


Praise for CLOWNS LIKE ME

Brave… Joyous and cathartic… Revelatory… Entertaining 
and dramatic… Personal and impactful.

Jay Handelman, TSH LIwIx,-I 'HwIkAbTw10—zH

Meft me speechless... Ot /as a hypnotic mi0ture of rage1 frus2
tration1 e0haustion1 and humor. O cried1 O laughed1 and cried 
again… O /as riveted… Ot3s a damn good story.

David R.

Thought2provo4ing1 compelling1 rings true… 5nd a6ove all1 
e0tremely entertaining.

Anthony G.

O found ans/ers and closure to my son3s suicide that nothing 
in the past 78 years could give me.

Dena W.



5side from the authenticity of the story9/hich /as told /ith 
humor1 humility1 and a pure honesty9/e all 4no/ someone 
/ho has 6een impacted 6y mental health issues… Lcott is 6rave 
and /onderful1 and truly generous in including us all in /hat 
goes on in his mind and heart. 

Nelle M.

To say /e /ere 6lo/n a/ay /ould 6e an understatement... 
5ma:ingly /ell done1 sensitive and compassionate1 it /ill appeal 
to everyone /ho is concerned /ith the mental health condition 
of our country. 

Larry and Sheree Z.

O /as deeply moved 6y the severe internal and emotional strug2
gle that a person /ith a mental health issue faces... Ot o;ers hope 
and understanding for everyone involved.

Susan L.

<y /ife and O have had very little e0posure to mental illness. 
Clowns Like Me gave us insight into the challenges of 5sperger3s 
as no amount of reading1 lecturing or discussion could ever 
provide. =ur minds and hearts /ere a/a4ened. 

Dale M.
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For my parents.

Without their constant empathy and unconditional love, this 
play would never have taken flight.

—Scott Ehrenpreis





Foreword

The creation of Lifeline Productions and the world pre-
miere of Clowns Like Me have been years in the making. 

I am Mrst and foremost a father. ,y eldest son has struggled 
his entire life with multiple mental health issuesq so the esca-
lating mental health crisis in this country is deeply personal 
for me. 

The lack of adezuate funding to address these issues is one 
part of the problemq but even more painful is the stigma 
surrounding mental illness and the marginaliEation of those 
who su“er.  ”ven if  you are jhealthyF and strong-willedq 
re’ection is diYcult to swallow. Seeling less than is an awfulq 
debilitating state of mind.  

,y familyAs road to Mnding answers to our sonAs challenges 
was full of potholesq dead endsq and detours. (ear after yearq 
well-meaning health professionals misdiagnosed my sonAs 
situationq and by adulthood his ’ourney to any sort of nor-
malcy or acceptance seemed endless. 
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,iraculouslyq )cottAs problems were eventually properly di-
agnosed as —spergerAs )yndrome xother clarifying diagnoses 
zuickly followed:q andCas you will learn about in this playCwe 
Mnally knew which direction to go.

— few years agoq I began to talk with )cott about possibly telling 
his mental health story on stage. This was no random idea. 
)cottAs form of —spergerAs is one in which he is particularly good 
at one thing at the eWpense of most everything else. Sor )cottq his 
good thingChis passionq his callingCis acting. 

The irony has always struck me/ my son feels like his true self 
only while pretending to be someone else. 

I imagined putting these two pieces togetherCtheatre and 
mental illnessCcould result in something authentic and em-
powering. —nd not ’ust for )cottq but for the public as well.

—t Mrstq )cott wasnAt ready. Joming out of the shadows and 
telling his story would rezuire a level of vulnerability that he 
simply didnAt possess when we Mrst considered the idea. Be took 
our timeq and did the workq and when I broached the idea with 
him again last yearq he embraced it.

I immediately went to work. —s I began the philanthropic ’our-
ney to raise funds for this pro’ectq I never met a donor who 
didnAt have someone in their family with a mental health chal-
lenge. I told them )cottAs story. They told me theirs. —nd in that 
sharingq we realiEed we were on the same ’ourney. 
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I am overwhelmed by their generosity. Their contributions 
brought Lifeline Productions into being.

To  help  )cott  tell  his  story  we  hired  acclaimed  play-
wrightOdirector …ason Jannonq and to ensure the story 
lives on beyond closing night we also brought on Mrst-class 
videographer 2rad 2ryan. 

Be polished the play draft by draft over the course of Mve 
developmental readings. 0stensiblyq the purpose of those 
readings was to get feedback on how to make the show 
better. 2ut during that processq we found that )cottAs sto-
ryCeven in rougherq earlier draftsCso impacted the audi-
ence that they were far more interested in having a con-
versation and sharing their own stories than in giving any 
sort of editorial feedback. They laughed. They cried. They 
poured their hearts out. Those who su“ered similarly to 
)cott thanked us for making them feel seen and heard. —nd 
everyone else thanked us for taking them on a ’ourney of dis-
covery. Their empathy became supercharged because they 
were seeing inside the mind of someone who su“ers every 
day. 

—nd that is the mission.

Clowns Like Me is not the end. ItAs the beginning. Be intend 
over the neWt several years to tell more stories and continue 
the conversations necessary for society-wide healing. 
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2ut right nowq I simply invite you to receive the story of my sonq 
who is doing something so brave and meaningful. Bhoever you 
are and whatever your struggles may beq I hope you take )cottAs 
gift to heartq and remember that even in the darkest shadow3 

(ou are not alone.

Joel Ehrenpreis

)arasotaq Slorida

,ay :;:<
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Production History

Clowns Like Me received its world premiere at Lifeline Produc-
tions (Joel Ehrenpreis, Founder; Jason Cannon, Chief Creative 
O)cerM on ya1 82, 030k, in the CooT Sheatre (located in the 
FUg Center for the PerforminA .rts, Uarasota FLMb She pro-
duction was directed x1 Jason Cannon; with liAhtinA and sound 
desiAn x1 .leR Pinchin, scenic and costume desiAn x1 Jason 
Cannon, and properties desiAn x1 Joel and Dosal1n Ehrenpreisb 
She staAe manaAer was Je2 3illonb She cast was Ucott Ehren-
preis, pla1inA himselfb
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Setting and Production Notes

The set is simple: a 9-foot by 12-foot area rug, a stool, two 
bookcases (one on up right corner of the rug, one on up left) 
with their faces covered with fabric so the contents are hidden, 
and a set of antique-y luggage down right.

The stage right bookcase is jam-packed with DVDs. The stage 
left bookcase is Blled with clown Bgurines and toys. Soth get 
revealed at di“erent points in the show. 

The luggage is Blled with color-coordinated cleaning supplies 
(rags, gloves, goggles, spray bottle), a water bottle, a Dirt Devil, 
a collapsible Jwi“er, and clown noses. Jcott takes things out of 
these suitcases and repacks as needed.

Juggested pre-show music includes: LNust ”ike Pothingz by 
MroIak, LThree ”ittle Sirdsz by Sob ’arley, LAFm Jo Cfraidz by 
Rleetwood ’ac, LThe Tears of a Ulownz by Jmokey xobinson 
and The ’iracles, and LHp on the xoofz by Names Taylor.

Hnless otherwise noted in stage directions, Jcott speaks all the 
dialogue. At is, after all, a one-man show. This also means even 
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though the script is divided into scenes, the action and dialogue 
are continuous. Po blackouts until the very end.

The pre-show announcement at top of show should be done 
live if possible. ”ive is simply more e“ective than pre-recorded, 
especially as a way to ensure more of the audience sticks around 
for the talkback. Sut if you donFt have a host or emcee, deB-
nitely use the pre-recorded option. Af you go the live route, just 
change JcottFs opening line from L”ike the disembodied voice 
saidz to something like: L”ike that tall, bearded fellow saidz or 
L”ike boss-lady Cngelena just said.z ’ake it Bt your venue and 
personnel.

An Jcene 2, adjust the name of the Jtage ’anager and the venue 
as appropriate, of course.

Jcott truly loves kung fu movies. 6is collection continues to 
grow. Jo in Jcene 0, adjust Ltwo-hundred-and-seventeenz to 
whatever is accurate at the time of performance.

An Jcene 1E, adjust the number of years from Lfourteenz to 
whatever is accurate at the time of performance. The year was 
2339.

>very performance must include a postshow talkback. This is 
non-negotiable. Merfect world, the talkback panel consists of 
Jcott, the host, and a mental health professional. Mlan for 23-?3 
minutes, and highlight the resources available in the playbill, in 
the lobby, and at lifelineproductionsinc.com.
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Everybody loves a clown, so why don’t you? 

Everybody laughs at the things that I say and do. 

They all laugh when they see me comin’

But you don’t laugh; you just go home runnin’.

Everybody loves a clown, so why can’t you?

A clown has feelings, too.

