Keeping up
with Jones
Don’t let her sterling Hollywood pedigree fool you. Actress,
graphic-novelist, and burgeoning screenwriter Rashida Jones is
a breed apart from the Hiltons and Kardashians she grew up with.
Here, the Parks and Recreation star talks about her parents, Paris,
and her plans for a future that just keeps getting brighter
By Lisa Butterworth • photographed by emily shur

“B

lind date. What do you
think? Should I go on one?”
Actress Rashida Jones is on her
BlackBerry, flipping through emails,
one of which has prompted her to
ask this question. “I have to, right?”
she exclaims. “It’s not like I have
time to meet anyone!” As far as her
busy schedule goes, she certainly
has a point. Her BUST cover shoot
and interview are consuming her
Sunday, and she spent the night
before at Meltdown Comics, an
enormous comic-book shop in Hollywood, doing a signing for the new
graphic novel she just wrote (more
on that later). Tomorrow, she’ll be
back on the set of Parks and Recreation, the Amy Poehler–led TV
comedy she stars in, and the following week she’ll be off in the wilds
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of Canada, shooting her upcoming
film The Big Year with Jack Black
and Owen Wilson. “That’s a pretty
good excuse if it doesn’t go well,
right? ‘Oh, sorry I didn’t get back to
you, I was in the Yukon,’” she jokes,
breaking into a wide grin. “‘No service in the Yukon!’” On one hand, it’s
hard to imagine the drop-dead gorgeous 34-year-old on an awkward
first date, but on the other hand, it
isn’t. ’Cause here’s the thing about
Rashida Jones: not only is she dynamic, grounded, and instantly likable, but she’s also just as real as the
characters she plays.
As Dunder-Mifflin employee
Karen Filippelli on The Office, Paul
Rudd’s fiancée Zooey in the bromance I Love You, Man, and nurse
Ann Perkins on Parks and Recre-

ation, Jones is a refreshing dose of
authenticity on both television and
the silver screen. In a sea of caricatures and female stereotypes, she
lands roles that feel genuine. The
women she plays are smart and witty, with just enough goofy to bring
them down to earth. Actually, they
are a lot like her. “There are people
who are brilliant at interpreting
characters, and that’s not really my
forte,” she says. “The thing that I’m
the best at is being me, but it is really hard to find those parts.”
Jones has an easy affability
about her, and her enthusiasm is
contagious, whether she’s talking
excitedly about working with director David Fincher on the upcoming
Facebook movie The Social Network (“He is a badass!”) or recalling
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the wonders of bacon, which the current
vegetarian dubs “the good fuck” of meat.
From the moment we meet before the
photo shoot—at a French café minutes
from her west L.A. home—she exudes
an energetic warmth and openness, as if
we’re already friends; when she suggests
we split the French toast in addition to
what we’re ordering so we don’t have to
decide between sweet and savory, I almost forget that we aren’t. I wait until
the server takes our order before handing her the issue of BUST featuring She
& Him on the cover. After telling me how
great she thinks Zooey Deschanel is—a
good sentiment to have, since she’ll be
playing her lesbian lover in the upcoming comedy My Idiot Brother—she puts
her hand on the cover and says, “I love
this magazine.” In fact, she tells me, it
was her Parks and Rec co-star and two-

the CIA—in other words, someone girls
can look up to. “I try to connect it directly to what I see as the problem with role
models today. Which is that the young
women who little girls see now in the
press don’t have jobs. Their job is to be
famous, whether it’s leaving the house
without underwear or having a meltdown at a gas station or leaving a club
because they got into a huge fight with
their boyfriend,” she says between bites
of tofu scramble. “I understand that this
kind of salaciousness is why people have
always been attracted to public figures.
But the fundamental problem is that
these celebrities don’t have anything
that they love. They’re not famous because they’re passionate about something. And I think that’s really dangerous for an entire generation of little girls
who are looking up to them.”

was like, ‘Why is that happening? Why
does anybody care?’ She was like a human Barbie doll,” says Jones, gesticulating with a piece of toast. “To be honest, I
feel like she may have more control over
her public image than people think. She
always looks exactly the way she wants
to look. She’s always holding exactly the
guy’s hand that she wants to be holding.
She has a plan. And I like that sense of
empowerment, but I still think the message—which is ‘run around the world
with a cute dog and designer purses and
just be awesome’—is really bad.”
With Frenemy of the State, Jones
takes the idea of a famous, shallow socialite and adds layers of intellect, independence, and intrigue while thrusting her into life-threatening situations.
“I’m very new to this world,” she says of
her foray into comics. That may be, but

