
EXPERIENCE NOT NECESSARY 

 

An bright, fresh Recruiting agency. It is spacious with 3 large tables. A consultant sits behind 

each one. They are all hard at work. A man enters the office and approaches the receptionists 

desk. 

 

Andy: Hi. I’ve come in to find out if you’ve got any work available.  

 

Jane: Full time or temporary? 

 

Man: I’m pretty easy going really.  

 

Jane: Okay. Well if you want to take a seat for the moment, Jeff out Temporary Advisor 

should be along to help you out. 

 

Andy: Thanks. 

 

Andy takes a seat. He sees a Water Machine for drinking next to him. He goes to get himself 

a drink but sees that the water is murky so decides to leave it. Sitting down again, he looks 

round the room and sees the usual ‘inspirational’ pictures about achievement, success, 

motivation, the joy of working. A shadow falls on him. It is Jeff. 

 

Jeff: Hi there. Nice to meet you. And you are? 

 

Andy: Andy Bainbridge. 

 

They shake hands and walk over to the table. 

 

Jeff: Ah yes. You’re registered with us aren’t you? 

 

Andy: Well, I came in and registered with you a few weeks ago but I just dashed in and out - 

didn’t have the chance for a proper chat. 

 

Jeff: Well, we’ve got time for one now. 

 

They both laugh and sit down.  

 

Jeff: So tell me, Andy, what kind of work are you interested in? 

 

Andy: Well I’ve done a lot of work with computers so that kind of area. Secretarial, 

receptionist, data entry, even Call Centre work... 

 

Jeff: The Sweat Houses of the 21st Century... 

 

Andy: I know. I’m not too keen on that. 

 

Jeff: Neither are we. That’s why we don’t deal with them. OK. Well I’ve got a pretty good 

idea of what you’re looking for. Let me just have a look on the computer to see what we’ve 

got. 

 



He taps a few keys and loads up some information. 

 

Jeff: Did you have a nice weekend? 

 

Andy: Yeah. Not bad thanks. 

 

Jeff: Good. Good. 

 

He examines the screen. 

 

Jeff: Let’s see what we’ve got here. Ah. Now you might be interested in this. We need 

someone to scrape the dog shit out of old men’s shoes. 

 

Andy: Sorry? 

 

Jeff: It’s down at the greyhound track. They’re a good bunch. It’s four hours a night, and 

what they do is they put you in this basement and kick their shoes off when they’ve finished 

cleaning the circuit. You can appreciate that they’re a bit grotty so your role will be to clean 

them up. It says here ‘Must have pride in the work that they do. Water will be provided every 

two hours though if he/she could bring there own toothbrush to clean with then that would be 

appreciated. Experience not necessary’. So what do you think? 

 

Andy: Well... 

 

Jeff: It is paying £3.70 per hour and you can wear your own clothes. 

 

Andy: I just don’t think it’s me. 

 

Jeff: Well have a think. Money is money Andy - we can’t always be picky. 

 

Pause 

 

Andy: What else have you got? 

 

Jeff: Let’s see. Working for the council? 

 

Andy: Doing what? 

 

Jeff: They need someone to act as a Lollipop. 

 

Andy: What?!? 

 

Jeff: For the Lollipop Lady. She’ll hold you to stop oncoming traffic. Good benefits and 

uniform provided. 

 

Andy: No. 

 

Jeff: She is single. 

 

Andy: No! 



 

Pause as Jeff looks at more vacancies. 

 

Jeff: Loo brush holder? 

 

Andy: No. 

 

Jeff: Tin foil chewer? 

 

Andy: No. 

 

Jeff: Why? Do you have fillings? 

 

Andy: No…Yes…So what! 

 

Jeff: Dangleberry Wiper? 

 

Andy: What’s that? 

 

Jeff: Cleaning the matted shit off a Wrestler’s arsehole... 

 

Andy: Fuck off! 

 

Jeff: He is a Pro. 

 

Andy: No way!!! Are you taking the piss?!? 

 

Jeff: How about McDonalds? 

 

Andy: (Getting up to leave) Now you really are taking the piss... 

 

Jeff: Well, I’m sorry Andy but it looks like we can’t help you, and with the dismissive 

attitude that you have I don’t think many other agencies will either. 

 

Andy: Now look here... 

 

Jeff: (SHOUTING OUT) Tom!  

 

Tom: Yup? 

 

Jeff: Have you got anything in Permanent? 

 

Tom: Just the one position, but we can never seem to fill it. It’s too...hardcore for most 

people. 

 

Andy’s ears prick up. There is a heavy pause. 

 

Andy: Yeah? What is it? 

 

There is a silence in the room. 



 

Tom: We have a client who requires a special service. Who works in a special industry. 

 

Andy: Yeah? 

 

Silence 

 

Jane: I’ll go and make the tea. 

 

They wait for her to leave. 

 

Andy: Come on then, what is it? 

 

Tom: Now you don’t have to take this if you don’t want to... 

 

Andy: Just tell me for Christ’s sake! 

 

Pause 

 

Tom: We need someone to suck white wee-wee from a Pornstar’s condoms.  

 

Silence 

 

Tom: It is minimum wage…and you will be working in the porno industry. 

 

Pause as Tom waits for a reaction. 

 

Andy: Lunch break? 

 

Tom: One hour. 

 

Pause 

 

Andy: Uniform? 

 

Tom: Wear what you want. But no jeans. 

 

Pause 

 

Andy: Starting? 

 

Tom: Tomorrow. 

 

He thinks. Then, suddenly:  

 

Andy: I’m your man! 

 

ALL: Excellent 

 

Jeff: Great! Well we’ll sign documents and all that stuff later but let’s have bit of fun first. He 



wants us to do some training with you so ‘come’ this way and I’ll set it up for you... 

 

They all laugh at his joke. As they walk towards the exit Andy stops. 

 

Andy: One point of interest. Why does he need someone to do this? 

 

Jeff: Member of the Green Party. Recycling. 

 

Andy: Ah. Gotcha. 

 

They walk towards the exit where Jane is standing in the doorway. She holds a can of squirty 

cream and a condom. They leave the room and the office returns back to normal.  

 

End 
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