“Everybody Loves a Clown”

by Gary Lewis & the Playboys



The Honest Man
Scene 1

As the house lights and pre-show music fade, we 
hear a recorded pre-show announcement:

“Hello and welcome to Clowns Like Me. Please take a mo-
ment to turn oy pour hbones and rememier tbere gs no hbo-
toTrahbp or recordgnT hermgtted. 7be sbow runs 0, mgnutes 
stragTbt tbrouTb wgtb no gntermgssgonf and avter tbe sbow we 
gnjgte pou to stgck around and qogn us vor a talkiackf so pou 
can ask Iuestgons and sbare a igt ov pour storp. ’v pou canWt 
stap vor tbe talkiackf hlease note tbere are manp mental bealtb 
resources lgsted gn pour hlapigll and on our weisgtef as well as 
out gn tbe loiip. Ae encouraTe pou to take adjantaTe. Lnd 
nowf Sgvelgne Productgons gs hroud to hresent Clowns Like Me. 
Put pour bands toTetber vor tbe star ov our sbowf Ecooooott 
!brenhreeeegs”1
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Top of show music cue plays: “Everybody Loves a 
Clown” by Gary Lewis & the Playboys. Scott bops 
out with a big smile. He waves and makes eye con-
tact and points at audience members and winks. 
He is delighted to be here! He interacts with the 

audience like a talk show host, engaging them di-
rectly, improvising patter.

Hep” Hello bello bello” 7bank pou so mucb vor comgnT. Yo 
reallpf too mucb. 7bank pou” (or whatever is appropriate with 
each new audience)

When Scott is done schmoozing, he lifts his hand 
into the air and snaps his fingers: music out.

Resf  lgke  tbe  dgsemiodged  jogce  sagdf  ’Wm  Ecott  !bren-
hregs.  7be  shellgnT  ov  mp  last  name  gs  a  lgttle  trgckp.  ’tWs 
!-H-B-!-Y-P-B-!-’-E. Mut once we iecome vrgendsf pou can 
qust call me Ecottge.

Lnd vun vactf “!brenhregs1 means virtuous or honest. Lnd tbatWs 
me tongTbt” 7be bonest man. ?ake no hromgsesf tell no lgesf 
rgTbt2
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Scott notices the stage isn’t even close to clean 
enough. It’s incredibly distracting. 

xm. Hub.

Eo. ’Wm Tonna tell pou some storges tongTbt. 7bese storges are 
truef and tbep come vrom mp eFhergence lgjgnT wgtb mental 
gllness. Sgkef lots ov mental gllness. 

Lnd tbgs sbouldnWt ie a surhrgse. ’tWs gn all tbe marketgnT. 

Scott crosses to the luggage and pulls out cleaning 
supplies: goggles, gloves, rag, spray bottle. He speaks 

as he preps.

Eome ov tbe storges wgll ie vunnp. Eome wgll ie sweet. L vew wgll 
ie eFtremelp emiarrassgnT. 'or me. 

Lnd a couhle ov mp storges wgll ie bard. Lt some hogntf ’Cm ejen 
Tonna tell pou tbe worst tbgnT ’Wje ejer done. Eoooo pou map 
baje tbe gmhulse to Tet uh and leaje. 

Mut donWt. zu… gv pou stgck gt out wgtb me to tbe endf ’Wll also tell 
pou tbe best storp ’ know.

Lnd iesgdesf sgnce tbe sbow bas alreadp started3 tbere are no 
revunds.
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A Hundred 
Pounds of Dirt

Scene 2

Scott begins to clean the stool and suitcases, and 
keeps cleaning throughout the following.

Okay, so my stage manager, Jei, ws a.esomeA dnh tce Cre. cere 
at tce Took lceatre aIso ws a.esomeA lcey kno. b Iwke tcwngs 
CIeanA dnh b kno. tcey CIean tce stage anh tce set fevore epery 
BervormanCeA 

uSt tcere ws CIean, anh tcere ws ECott ’crenBrews CIean, y?kno. 
.cat b?m saywn?j

Eo, wv yoS hon?t mwnh, b?m qSst gonna gwpe eperytcwng a -SwCk 
onCe4oper as .e get starteh cereA
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dnh, yes, wv tce CoIor4Coorhwnateh goggIes anh sBray fottIe 
capen?t aIreahy twBBeh yoS oi, b Iwpe .wtc some fwg4twme OTYA

NoS BrofafIy kno. OTY fy wts teCcnwCaI name, Ofsesswpe 
TomBSIswpe YwsorherA uSt tcat?s not .cat OTY meansA WoA 
Mcat OTY aCtSaIIy means ws Oh Christ, Dirt!

NeacA b?m aI.ays CIeanwngA ’sBeCwaIIy my xoorsA Hy xoors 
mSst fe sBotIessA Hy xoors at come are twIe, so tcey are easwIy 
anh -SwCkIy CIeanehA 

bv CIeanIwness ws neZt to gohIwness, tcen my kwtCcen ws …eapen, 
my fatcroom ws Wwrpana, anh b am 5eSs BerCceh on HoSnt 
OIymBSs onIy wnsteah ov a Iwgctnwng foItz (Scott lifts the 
head/brush of his Swiffer out of the suitcase like Excalibur) b 
.weIh a E.wierA

Scott sees something on the area rug.

uSt E.wiers hon?t .ork on CarBetA b?m sorry, wv y?aII CoSIh qSst 
coIh on one more seCA 

Scott swaps his Swiffer for a Dirt Devil. Yes, these 
tools also are color-coordinated. He buzzes the 

carpet. It’s practically orgasmic for him.
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AaaaaahA Oc my goh4oc my goh4oc my goh4oc my godA lcws 
veeIs really goohA 

Scott keeps buzzing and buzzing but he can’t get 
the carpet clean enough.

uSt see, tcws ws .cy twIe ws so mSCc fetter tcan CarBetA TS“ Can 
CarBet eper reaIIy fe CIeanj b hon?t tcwnk soA NoS neper cape to 
scamBoo twIeA 

dnh hwh yoS kno. one s-Sare voot ov CarBet Can coIh a pound 
ov hwrt anh stwII look CIeanj Neac, trSe storyA lcws rSg ws t.eIpe 
veet fy nwne veetA Yo tce matc, tcat?s a cSnhreh anh ewgct s-Sare 
veetA Eo tcere CoSIh fe oper a cSnhreh BoSnhs ov hwrt SB cere, 
anh none ov Ss .oSIh kno.”

b feggeh tce set heswgner not to Sse a rSgA uSt b?m qSst an aCtor, 
.cat ho b kno.j MeII, b kno. enoSgc to trapeI .wtc my Ywrt 
YepwIA dnh b Iope wtA 

6uSt ECott, .cy ho yoS cape a Ywrt YepwIj Yon?t yoS cape twIe 
xoorsj8 

Yes, fSt .cat afoSt my CoSCc, cScj Hy Ccawrsj Mcat afoSt my 
fehsBreahj Oc yeacA b Sseh to sIeeB .wtc my Ywrt YepwI, to sSCk 
SB any hSst tcat mwgct vaII on me at nwgct anh .ake me SBA uSt 
one nwgct b roIIeh oper on my Ywrt YepwI, aCCwhentaIIy tSrneh wt 
on, anh b .oke SB .wtc cwCkwes wn a Iot ov .ewrh BIaCesA 
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Chia Pet
Scene 3

Scott packs away his Dirt Devil, grabs the collapsi-
ble Swiffer, assembles it, and during the following 
vigorously Swiffers the stage floor all around the 

area rug. 

Here’s what you may not understand about OCD. The com-
pulsive actions—like constantly washing your hands or check-
ing and re-checking your locks are locked or your stove is 
of—those actions are not the actual disorder. They’re behav-
ioral maniSestations. The disorder is the onslaught oS intrusive 
thoughts. 

,eeI 7 don’t want to obsessively clean my “oorsI but 7 do it to 
distract myselS Srom the incessant voice in my head telling me 
to be aSraid. OS imperSectionI oS contaminationI oS accidentally 
harming myselS or others. 
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That voice tells me to doubt the sincerity oS all the people 7 care 
about in my liSe. That voice also tells meI ?Euess whatI ,cottie” 
Wveryone thinks you’re a Sailure and a liar.… 

That voice makes it hard to trust people and makes it hard Sor 
anyone to get close to me. That voice wants me all to itselS. 
zants me to believe that 7’m alone.

The only thing those oS us with OCD can do to combat that 
voice is to drown it outM by obsessing about something else.

Scott is finished with the floor. He swaps the Swiffer 
head for the brush head.

These obsessions vary Srom person to person. There’s no cookie 
cutter or one-sixe-Nts-all Sormula. 

Ae” 7 have siY speciNc obsessions 7 use to tell that intrusive OCD 
voice to shut the hell up.

8umber oneI obviouslyI is cleaning. 

8umber two is sorta related to cleaning. 7 have a deep-abiding 
aversion to body hair. 

Pnd here’s the heaping scoop oS irony. !ou wouldn’t guess it 
Srom my gleaming scalpI but 7 am a hairy beast. Ay head is a 
bowling ball. Ay body is a chia pet. 

q



Pnd 7’ve been hairy since 7 was born. zhile the nurse toweled 
me ofI the doctor treated my mother Sor rug burn. 