“The problem with role models today is that the young
women who little girls see now in the press don’t have jobs.
Their job is to be famous, whether it’s leaving the house
without underwear or having a meltdown at a gas station.”
time BUST cover girl Amy Poehler who
introduced it to her. “Amy’s a perfect
model for this magazine,” Jones says.
“She’s a quiet feminist, in action, in living. But it’s also an active, conscious
pursuit for her. She’s kind of a hero but
has total humility about it.”
It’s interesting that Jones would
describe Poehler this way, because the
same thing could be said about her. She’s
not just boosting the visibility of wellrounded women in pop culture by portraying them on camera, but with the
aforementioned graphic novel she created, Jones is also making her mark in an
industry nearly devoid of women writers. Fed up with the lack of decent role
models for young women, Jones created
and co-wrote Frenemy of the State, a
comic centered on the character Ariana
Von Holmberg, a young heiress who becomes a brainy, ass-kicking member of

The comic lampoons the vapidity
of celebrity culture, and if it seems like
Ariana bears a striking similarity to Paris Hilton, well, that’s no mistake. “I have
this fantasy that maybe Paris Hilton has
a secret intellectual life,” Jones says
with a skeptical squint. “Like, when she
goes home, she journals and is like, ‘Day
804: my anthropological study is going
as planned. Everybody’s bought into the
persona. Step 10…’ as if she has control
and is doing this sort of experiment.
That’s probably not true, though.”
Perhaps the rise of fame for fame’s
sake is particularly irksome to Jones
because she’s witnessed its unfortunate
flourish firsthand: the Los Angeles native used to ride the school bus with Paris and Nikki Hilton and the Kardashian
sisters, who epitomize the phenomenon
that gets her so riled up. “I remember
when I first saw Paris [get famous] I

Jones has at least one famous fan. “Matt
Groening came to the signing last night,”
she says, wide-eyed. “I almost had a panic attack.”
It’s funny to imagine Jones getting flustered autographing a comic for
the Simpsons creator, especially considering her star-studded upbringing.
Though she’s the complete opposite of
her tabloid-fodder former busmates, she
still had a Hollywood adolescence. Her
father is legendary music mogul Quincy
Jones, who’s best known for producing
Michael Jackson’s Thriller. Her mother is the stunningly beautiful actress
Peggy Lipton, from the late-’60s series
The Mod Squad and more recently from
David Lynch’s cult-classic show Twin
Peaks. With parents like these, visits
from Steven Spielberg, getting nipped
by Michael Jackson’s chimp Bubbles at
Neverland Ranch, and having LL Cool J
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perform at your 16th-birthday party are
totally normal adolescent experiences.
Which makes Jones’ grounded attitude
even more impressive. “People assume
that I came to success in a really easy
way, and it’s not true,” she says. “I wasn’t
handed everything.”
The African-American genes on her
dad’s side and Eastern European roots
on her mother’s are what give Jones her
remarkable looks: flawless olive skin, a
sprinkling of freckles across her nose,
and sparkling hazel eyes. But being biracial hasn’t always been easy for her. She’s
been told she’s too black for Caucasian
roles and too white for African-American roles. In 1994, she even sent an open
letter to Tupac Shakur lambasting him
for ranting against Quincy Jones in an
interview for marrying a white woman.
These days, however, she can’t resist
cracking a joke about her background.
Snacking at the photo shoot, she holds

she’s quick to say, “I didn’t! I still don’t!”
Voted Most Likely to Succeed in high
school, she went to Harvard, from which
she graduated with a degree in philosophy and comparative religion. “I’ve tried
to quit acting several times,” she says.
“There were lulls where I couldn’t get a
part. And I wasn’t bummed. I was actually OK with it and thought it was time
to go back to school, maybe for public
policy or law. I still might.”
But there aren’t any lulls now. With a
television show and three movies in the
works, that career in law will just have
to wait. Especially when her current job
is so damn fun. “Everybody’s so happy
to be there,” she says of the cast of Parks
and Recreation. “Everybody wants the
show to be good and to make each other
laugh. With maybe the exception of Aziz
[Ansari], who cracks himself up so much
that he can’t get a take.” Though playing
the sweet and practical Ann will bring

to get mouth-to-mouth resuscitation
from him. Then Rip Torn got fired, so I
had to do all of that lovely sex play again
with Robert Loggia.” When I ask if that
was when she wanted to quit acting,
she laughs. “That was one of the many
times,” she replies. “I was like, ‘When do
I get to kiss cute guys? When do I not get
mouthed on by senior citizens? When
does that happen?’”
When I suggest that perhaps her
time has come, since the season finale
of Parks and Recreation had her locking lips with ’80s heartthrob Rob Lowe,
she slams a hand down on the table and
exclaims, “Oh, my God, are you kidding
me? Are you kidding me?” to emphasize
her appreciation of such good fortune.
“I made my sister come to set that day,”
she says. “I was like, ‘You need to be
there.’ That’s a completion of childhood
right there.”
Still, simply being in front of the

