like Kevin 
Arnold, Winnie Cooper and Paul from The Wonder Years.  
 
Now Cassandra was one of those close friends you had at school who was of the 
opposite sex that you really wanted to bone, but you never tried anything 
because you didn’t want to risk ruining your “very special” friendship, at least that 
what you told yourself to make up for your complete lack of any actual balls to 
ask her out. But we were really close, and it was cool having a friend who was a 
girl, we’d always impart what little knowledge we had about our separate genders 
to one another and we’d constantly unsuccessfully try to set each other up one 
dates. It was great. We always said that we’d be the ones to object at each 
others weddings, just for a joke. That’s the sort of awesome person she was. I 
really loved her then and I still do, but after high school, she moved away with 
her family to The UK and we eventually drifted apart. What can you? If I could do 
it all again... 
  
What was I talking about? 
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