Ay parents would take baby-me on walks around the park. 
9eople would look into the stroller and goI ?Oh so cute7 7s he 
a rescue”…

Here’s the thing. 7t’s not about the hair itselSI okay” (Scott 
gestures at his chest) 7t’s the pound oS dirt per s8uare Soot oS 
?carpet.… 
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Coasters
Scene 4

OCD obsession number three is coasters. 

Scott gets his water bucket, dunks his brush, and 
scrubs one of the bookcases.

There are two kinds of people in this world. People who use 
coasters, and people who go to hell. 

If  you  have  a  drink  in  my  condo,  don’t  you  put  it 
down—anywhere—without a coaster. If I see you about to 
put a glass, cup, mug, or bottle down without a coaster, I 
will leap whatever chair, table, pet, or child that is in my way 
to put one down in time.

If I’m too far away, though, I’ll just 1ing a coaster at your drink 
like a ninja star. I’m pretty accurate, but if, instead of landing 
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under your glass, that coaster slices into your side, and you have 
to go to the hospital for an emergency coasterectomyY 

'ou only got yourself to blame.
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A Place for 
Everything

Scene 5

OCD obsession number four is my need for everything to be 
extremely and precisely organized. 

Scott scrubs the other bookcase.

In my condo, you can always Knd everything. keys on their 
hooT. Roiletries lined up liTe SocTettes. joup cans and spice 
Yars all facing out liTe fourth graders on picture day.

’“Tnow, my grandma used to tell me, ”Rhere“s a place for 
everything, and everything in its place.1 
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jhe almost had it right. It“s not Yust that there“s a place for 
everything, and everything in its place. !ut that there“s my place 
for everything, and no one better goddamn move it3  
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My Awesome 
DVD Cocetino�

Scene 6

Okay, before I tell you about my OCD obsession number 
vce, I sense I must tell you about my seriously siSk w.iYerz 
dour amajement anp Fealousy are halhablez 

Scott disassembles his collapsible Swiffer/duster 
and packs it away as he talks.

girst, full pisSlosure, neit?er w.iYer nor Dirt Decil ?ace haip 
me to enporse t?eir hropuStsz If any of you .ork for t?em, 
Aet on t?at for me, .ill ya… 

’np pouble full pisSlosure1 (Scott looks around for spies, whis-
pers to the audience) t?is isn4t aStually a w.iYerz It4s a Sollahsible, 
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multi funStional, all in one broom moh pusterz Wcen t?e .ater 
buSket Sollahsesz wee…

Scott collapses the water bucket and packs it away.

I ?ap t?is sheSially pesiAnep to vt in my suitSasez dea?z It4s okayz 
dou Sanxoohxanpxahhz If only SleaninA .as an OlymhiS short, me 
anp my Dirt Decil .oulp be on ecery T?eaties bo“ in ’meriSaz

Scott takes off his goggles, strips off his gloves, and 
packs them away.

”?erez Te ?ace no. aS?iecep VwSott W?renhreis SleanzH 

woz OCD obsession number vce is my D9D SolleStionz 

Okay, it4s not Fust a SolleStionz It4szzz you ecer seen Indiana Jones 
and the Raiders of the Lost Ark… ’np at t?e enp, t?ey ?ipe t?e 
ark in a bo“ in a .are?ouse amonA all t?ese ot?er staSks of bo“es 
loominA ocer you… dea?z ”?at4s .?at my D9D assemblage is 
likez 

wee, I4ce al.ays locep mocies, anp I ?ap bo“es anp bo“es of 97w 
tahes, but t?en D9Ds Same outz ”?is .as arounp -88N, I .as 
about to turn -!, anp my younAer brot?er 5oa? hullep me asipe 
anp saip V7eyq T?y are you still messin4 .it? 97w tahes… dou 
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Aotta S?eSk out t?ese D9Ds, manz dou pon4t ?ace to re.inp, 
you San skih a?eap to .?erecer you .ant, t?ey last lonAer, t?e 
6uality is betterz ”oss t?ose tahes in t?e tras? anp Aet you some 
D9DsqH

wo I pipz

Scott yanks the fabric off the stage right bookcase, 
revealing an astounding collection of DVDs.

5oa? .as riA?tz D9Ds are a.esomez ”?is is Fust a ?anpful of 
minez ’np I kno. you4re .onperinA, so I4ll tell you1 my vrst 
D9D… 

Scott pulls a DVD off the shelf. 

The Big Lebowskiz I still ?ace itz ”?is D9D is olp enouA? to orper 
a T?ite Mussianz ”?at4s a Foke for you fello. Lebowski fansz 

Scott meticulously folds the fabric.

’np I pon4t Fust SolleSt 4emz I .atS? 4emz Ocer anp ocerz ’np 
not Fust t?e mocie itselfz I4m a sheSial features appiStz ’ll t?at 
bonus material… ”?ose e“tra pisSs .?ere t?ey intercie. t?e 
e“ .ife of t?e SinematoArah?er4s seSonp assistant or .?atecer… I 
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.atS? aaaaalllll t?at stuYz ”?e makinA ofsz ”?e poSumen 
tariesz I reap t?e pamn liner notes, Suj, yea?, I .anna kno. 
.?at Sraft serciSes sercep to ”om 7anks anp BeA Myan for 
lunS? on pay -! of s?ootinA You’ve Got Mailz T?o poesn4t…

Scott packs the now folded fabric.

Do you kno. .?at D9D stanps for… DiAital 9ipeo DisSz 
OrJanp I hrefer t?isJDiAital Versatile DisSz dea?z Versa-
tilez 

I4m so sap ?o. t?ey are h?asinA out t?ese versatile pisSsz Cuj 
t?ere4s somet?inA about t?e h?ysiSal Sohy, riA?t… giA?tinA 
.it? t?e stiSky sealinA tahez CraSkinA ohen t?e Sase .it? its 
sorta celSro rihhinA sounpz (Scott rips open the case to make 
the sound) ”?ey are tanAible anp s?inyz ”?ey ?ace .eiA?t 
anp massz dou ?ace to locinAly .ihe t?em .it? a Slot?z (Scott 
pulls a cloth from his pocket and lasciviously wipes the DVD) 
O? yea?, t?at4s niiiiiiiSez

’np I kno., I kno., I kno., streaminA is takinA ocerz On 
pemanp is so Soncenientz Uut I .ill necer Aice uh my D9Dsz 

UeSause .?en I .alk into my Raiders of the Lost Ark .are 
?ouse, I4m no lonAer alonez wtreaminA is et?erz Uut look 
?ere1 it4s AeY UripAesz ”?e Dupez ”?e Dupe is my frienpz 
”?e Dupe abipesz 
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By D9Ds abipez ”?ey are al.ays t?ere for mez ”?ey pon4t 
FupAe mez ”?ey pon4t look at me like I4m stuhipz ”?ey aren4t 
afraip of mez

Bnlike heohle, .?o are so una.are of ?o. mental illnesses 
oherate t?at t?ey enp uh reFeStinA mez By D9D frienps pon4t 
reFeSt mez ”?ey hlay for mez ”ake me on t?eir apcenturesz 

’np t?ey unperstanp me better t?an heohle po, beSause ecen if 
my D9Ds pon4t kno. .?at it4s like to be rejected, t?ey sure as 
?ell kno. .?at it4s like to be ejectedz 

Oooooz Deepz I kno.z
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Mr. Not-Chuck 
Norris

Scene 7

Now, I’ve told you I have to have everything in its place, so 
you must be wondering… how do I have my stacks of DVDs 
organized? 

Scott puts THE BIG LEBOWSKI back on the 
shelf, right where it belongs.

Well, it’s simple. Everything is alphabetized by title. I don’t 
divvy them up by genre or year released or director or anything 
like that. 

Except for the kung fu movies! My two-hundred-and-seventeen 
martial arts 1lms? They get their own shelf.
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See, I did karate as a kid in New Aersey. Got all the way up 
to brown belt. Eight, nine years old, my parents sent me and 
my two brothers to summer sleepaway karate camp. :nd the 
teachers were surprisingly good. One teacher was named Mr. 
Norris. Seriously, true story. Not the Mr. Norris, y’know, not 
Chuck Norris, but Mr. Norris. :nd he was legit“ sixth degree 
black belt. 

The coolest thing I learned at summer sleepaway karate camp 
is that the word samurai translates as ”those who serve.j :nd 
this is why kung fu movies Yust really get to me, because of the 
generosity you see between the 1ghters. They have to put ego 
totally aside, because you only look badass if the enemy you’re 
1ghting is badass too. Pou need a worthy opponent to move 
with you, or there’s no suspense. There’s no payoC. :nd that’s 
why the bad guys are the unsung heroes of martial arts 1lms. 
Those guys are Yust as talented. But they are willing to lose. To 
get beat. 2ublicly. To serve the story.

This  one  time  at  summer  sleepaway  karate  camp,  Mr. 
Not-0huck Norris asked all the campers, ”Hey! Does anyone 
want to 1ght me??j 

:nd everyone raised their hand… except me! I looked around 
and thought, ”What is wrong with all of you?? He’s a sixth 
degree black belt. :lso, we are nine years old and he is three times 
our size. No way am I putting my hand up.j 

Instead, I did this. 
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Scott inhales sharply and pulls his hands and 
arms tight into his chest.