up a cream-filled sandwich cookie that’s
chocolate on one side and vanilla on the
other. “Look! It’s like me! Except it’s
white on the inside. I’m definitely black
on the inside,” she says resolutely, before
popping it in her mouth.
Though her parents split when Jones
was 10, the breakup was amicable, and
she’s incredibly close with both of them
(as well as with her sister, whom she
says is her best friend, and with her five
half-siblings). “Both my parents have always been unconditionally supportive of
me in whatever I wanted to do. It almost
makes me want to cry,” she says, glancing up as her eyes briefly well with tears.
“But they really have. And I know that’s
not true for everybody.”
Whatever it was Jones wanted to
do, it hasn’t always been acting. When
I ask how she knew that being in front
of a camera was the right path for her,
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Jones back into households on a weekly
basis when the show starts up again
mid-season, it was her role as Karen on
The Office that introduced her into the
pop-culture consciousness, albeit not in
the most positive light. Jones joined the
show as the other woman, a romantic
hurdle between office almost-lovebirds
Jim and Pam, but she’s one of the few actresses who could tackle that role with
enough wit and vulnerability to win over
even die-hard Pam fans.
While it makes perfect sense that
Jones has found her niche playing the
likable, relatable gal, it hasn’t always
been that way. “My first job was on
this pilot Second Opinion, and I played
a crackhead who shoved drugs up her
hum-hmm,” she says, arching her eyebrows and miming a stuffing motion.
“Then my character had the drugs taken
out by Rip Torn, had a seizure, and had

camera isn’t enough for Jones. These
days, the actress and graphic novelist
can also add screenwriter to her résumé.
Her writing partner is friend and fellow actor Will McCormack. Together,
they’re tackling their third script, and
a screen adaptation of Frenemy of the
State is on deck. “One day, Will and I sat
down and said, ‘Let’s just write every
day until we’re done with a screenplay,
and if it sucks, we won’t show it to anybody.’ Along the way, we discovered that
we’re actually pretty good at dialogue
and storytelling,” she says with inspiring
effusiveness. “All of a sudden, I have this
new career. It’s so weird and so crazy
and so awesome!”
As great as she is on-screen, Jones is
exactly the kind of gal we need working
behind the scenes, writing strong roles
for women and infusing the industry
with her own brand of feminism—some-
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“My first job was on this pilot Second Opinion, and I played
a crackhead who shoved drugs up her hum-hmm.”

thing she says she’s been thinking about
a lot lately. “We’ve come so far. We can
do everything, and we can do everything
well. We can nurture and be independent
and be working moms and have jobs. We
can freeze our eggs, be gay, adopt. There
are so many options, and because we’ve
survived and flourished, we’ve kind of
left guys in the dust a little bit, which is
definitely their fault. They haven’t grown
in the same way we have. I feel like now
it’s our responsibility to let them have a
place in our lives, because the way things
are, they don’t know how to fit in.” In a
nutshell, she’s described one of the major problems contemporary feminists

face: the problem of “having it all” and
having to juggle relationships now that
the rules have changed. “It used to be, ‘I
don’t need a man,’” she says. “And now
it’s like, ‘I don’t need a man, but I’d like
one, and let me find a way to integrate
that into the rest of my life. Feminism
now is a little more feminine, so let’s
reclaim it,” she says. “It’s beautiful to be
feminine. It’s great to be feminine.”
But for Jones, being feminine isn’t
mutually exclusive with getting shit
done. At the photo shoot, even as her
hair is being coiffed and her eyes made
up, she’s taking care of business. McCormack, her writing partner, drops by

the shoot, and as the makeup artist lines
her lids, the two bounce ideas off each
other about where a chunk of dialogue
should be set. She lights up as they chat,
and then her phone rings. Although she’s
graciously ignored every other call so
far, this time she answers. “Hi, Dad!” she
says excitedly, before telling him that
she’s in the middle of a photo shoot and
will call him back. “Aww, he’s so cute. He
said, ‘I miss you, I love you, enjoy your
life,’” she says, impersonating his voice.
“And he meant it!” Quincy Jones, if
you’re reading this, you have nothing to
worry about. Your daughter has clearly
taken your advice to heart. B
// BUST / 51