But of course, who did he pick?

Scott sighs and points at himself.

So I get up, and he sorta puts his arms up like this, and he 
Yust says, ”Hit me.j I was terri1ed. He says again, ”0ome 
on. Hit me. I won’t hit back.j So I step in and give a little 
Yab to his belly. :nd he starts encouraging. ”Hit me, hit me, 
hit me, hit meeee!” :nd all the other campers start chanting, 
”hit him, hit him, hit him, hit hiiiim!” I look over and my 
brothers are screaming, too, ”Hit him, Scottie! Hit him!j 

:nd 1nally something in me snaps and I Yust start punching, 
left-right-left-right-left-right, right into his gut, his hands 
are up here,  and my little J-year-old arms are going like 
pistons, and I’m sweating, and all  the other campers are 
screaming with pre-teen bloodlust and waving their canteen 
cards at my brother Noah who has turned into a bookie, he’s 
taking bets on how long I’ll last, and Mr. Not-0huck Norris 
is laughing and yelling ”hit me-hit me-hit me!j and I punch 
and I punch and I punch and I punch and I 1nally… punch… 
myself… out. 
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:nd Mr. Not-0huck Norris ?ips me over and I land on my back 
on the mat.

Scott takes a drink of water.

See, that’s what it’s like to 1ght mental illness. It feels like 
winning is impossible, no matter how much or how hard you 
punch. Because you’re nine. :nd he’s a sixth degree black belt. 
:nd he can take you out whenever he wants.

I said in kung fu movies the hero needs a worthy opponent. 
But when my O0D, or my :sperger’s, or my social anxiety, or 
my depression, when they step on the mat with me, I can’t tell 
whether I’m the hero, or Yust a worthy opponent. :nd honestly, 
since my punches do no damage, am I even worthy?

How is it that in my life… in my movie… I’m the opponent?

Why do I always feel like I’m losing my own life?

In the mid-J>s, in my teens, we left New Aersey and moved 
to 0incinnati, and I stopped martial arts. Never again went to 
summer sleepaway karate camp, never got my rematch with Mr. 
Not-0huck Norris. 

But that part of me that is always, always, always punching… it’s 
still with me. 

:nd I live in constant fear of punching myself out.
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My Aspie Gi

Scene 8

Okay. I know I’ve been pretty hyper-focused on OCD—go 
,gurei r?ghtj—but I must Yent?oned a few other d?sorders 
and syndroYes I’ve been d?agnosed w?th. leahi ?f you d?dn’t 
knowi YentaS ?SSnesses are S?ke potato ch?ps. la can’t have 
must one.

Po SeYYe br?ng you up to speed. 

xretty Yuch froY the YoYent I  was borni we aSS  knew 
soYeth?ng was a b?t funky ?n Yy w?r?ng. I was constant-
Sy anq?ous and ag?tated. I had troubSe pay?ng attent?on. I 
wasn’t abSe to process th?ngs as ;u?ckSy as everyone wanted 
Ye toi so I was SabeSed stup?d. Poc?aS cues Yade no sense to 
Yei so I was aSso SabeSed rude. If Yy rout?ne got mostSed even 
a S?ttSe b?ti I’d Sose ?tW act outW Sash out. 

2e were desperate for answers. 
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Bnd thus began the parade of doctors and therap?sts and cS?n-
?c?ans—and th?s ?s not to ?nd?ct the character or ?ntegr?ty of aSS 
those foSks do?ng the?r daYnedest to ,gure th?s stuR out. It ?s 
not easy. 

Tut the ,rst sw?ng-and-a-Y?ss d?agnos?s was BDD. l’aSS re-
YeYber the heyday of BDDj  ?taS?n was ra?n?ng down on Ye 
S?ke confett? froY a cannon.

I had such a surpSus of p?SSsi I d?dn’t know what to do w?th ’eY. 
Po th?s one t?Yei out of cur?os?tyi I re,SSed Yy dad’s L?c-Lacs 
w?th Seftover  ?taS?n.Z

lou ever seen a grown Yan s?t ?n a Ha-M-Toy for e?ght days 
stra?ghtj 

D?agnos?s str?ke two was BD5D. “ore Yeds. All the Yeds. 

It wasn’t unt?S I was 3” that I got Yy ,rst accurate d?agnos?si 
and check out th?s story. I was burn?ng through Yeds for every 
Y?sunderstood syYptoYi and Yy parents were teSS?ng th?s br?S-
S?ant cS?n?caS soc?aS worker about Ye and she sa?d—w?thout ever 
hav?ng Yet Yei must based on Yy reported behav?orsi !2eSS have 
you cons?dered Bsperger’s PyndroYej4

TuSSseyeV “ore about Bsperger’s ?n a sec.

In add?t?oni we ,gured out I’ve got T?poSar D?sorderi aSso 
known as Yan?c depress?oni wh?ch Yeans I have hugei unpre-
d?ctabSe Yood sw?ngs froY  ocky “ounta?n h?ghs to Death 
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zaSSey Sows. G?ther everyth?ng ?s awesoYe or noth?ng ?s. It’s 
aSS cav?ar and chaYpagne or gas stat?on sush? and cheese wh?N.

Bnd I’ve aSso got Poc?aS Bnq?ety D?sorderi or soc?aS phob?a. 
Hooki everyone gets nervous soYet?Yes. lou’re go?ng on a 
datei g?v?ng a presentat?on at worki host?ng a d?nner party. 
T?g-t?cket ?teYs. Tut for those of us w?th Poc?aS Bnq?ety 
D?sorderi every ?nteract?on feeSs S?ke a b?g-t?cket ?teY. Gvery 
dayi the stakes are paraSyN?ngSy h?gh.

Gven must wr?t?ng an eYa?S or send?ng a teqt feeSs S?ke you’re 
tak?ng the PBL. “ak?ng sYaSS taSk feeSs S?ke you’re perforY-
?ng on BYer?ca’s 9ot LaSent and every mudge ?s P?Yon Cow-
eSS. 

2hen you’ve got soc?aS phob?ai you yearn for ord?nary daysi 
when the stakes are Sow. Tut you don’t get ’eY.

Bnd ?t aSS started w?th that ,rst d?agnos?s of Bsperger’s Pyn-
droYei wh?ch Yeans I aY on the aut?st?c spectruY.

0owi ,naSSy hav?ng an accurate d?agnos?s was a reS?ef. Tut 
aSong w?th the reS?ef caYe shock and soYe despa?r. Tecause 
Bsperger’s PyndroYe ?sn’t soYeth?ng that can be ,qed. BSS 
these YentaS ?SSnesses—even though they are caSSed ?SSness-
es—don’t reaSSy have cures. Lhey are d?sorders. PyndroYes. 

Poi whatj I’Y defect?vej Cursedj Bnd now Yy whoSe S?fe ?s 
about cop?ngj
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I w?SS say th?s for Bsperger’si though. Lhere’s a guacaYoSe 
bSess?ng ?ns?de that curse burr?to. One of the ;u?rks of Bs-
perger’s ?s that Yost of us !Bsp?es4—(goofily proud) that’s 
what we caSS  ourseSvesi Aspiesi  ?t’s pretty cooS—we have a 
g?ft. 2e are reaSSyi reaSSy good at one part?cuSar th?ng at the 
eqpense of everyth?ng eSse. 

“y th?ngj Bct?ng.  PtoryteSS?ng.  Lheatre.  Do?ng theatre 
Yakes aSS Yy probSeYs evaporate. 2hen I’Y on stagei I feeS 
?nv?nc?bSe. I feeS S?ke I ,naSSy beSong. Tecause when I step 
?nto the spotS?ghti I’Y not seen as stup?d or rude. I’Y brave. 
I’Y not seen as defect?ve or cursed. I’Y coYpeSS?ng. 

It’s ?ron?ci huhj OnSy when I’Y pretend?ng to be soYeone 
eSse aY I ,naSSy seen for who I reaSSy aY.

One of Yy favor?te act?ng g?gs I ever had was pSay?ng Pcooby 
Doo at a theYe park. Lh?s was dur?ng Yy h?gh schooS yearsi 
and for four stra?ght suYYersi I’d put on that r?d?cuSousSy 
heavy costuYe and sweat to the po?nt of pass?ng out. Lh?s ?s 
“?dwest suYYeri we’re taSk?ng …6-pSus degreesi and when 
you’re ?n the su?ti add another A6. 2e couSd onSy go out 
?n haSf-hour ?ncreYentsi w?th a handSer who Yade sure we 
d?dn’t drop froY heat stroke or get tackSed by sugar-satu-
rated ch?Sdren. 

It was one of the Yost phys?caSSy taq?ng th?ngs I’ve ever donei 
but aSso one of the Yost eYot?onaSSy reward?ng. It d?dn’t feeS 
S?ke a mob. It feSt S?keJ acceptance. xeopSe wouSd traveS froY far 

3U



and w?de just to meet Scooby. :ust to get a hug and a p?cture. 2?th 
Ye. 

7nderstandG the worSd had never pa?d Ye any pos?t?ve attent?on 
unt?S I put on that su?t. 

It’s when I take that su?t oRi when I step out of the spotS?ght 
and eq?t oR-stage back ?nto Yy so-caSSed real S?feJ 

Scott steps out of the light.

J that’s when I’Y ?nv?s?bSe.
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Stupid Crappy 
Words

Scene 9

Now I know I still owe you my OCD obsession number six. 
But I need to set it up before I tell you, because it’s gonna 
be one of those hard stories I warned you about. So…

Scott peeks underneath the fabric on the stage 
left bookcase. He decides something.

Okay. Contrary to what you might be thinking, the purpose 
of this  show is  not for me to get nominated for a Tony 
Award. Although if you are on the committee, my name is 
Scott Ehrenpreis, that’s E-H-R-E-N-P-R-E-I-S. 
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No, the purpose of this show is to change the conversation 
around mental illness. And we can’t change a conversation 
unless we adjust our language, right? The words we use 
matter. 

You ever hear someone say, “Well,  he isn’t playing with a 
full  deck”? Yeah. My dad hates that turn of phrase, “full 
deck,” because words like that put the blame on me. I’m 
crazy, or nuts, or whacko, or insane. All words that diminish 
me, put me in a safe little box, and separate me from the 
general population. I’m not a person to be approached or 
understood. I am to be shunned, but it’s ok, no one has to 
feel guilty about it, because “I don’t have a full deck.”

My dad prefers a diqerent metaphor. He says I was “dealt a 
shitty hand of cards.” At least that way it’s the dealer’s fault. 

But that’s not —uite right either, because those of us with 
mental illness, we aren’t even dealt cards from the deck the 
world plays with. It’s like you slap down your pair of jacks, 
and I put down my pair of librarians. You show your royal 
!ush, I show a recipe for banana bread. And I’m not trying 
to cheat. Nothing up my sleeve. I’m just wired diqerently. 

And yet, well-meaning people will say the most callous and 
ridiculous things. I’m never sure how to react when they do, 
but this gal I met at NAMI9OhG You should totally go check 
out NAMI. That’s N-A-M-I. The National Alliance on Mental 
Illness. And this also is not a paid endorsement. It’s a heartfelt 
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testimonial, because, hey, I’m not just the star of the show, I’m 
also a client. (Scott winks and gives a thumbs up; SFX “ding”)

NAMI has chapters all over. It’s a great place for those who 
feel defective to :nd some community. One of NAMI’s best 
programs is the Connections 3roup. We sit together, share 
our stories, devour doughnuts, encourage each other to stay 
med compliant. 3ood people, doing good work. That’s NAMI. 
N-A-M-I… (Scott winks and thumbs ups again; SFX “ding”) dot 
org. 

Anyhow, I met this gal at NAMI, let’s call her… “Athena,” pro-
tect the innocent here. Athena is much more… assertive than 
I. She refuses to let people get away with saying stupid crappy 
things. One of the stupid-y crappiest? “Why don’t you just 
cheer up?” 

There are a couple variations on this theme. 0ike, “You should 
just try harderG” Or the less friendly version, “Snap out of it.” 
Yeeeeah. A little piece of adviceJ don’t say “cheer up” or “just try 
harder” to people with depression and anxiety. It doesn’t work 
that way. 

So this one time, a reporter came by NAMI to interview us, sit in 
on our Connections 3roup, do a little feature article. And this 
dude obviously had not studied his Big Book of Stupid Crappy 
Stuq Not to Say to People with Mental Illness. After hearing a 
few of our more harrowing stories, you know what he said? Oh 
yeah, you know what he said.
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“Well why don’t you all just cheer up?”

Athena brought this reporter a doughnut and sweetly said, 
“Hey thanksG While I work on cheering up, why don’t you work 
on being taller. 0emme know how that goes.”

The reporter tried againJ “But none of you look depressed.” 

Athena snatched the doughnut back and said, “Well, we don’t 
look depressed because it’s invisible, dumbass. Aust like you 
don’tBlookBinsensitive, and yet here we are.”

The reporter looked around for help. But by this point, every-
one was laughing at him or trying to hide the fact they were. So, 
ego being what ego is, he doubled down. “Well, (sniff) I know 
people who have it way worse. So I think you should count your 
blessings.” 

This one is infuriating, because guess what? It’s not a com-
petition. And even if I was competing in the Championship 
of Suqering, I don’t wanna win. But before I could calmly 
and constructively explain this to him, Athena goes, “Blessings? 
Okay. 0et’s count.”

Scott holds up all five fingers on one hand and 
counts them down till only the middle remains 

upright!
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“One, two, three, four. OhG Well lookie there, Mr. Reporter 
Man.”

The words we use matter. 
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The 
Priest-Clown

Scene 10

You know,  we have  a  word for  those  of  you not  on the 
spectrum, those of you free from mental illness. 

“Neurotypical.” 

Typical. Normal. 

And that begs the question, doesn’t it? What is “normal”? 
History shows that normal is a moving target. There was a 
time when it was normal for people with mental illness to 
simply be accepted. We were just woven into the fabric of 
everyday life. In fact, anyone a bit odd or oO was thought to 
have been touched by the divine. And that’s where we get 
the term, “3h he’s touched,” as in “3h he’s a little nuts.” 

PP



You know who else is touched by the divine? Sriests. And I 
don’t mean “priests” merely in the contemporary sense. I mean 
priests as in any holy person acting as the religious leader of 
a community. Yeah. Vo chew on this. In the earliest societies, 
there were two jobs that required you to be touched by the 
divine. !illage priest. And village clown. And those two jobs 
were usually held by the same dang person- The priestMclown. 

I think we should go back to that model. How much more fun 
would services be if the rabbi, while reading from the Torah, 
also wore a rainbow wig and made balloon animals? 

If you believe in baptisms, no more dunking people in water, 
just smack ’em in the face with a pie. Hallelujah, the Holy Vpirit 
tastes like banana cream-

And if your place of worship has a choir, just imagine all the 
singers getting out of one tiny car.

The priestMclown.

Vo  this  oughta  blow your  mind.  Ey parents  created  this 
awesome tradition for me and my brothers.  4very year at 
Hanukkah, they’d give us each a theme present. 

Will, my littlest brother, every year he got vintage baseball cards. 

Ey other brother, Noah, he got ark stuO. Y’know, toy boats. 
Sairs of stuOed animals. This one year, a kiddie pool and a 
garden hose so he could play “Cood the sinners.” 
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Eaybe it was a bit on the nose, but I tell you what, we looked 
forward to our theme presents every year.

3h yeah. And me? The eldest? What did my parents get me 
every year? 

xlowns. 

Scott whips the fabric off the stage left bookcase, 
revealing his collection of clowns. 

In my living room, in a place of honor above my T! and …!… 
player, there’s a shelf that displays my collection of about twenty 
perfectly preserved, lovingly dusted, antique clown 5gurines 
and toys. I brought a few along to show you, like this one right 
here that pops out of a bo—. 

I’ve got one at home that sweeps a broom. That one’s my faM
vorite, of course. He’s cleaning. 

Another one spins around on a crossbar. Another dances like a 
music bo— ballerina. It’s like6 my parents knew. 

Nah, I’m sure that’s not true, that’s just starryMeyed projecM
tion, but think about it. I’m a clown. I’m6 odd. Vad. Alone. 
Touched6 by the divine. 
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Scott takes out a red clown nose from the smallest 
suitcase, puts it on, looks at the audience.

Vee, this is how I feel when I’m out in the world. Seople staring. 
Seople wondering. Seople taking that half step back, because 
something about me is6 oO. 

No wonder we priestMclowns start to hold back. We don’t 
raise  our  hands (raises  hand) or  take  risks,  we  do  this9 
(arm-pulling-in gesture) We put on as much armor as we can. 

And sure, that becomes its own form of selfMful5lling prophecy, 
right? How can we ever connect if we never take a chance (raises 
hand), but why take a chance when the unavoidable outcome is 
people pointing and laughing for all the wrong reasons?
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My DVDs 
Reprised

Scene 11

Scott takes off the nose and pockets it, then meticu-
lously folds the fabric and packs it away.

And so, with all that in mind, I now can tell you my hard story 
of OCD obsession number six. Making its return appearance to 
the stage, give it up for my beloved DVD collection. 

I can admit it. JeB ’ridges isnNt always my friend. Often the 
Dude is my master. 

I love acting. I love movies. I love versatile discs. ’ut itNs a …ne, 
…ne line between love and obsession. Compulsion is like a rip 
current spewing you into a tidal wave that throws you into a 
whirlpool. 3o matter how hard you swim7 
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Do I own those DVDs or do they own meF 

Where was a time in my life when getting the newest DVD 
meant everything. -un fact, new release DVDs always drop 
on Wuesday, so Monday night INd pace around my kitchen 
like a caged animal. When super early Wuesday morning, INd 
stalk GalEMartNs parking lot until  the store opened. -orE
get Warget or ’est ’uy, those suckers opened an hour after 
GalEMart. GalEMart was where it was at, baby. -irst copy oB 
the truck. Only copy in the universe that mattered.

One time I was there so early in the morning, I ran into 
the overnight manager. juy named Hddie. Hddie can see INm 
“onesing hard. ”e says, z”ey, what are you looking forFY 

And I say, zOh you know, “ust some, “ust some, “ust some 
DVDs.Y 

Hddie sees right through me. zDVDs, huhF CNmere.Y

And Hddie takes me over to a pallet stacked with boxes. 
”e  pulls  back  a  Sap  on the  top  box,  and I  can  see  itNs 
“amEpacked with beautiful, shrinkEwrapped plastic cases. I 
mustNve whimpered cu8 he goes, zRou want a tasteF -irst 
oneNs free.Y ”e hands me a copy of Miss Congeniality 2, and 
I tear the wrapping oB with my teeth and I press 9andra 
’ullockNs plastic face to mine. 

And Hddie became my supplier. Wrue story. ”e wouldnNt make 
me wait for the store to open. ”eNd hook me up at midnight, 
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earliest possible moment I could get my trembling hands on the 
newest DVD. 

’ut you see where this is going, rightF 3o DVD was ever 
enough. 3o amount of DVDs was ever enough. Witles didnNt 
matter. jenres didnNt matter. 9tars didnNt matter. Ghatever the 
new release was, I had to have it. I had to have more. I had to 
drown out that voice inside my head.

;ip current. Widal wave. Ghirlpool.
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In Jail with 
Jimmy

Scene 12

I started shoplifting. Got caught almost immediately. This 
poor security guard chases me down and tackles me in the 
parking lot. 

While we’re waiting for the cops to show up, he asks me 
what I do. I tell him I’m an actor. True story: he asks for my 
autograph. “In case you ever get famous.” 

Awwww. Thanks for believing in me, Frank. 

Cops show up. I take a ride in the back seat of a real life po-lice 
cruiser. I’m booked. I’m put into a holding cell, by myself, 
which was horrible, but then they migrated me to a common 
area. It was still terrifying and disgusting—just a lumpy mattress 
on the 4oor, and a couple of blankets you would never want to 
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look at under a black light. Jut at least I wasn’t alone. A couple 
other guys were in there. This one guy, Simmy, he calls me over. 

“?iddown, kid.”

I’m shaking and crying, snot and tears everywhere. Simmy pats 
me on the knee and says, “What’re you in forD”

“?hoplifting,” I say.

“Yamn, kid. Uou at least get some good stuOD”

“Em, I stuOed ?eason Three of Everybody Loves Raymond 
down my pants.”

“!h kid, what’s wrong with youD Mveryone knows ?eason Five 
is the best.”

“Uou think I don’t know thatD1D” 

And I’m back to weeping and wailing and Simmy is trying to 
calm me down. “There there, kid, there there.”

“Uou don’t understand, Simmy1 Hy life is over1 This’ll be on my 
record1 I’m an actor, who’s gonna hire me nowD”

“Uou’re an actorD”

“Ueah.”

“Can I have your autographD In case you ever get famous.”
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I scribble my autograph for Simmy and he says, “Thanks, 
kid. Calm down now. It’s not like you murdered anyone.”

Jut I kept whining and crying, and so Simmy tries to distract 
me. “…ey, kid, why was the innocent painting found guiltyD”

I wasn’t sure I’d heard him right. “WhatD”

“Why was the innocent painting found guiltyD”

“I dunno. WhyD”

“It was framed.”

Ueah, I couldn’t believe it either. Simmy was making jokes. 
In jail. To calm me down.

“…ey, kid, you hear about the Mnergi2er bunny getting ar-
restedD Ueah. They charged him with battery.”

I couldn’t help it. I giggled uncontrollably. Thank god Sim-
my was there, telling horrible jokes, because that was one of 
the scariest nights of my life. Hy dad— 

Hy dad. …e talked to the store manager. …e talked to the 
cops. …e told them a bit of my story. They let me go. Yidn’t 
press charges. Hy dad3 he got me out. 

As I was leaving, I looked back. “I didn’t ask. What are you 
in for, SimmyD”
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“!h, I don’t believe in paying tra<c tickets, kid. I’ll be all right. 
Jut answer me this: what do you call a bank robber who goes 
campingD”

I braced myself. “I don’t know, Simmy. What do you call a bank 
robber who goes campingD”

“Criminal intent.”
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I Want a Red 
Light
Scene 13

Y’know, that experience with Jimmy condrmes gomethinu that 
Ip to then l has on.y gIgpectesM vy gynsromeg ans sigorserg 
are not Into themge.beg the proN.emM -ot rea..yM lt’g the regI.tT
inu igo.ationM She .one.ineggM

Hee, Jimmy sisn’t treat me .ike an oItcagt, or .ike l wag cIrgesM 
Ae inbites me oberM fns it sisn’t Nother him that my seck oB 
carsg wag d..es with .iNrariang ans Nanana Nreas recipegM Ae wag 
perBect.y happy to make Ip new uameg ag we went a.onuM 

—It Jimmy ig the exception who probeg the rI.e, ans that rI.e 
ig that eben thoIuh thoge oB Ig with menta. i..negg want to git 
sown at the taN.e ans p.ay carsg with y’a.., we are congtant.y 
sigmigges?seat’s taken, table’s full, move alongM fns that cagIa. 
co.s ghoI.ser4 Shat congtant sigmigga.4 That ig what caIgeg the 
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anxiety, .easinu to anuer, creatinu segperationM venta. i..neggeg 
are …Igt wirinuM —It .one.ineggW ig seNi.itatinuM 

YoI want to know what .one.inegg ig4 Lhat it really ig4 —ecaIge 
a .ot oB yoI son’tM Home oB yoI oIt there, gome oB yoI soM YoI 
know that .one.inegg ign’t a choiceM lt’g a consitionM 

;one.inegg ig not gti..M lt ig a.wayg pI.ginuO biNratinuO ratt.inuM

;one.inegg ig not gi.enceM :ne oB the .one.iegt p.aceg in the wor.s 
ig a crowses city gisewa.kM 

;one.inegg ig not paggibeM lt ig a.wayg pokinu, a.wayg higginu, 
a.wayg whigperinu“ ”YoI’re worth.eggM YoI segerbe thigM -o one 
caregM5

;one.inegg ig not go.itIse, which ig what mesitation trieg to 
achiebeM Hee, aBter yoI mesitate, yoI can uo Nack oIt into the 
wor.s, reBreghesM —It when yoI are aqictes with .one.ineggW 
there’g no wor.s to uo Nack oIt intoM

Scott exhales, frustrated. Words aren’t cutting it.

:kayM l’m uonna uibe yoI a .itt.e tagteM 

Scott snaps his fingers. SFX “kerchunk” as lights 
snap down to a tight spot on Scott. 
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Faintly, we hear an electrical hum overlapped 
with carnival music, a bit spooky, on a loop. 

Hee4 This ig .one.ineggM -o genge oB connection to anyoneM -o 
genge oB matterinuM YoI uet none oB the Nenedtg oB go.itIseM -o 
…oy oB a 6Iiet mins, no peaceBI. N.igg oB ge.BTawarenegg, NecaIge 
menta. i..neggeg are a.wayg makinu noigeM Shey neber regtM 

The music intensifies.

Shey neber nees to take a pit gtop or uag Ip, go yoI’re uoinu 
aroIns ans aroIns ans aroIns, ans yoI can’t gtopM zgIa..y 
when yoI’re sribinu, yoI .ike it when yoI hit ebery ureen .iuht, 
yeah4 —It .one.inegg ig exhausting, yoI want a res .iuht, yoI 
need to gtop, ro.. sown yoIr winsow ans exchanue eben …Igt a 
”heyTwhat’g IpThow ya soin’45 with the sriber oB the car next 
to yoI, NIt yoI can’t, there’g no way to habe a conbergation 
uoinu ninety on the Breeway, p.Ig yoIr samn car gtereo ig 
gtIck, it on.y uetg one gtation, ans that gtation ig p.ayinu one 
gonu ober ans ober, ober ans ober ans ober ans overM

Scott snaps his fingers. Music out and lights re-
store.
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l wigh l coI.s …Igt gnap my dnuerg .ike that ans contro. itM 
—ecaIge when yoI’re 9oominu aroIns soinu .ap aBter .ap oB 
.one.inegg, so yoI eben exigt4 lB an ebent happeng to yoI sIrinu 
the say, NIt yoI habe no one to ghare it withW sis it eben 
happen4 
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My Porn Star 
Name
Scene 14

So now you know a little bit of what true loneliness feels like. 
And… uh… can I be fully vulnerable with y’all? Yeah?

Um. I am looking for that special someone to share life with. 
Honestly, I yearn for it. Don't we all?

But the purpose of  this  show, as  I’ve said,  is  to change 
the conversation around mental illness.  It  most de-nite—
ly  is not  to  get  me  a  date.  Although,  if  you  are  a  sin—
gle lady who loves movies and always carries disinfectant 
wipesE(Scott spots an eligible lady in the audience and turns 
into a smooth operator)Emy name is Scott Rhrenpreis, that’s 
R—H—N—R—P—T—N—R—I—S, and there’s a rumor going around 
that I might be up for a 4ony Award. (He winks at the eligible 
and now blushing lady!)
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Anyhow, my romantic loneliness? A few years ago, that 
particular isolation became so acute, it actually crossed my 
mind to become a porn star. (beat—if no laughter…) 4hank 
you for not laughing. 

And don’t ask me why I thought to do this, but I ran the 
idea past my mom. Yeah. 4rue story, I swear.

WHey mom. ”hat do you think about me becoming a porn 
star?j

She says, W”ell, it’s a Mob.j 

I say, WOom, you’re not worried I’ll  get an S4D or some—
thing?j

WAs long as it makes you happy, Scottie.j 

Ya gotta love moms.

4hen she asks, Wxh, Scottie, you won’t use your real name, 
will you?j

And I eLplain to her no no no no no, porn stars all use fake 
names. 4he rule is you combine your middle name with the 
name of the street you grew up on. And she says, WSo your 
porn star name would be… Adam 9ongview?j

I say yeah. She says, W4hat’s good.j
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”hat’s really fun right now is that from up here, I can see so 
many of you whispering your porn star names to each other. 
”e’ll share ’em at the talkback.

4hen my mom asks, WScottie, does this porn star Mob have any 
bene-ts?j

I say, WBesides the obvious?j

W”ell, will you get paid time o:?j 

WUmmmmm, I’ll get paid for time getting o:.j

So I looked into getting an audition for a bona -de pornograph—
ic -lm, because of my mom's encouragement. But I couldn’t do 
it. See, I could picture what was gonna happen. I’d show up. 4he 
director would tell me to take o: my sweater. I would. 4hey’d 
say again, Wz’mon, take o: your sweater.j (Scott gestures to his 
chest—chia pet, remember?)

I considered self—-nancing and self—producing my own porno. I 
even had a title5 Saving Ryan’s Privates. (off the laughter…) Yeah, 
I know, you’d totally watch that, right?? 

But ultimately I reali0ed the pornographic -lm industry is 
Must not ready to bring back hair back. Pot even for Adam 
9ongview.
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Backpage.com
Scene 15

But I was still super lonely, so I started going to strip clubs. For 
the attention. And the buket.

For weems I sat there, eyes down, sipping on Dy Siet vprite, 
fghting the urge to vwiker e’ery surTace.

Finally, I wormed up the courage to asm one oT the bouncers 
how to talm to the dancers, y—mnow, Daybe get a date. !his one 
bouncer, whoxtrue story5xalso was naDed vcott, he told De 
about Bacmpage dot coD. !his was an actual website where se1 
wormers would post their ads. Bacmpage dot coD. 

Scott picks on an audience member. 

vir, no, put your phone away. !hey closed. Authorities shut 
—eD down, so it—s no use trying to google —eD. (Scott winks and 
thumbs ups)
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vo I said, ?”ee thanms, Bouncer vcott. Any other pointersHY

Je said, ?jeah, don—t coDpliDent theD. !hey hear that all the 
tiDe. Oust be upTront. And use the code.Y

?!he codeHY

?jeah. !hinm oT any particular acti’ity you want, then shorten 
it into code using -ust the frst letters.Y

?Kh. vo, lime, holding hands would be JCJHY

?jep.Y

?Eissing and cuddlingHY

?EC2.Y

vo right there, I pull out Dy phone, loom up the website, BacmC
page dot coDx

Scott picks on the audience member again. 

vir, seriously, it doesn—t e1ist anyDore. BoomDarming won—t 
worm. Oust put your phone away. Besides, (stage whispering) she 
is sitting right ne1t to you. 

vure enough, all the acti’ities are listed in code. JCJ. EC2. 
!hen Bouncer vcott said, ?vcottie. Jolding handsH Eissing and 
cuddlingH vounds lime what you—re looming Tor is a ”FL.Y
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?”FLHY

?jeah. ”irl Friend L1perience.Y

And I was lime that is exactly what I—D looming Tor5 I set up 
a profle under the naDe ?AdaD Wong’iew.Y I clicm a couple 
ads, send a couple Dessages, and set up a date with a lady 
naDed Wo’ely. I assuDe ?Wo’elyY is not her real naDe, but 
heyV who is AdaD Wong’iew to -udgeH 

I picm Wo’ely up and bring her bacm to Dy place. 3e hang 
out. I show her Dy scrapboom, and when she sees photos oT 
De as vcooby Soo, she says, ?Kh you—re an actorHY I say yeah. 
?2an I ha’e your autographH In case you e’er get TaDousHY

vhe lets De put Dy arD around her shoulder. I show her Dy 
clowns and she pretends not to be Treamed out. 3e talm. 3e 
get 2hinese deli’ered. I show her Dy S4Ss, and that I thinm 
actually iDpresses her. 3e watch The Big Lebowski. AndV 
well, she ?stays o’er.Y

!he ne1t DorningxI—ll ne’er Torget thisxWo’ely Dade it 
Teel  so norDal.  vo real.  Wime it  wasn—t all  -ust a business 
transaction. 

As I—D dri’ing her bacm to her place, I asm iT she wants to get 
lunch later. Wime, I really limed her, and Daybe this could beV

And Wo’ely said, ?vure.Y
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I drop her ok, and the rest oT the Dorning, I—D really e1cited. 
But then she te1ted, cancelling, Daming her e1cuses. 

And I—D not sure iT she was protecting De TroD DyselT or TroD 
her, or protecting herselT TroD De. Wime how oTten does she 
e1perience a client wanting to ?rescueY her, rightH I Telt burned, 
sure, but how oTten Dight she ha’e been burnedH
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The Worst Thing 
I've Ever Done

Scene 16

The carnival music creeps in, but slow and 
scratchy and distorted. Scott looks around, takes 
a sip of water. Something is wrong. Music fades.

It’s coming. The moment I might lose you. The moment I 
tell you the story of the worst thing I've ever done. And I’m 
gonna tell it to you not because I want your pity. Maybe a 
touch of understanding, sure, but I’m gonna tell you this 
story so you can witness the power of grace and forgiveness. 
Cuz there ain’t no peak without the valley, right? No rising 
dawn without the dark night of the soul.
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Fourteen years ago, I attempted suicide. Twice. But that’s 
not the worst thing I've ever done. Both times, I popped a 
bunch of pills, but then both times I also immediately went 
to someone and confessed. Got my stomach pumped or they 
gave me charcoal to bring it all up, y’know. 

See, it’s not that I didn’t want to live. I want to live. But I 
didn’t want to live this way anymore, outcast and alone. I 
remember thinking… everything I touch I break. Everything 
I say or do pisses someone o-. This neverDending, highDspeed 
merryDgoDround of loneliness… how do I get o- it? Besides, 
who’s gonna miss me? The jude may abide, but he’s Wust a 
plastic case, he’s not gonna miss me. Hhat’s one less hairy 
beast in this world? 

After my dad busted his ass to get me out of Wail, my parents 
brought me home to live with them. Velp me get reDgroundD
ed. Find my way back into some kind of life. But then, one 
night, I  realized I needed money. Because I needed some 
jRjs. I didn’t want to shoplift, but I had no money, and I 
needed more jRjs. 

—ip current. Tidal wave. Hhirlpool.

So I went into my dad’s closetPand this still is not the worst 
thing I've ever donePand I stole money from his wallet. xut 
it under my pillow. Haited for the morning so I could go see 
Eddie and get my 6O. 
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But my dad sni-ed it out. Confronted me over breakfast. I 
denied it. It got ugly. I confessed. And everything… broke. 

My parents kicked me out. I don’t blame them. I landed in 
some ratty motel, and my horror at my behavior… the pressure 
built up. There’s a symptom that many of us with mental illness 
su-er from. It’s called xressured Speech. Hhen our minds get 
to spinning, and our thoughts start to red line, and our feelings 
become volcanic, we 7ip into a manic mode. And the words 
vomit forth.

Music starts in again, creepy, unsettling. Scott 
snaps his fingers, but it has no effect on the music. 

He snaps and snaps and snaps. No effect.

And there’s no stopping it. —ound and round, no red lights, no 
brakes, no pit stops, same song on repeat. And whoever is in the 
passenger seat with us, whoever we are forcing to listen to all our 
pressured speech, all they can do is grab on to that oh shit handle 
and hang on for dear life.

Music intensifies. Scott snaps. No effect. Scott ac-
quiesces.

Lkay“
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Music out.

Lkay, here’s the worst thing I’ve ever done. After betraying my 
parents by stealing from them after they had gotten me out of 
Wail and given me safe haven… they’ve kicked me out, I’m festerD
ing in that 6lthy motel room… I call them. I get their answering 
machine. And with all the rage and shame at my disposal, I 
spewed torrents of pressured speech at them like a 6re hose. ”ike 
a dam bursting. Vere’s the gist of what I said.

SFX: an answering machine beeps. Then we hear 
Scott’s voice (pre-recorded). He sits and listens to 

himself along with us. It is unapologetically awful.

8I fucking hate you guys“ I hope you die. 9ou’re pieces of shit. As 
parents, you’re failures. 9ou don’t do this to your son, your own 
son. I’m sorry I was ever born. I’m sorry I was such an inconveD
nience. I loath you. 9ou disgust me. 9ou do not understand love 
or devotion. I hate you. I hate you. I hate youDI hate youDI hate 
you. I hate you. I hate youDI hate you. I hate youDI hate youDI 
hate youDI hate youDI hate you“0

Sound out.
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It went on like that for a while. 

After the tenth 8I hate you0 I realized I wasn’t saying it to my 
parents anymore. I was saying it to the world. (Scott gestures at 
the audience) To you.

We hear a loud and clear “I hate you-I hate you-I 
hate you!”

After the 6ftieth 8I hate you0 I realized I was now saying it to… 
god? The universe? Fate? Hhoever the dealer was for my shitty 
hand of cards. 

Again the answering machine message rings out: 
8I hate you-I hate you!”

And by the hundredth 8I hate you0 I realized I was saying it to 
myself. 

We hear a final “I hate you, Scottie! I hate you!”

So I hung up. 

And I didn’t see or speak to my parents for four years.
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It was after that phone call  I  tried to kill  myself the 6rst 
time. Because I couldn’t imagine coming back from that. 
And I’m not making eOcuses. The mental illness stu- is real, 
but I can’t grow if I don’t take responsibility for what I can 
and absolve everyone else for the actions I decided to take. 
Vonestly, that’s a big reason this show is even happening.

Hhile working on this show and talking with my parents, 
that voicemail came up. 9ou know what’s funny? To me, 
it’s  the worst thing I’ve ever done. It  looms huge in my 
memory as something unforgivable. But my parents don’t 
really remember it. For them, it was Wust part of all the chaos 
going on at that time. 

Those four years we didn’t communicate… I was lost. I felt 
worthless, and in my desperation for human contact, I let 
people take advantage of me. I did odd Wobs that paid in cash. 
”et drug dealers hide in my hole of an apartment. Lne even 
pulled a gun and threatened to shoot me if I didn’t drive him 
where he wanted to go and help him avoid the cops. It was 
all I could do Wust to survive.

My parents, meanwhilePand I didn’t know this till later, of 
coursePmy parents spent those four years going online and 
scouring police blotters to see if my name came up in reports. 
To see if I had been arrested again. To see if I was dead. Imagine 
that. jrinking your morning co-ee, not checking the scores of 
your favorite team or how the stock market is doing or what the 
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weather’s gonna be like that weekend. But holding your 
breath, hoping not to see your 6rstDborn son in some horriD
fying report. 

See, those of us with mental illness aren’t the only ones who 
su-er. Those who love us, and stand by us, and try to help us 
often su-er Wust as much. They certainly feel Wust as powerless. 
Their rip currents and tidal waves and whirlpools are Wust as 
inescapable. They drown in guilt, thinking it’s all their fault, 
when in fact assigning 8blame0 is a complete waste of time.

EOample. My mom once said she feels such guilt because she 
raised me as the child she wished she had rather than the child 
she actually had. But she was raising me at a time when our 
societal understanding of mental illness was nothing comD
pared to what it is now. Vow awful that she feels guilt simply 
for doing the best she could with what she knew. 

And then, one day, my parents came across my mug shot onD
line. Hashed out, worn out. I can’t even tell you what I’d been 
arrested for. They couldn’t take it anymore. For whatever 
reason, they needed me back in their lives. They found where 
I was living. And they put money into my account. My mom 
emailed me to let me know to look for it. I was staggered. I 
still am. I called her back right away, and as calmly as I could, 
asked, 8Hhy are you giving me money?0 I don’t remember 
what she said, but I remember how her words felt. They were 
full of compassion. And pain. And love. 
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And it struck me… oh my god. It’s not Wust that for four years 
I’ve been without them. They truly feel like they’ve been withD
out me. 

They helped me move back close to them. Velped me pull 
my life together, again. I wouldn’t be up here tonight without 
them.

jon’t get me wrong, though. It’s not all sunshine and lollipops 
and rainbows now. There are days I get so frustrated with them 
because, through no fault of their own, they don’t fully underD
stand what I’m going through. They can’t, right? And there are 
days when I know I push their grace and patience to the limit. 

But the sun goes down, the sun comes up, and we try again.
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The Best Story I 
Know
Scene 17

And that’s all we can do, isn’t it? Because all of us… we all have 
days that are tough. 

And I’m talking to all of you now, even you neurotypicals. We 
all have days when we feel totally, absolutely, utterly, hopelessly 
alone. Days when all we want to do is put that armor on. 

Scott does the arm-pulling-in gesture.

Days when taking a risk (Scott raises his hand) feels laughable, 
ridiculous, impossible.

When those days come—and they will, no matter what meds 
or therapy or support structures you have in place,  those 
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days when you feel  isolated and cut oM, those days when 
Nr. -otCqhuck -orris has you in a headlock and it’s like 
you’re the only one going through hell, oh yes, those days will 
come—when they do, I want you to remember something.

I want you to remember that each and every one of you, in your 
own uniYue and special way…

Lou’re all clowns. Sike me.

Don’t believe me? Sook around. (House lights come up.) TeriC
ously, look at the clowns on either side of you. Leah, go ahead, 
look at them. Sook at the people in front of you and behind you. 
Rhey’re clowns, too. Nake eye contact, wave hello. Rhey won’t 
bite. (Scott points at someone in the audience) Well, she might. 
But look at them. And remember them. 

Sook at this clown on his phone still trying to pull up Backpage 
dot com. !emember himE 

-ow look at me. 4yes up here. 

Look at me. And remember me.

Lights begin to tighten, gently, until the only ele-
ments illuminated are Scott and the clowns.

I’m Tcott 4hrenpreis. Rhe honest man. 
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Rhat’s 4CPC!C4C-C'C!C4CICT. But wexre friends now. qall me 
Tcottie.

!emember that I am not my diagnosis. -o one is.

!emember that I am not disabled. I am diMerently abled. I’m an 
actor.

I’m a son. And a brother. 

I love movies. 

I have really clean 5oors, and I did karate as a kid. 

I am hairy everywhere eOcept on my head, and my porn star 
name is Adam Songview. 

I have a cool collection of antiYue clowns, and I am touched... 
by the divine.

And I have one more story to tell you. It’s the one I promised 
you back at the beginning, the best story I know. It’s only four 
words long, so listen close.

Scott looks the audience right in the eye.

Lou…

… are not…
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… alone.

Scott pulls out his red nose, puts it on, and again 
looks the audience right in the eye.

!emember.

We…

… are not alone.

Blackout.

4-D 9: 'SAL
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Curtain Call and Talkback

In the blackout, music starts for bows. “Everybody 
Loves a Clown” by Gary Lewis & the Playboys. 
Suggested pick-up: right on the lyric “Everybody 

loves a clown, so why can’t you?”

Lights up. Scott bows a couple times. He suddenly 
gestures: wait wait, one sec! He rushes to the small 
suitcase and pulls out a handful of clown noses. He 
tosses them into the front rows, like Elvis slinging 
his scarves. Scott bows again, music fades, and he 

gestures for silence.

Thank you! Thank you so much for coming. We're gonna take 
a quick 3-minute break to get set up for our talkback, and I 
hope you stick around to keep the conversation going, ask your 
questions, share your stories. 
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And if you didn’t catch a clown nose, never fear! We have noses 
available for you out in the lobby as you leave, for the low low 
price of whatever you feel like donating. All donations tonight 
will be going to support NAMI (or whichever organization is 
sponsoring that night), and once you grab your nose I hope you’ll 
put it on, take a selSe in front of the Clowns Like Me banner, and 
post it to your various networks, tagging us at hashtag-Clowns 
Like Me.

Thank you again for being here tonight. Now I’m gonna go 
wash my face, maybe 8wi*er the bathroom, and I’ll see you back 
here in three minutes! 

Scott bops off-stage and “Everybody Loves a 
Clown” plays to cover as the audience hangs out 
and stage management sets up chairs and a mic 

for the talkback participants.
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J CSE�� EESE is an award-winning 
actor, director, improviser, playwright, 
and teacher, as well as a best-selling au-
thor and publisher. He holds an MFA 
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As an actor, Jason has portrayed everything from a rapping di-
nosaur to a robot and from a hitman to Hamlet. He has written 
plays about Stevie Wonder and J. R. R. Tolkien, directed plays 
about hiccuping dragons and foul-mouthed puppets, and once 
while improvising he was attacked by a stage light. 

He lives in Florida just a holler from the Gulf with his partner 
Rebecca and their two silly pups, Gaia and Odin. He makes a 
killer key lime pie and runs lots of 10Ks and half-marathons.

Jason believes storytelling in all its forms—whether seen on the 
stage or read on the page—has the power not only to entertain 
but also to comfort, provoke, and inspire us to be better hu-
mans.

If you enjoyed CLOWNS LIKE ME, please consider leaving a 
review. They are super helpful!
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Jason is also available as a workshop leader, story coach, editor, 
teacher, speaker, emcee, and even wedding oVciant. 

Uisit Jason at jason-cannon.com and check out his books at 
ibis-books.com.
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