You Pooped On What? 1.0
 By: Dr. M. Shane Heard
 
Note about script:   	
1. Overall Meaning to World:        	We never know that the job we do not want might be the job we need.
2. Overall Meaning to Self:            	We find happiness in the strangest places.
3. Overall Meaning to Judge:         	We find happiness in the strangest places.
 
Note about the Character:              	
1. Stella:                                       	Is a typical rich kid. Think Clueless. She definitely has the voice of a Valley Girl!
2. Cindy:                                       	Snot-nosed girl, snorts alot, blows nose alot.
3. Chad:                                        	Doopy, dumb kid, poops on everything
 
Note about the Language:		I try, as I always do, to make the character as real as possible. Sadly, foul language 
seems to make most characters more “believable.” If, however, you want to cut or slightly change the language to be more“audience-friendly” (depending on your venue), go for it! Offer the alterations back to me in the form of a
revision for approval and publication.  Doc. H.
 We begin:
 
Stella: (Is a typical rich kid. Think Clueless. She definitely has the voice of a Valley Girl!)
 
(Tidying up her classroom).
So like, when my mother and father told me one day a few years after high school, that I needed to either A. Go to College. B. Get a job and move out. ORRRR C. Go join a convent….I chose going to college.
 
Looking back….being a nun might have been a better choice!
 
(pointing to the floor) Excuse me, can you move a sec? You are standing on Lucy’s artwork. (Snappy) No, I am not sure why it isn’t in her cubby. Who the freak knows.
 
(picks up Artwork, looking at it).
 
“Artwork.” That is definitely a stretch. I was actually pretty good at art. And since my plan to marry a cute, rich, highly successful man directly out of high school wasn't panning out…when I was “forced” to go to college by my parents, I thought: “Yeah, artist. I can study to be an artist. How hard can that be?” Artists don’t work at all. They just sit around and paint, draw pictures of fruit and naked people…”
 
Turns out, I was wrong. Becoming an artist is not only hard but is certainly does not pay well…and well…a girl has to eat…and no Prince Charming yet, so my counselor suggested I become an ART TEACHER. So here I am… six years later, with a four-year degree and “Teaching” Elementary kids ART.
 
Yeah, teaching art. That is laugh. (hears a bell in the hallway)
 
Oh damn…damn…damn…damn…They are coming. Dear God, they are about to come into my room..AGAIN…
 
I do not know if you know this, but nothing is scarier than a room full of Kindergarteners.  Fighting terrorists...no problem, they can be reasoned with. Fighting Fires…bring it on! What’s a little smoke and heat…Not even being a Rattle Snake Wrangler could be a scary as a room full of snotty, loud, rude, entitled, messy, smelly, always wanting to touch my leg, touch my face, my arms, my hair, ALL WAYS WANTING A HUG….Ms. Feeler…”I pooped my pants,” KIDS!
 
Nothing. I have to get out of here….Oh dear God in Heaven here they come!!!….
 
INTRODUCTION
                    	
Stella: Now class…um….settle down…um…quite please….SHUT UPPPPPPP!
 
Cindy: Ms. Della (sniffy and snortin)
 
Stella: Stella
 
Cindy:        	Sowry…(blows nose)..Ms. Stella…you shouldn’t yell at a kid…
 
Stella: Oh no, Cindy, I am so sorry….I should not have yelled…
 
Cindy: Ms. Pella..
 
Stella: Stella
 
Cindy: Ms. Stella….I'm so sad today…and your yelling..
 
Stella: I am sorry I yelled… Why are you sad today Cindy.
 
Cindy: Because Ms. Kella
 
Stella: Stella
 
Cindy: Ms. Stella…because…because..My Dad
 
Chad: Ms. Stella
 
Stella: (Shouting) I SAID HANG ON, CHAD!
 
Cindy: (Crying again) You shouted again
 
Stella: I am sorry I shouted again. So sorry…what about your dad, dear?
 
Cindy: My dad left my mommy today…And he yelled SHUT UP as he ran out of the house.
 
Stella: Oh dear…that is so sad….I am so sorry, Cindy…One time I… Wait…what is that smell
 
Chad: Sorry….
 
Stella: What do you mean (mocking) “Sorry”
 
Chad: That smell is me.
 
Stella: Dear God,  did you?
 
Chad: Pooped my pants again, yeah.
 
Stella: But why didn’t you tell me?... Oh, you were trying to tell me..
 
Cindy: Ms. Rella
 
Stella: Stella dear, hang on
 
Cindy: Ms. Stella, what did you mean: “One time.”
 
Stella: One time what? Hang on, Cindy…Now, Chad, we have talked about…
 
Chad: Ms. Stella, there is more?
 
Stella: More what?
 
Chad: More poop…
 
Stella: Oh Baby Jesus, more poop?
 
Chad: Yes.
 
Cindy: You said, “One time, I”  what did you mean
 
Stella: What, Cindy? Oh yeah, one time I had a man that I loved very much, and he left me, so I am sure you
mom is sad, but it will be ok. I am sure your dad will come back. Now, Chad, more poop where exactly? In your pants?
 
Chad: (Smiling, shakes his head no and then points) It’s on the Mr Reading Time Mat!
 
Stella: On the Book Time Matt? Dear God in Heaven..how the H….Heck..did it get on the Mr. Reading Time Mat?
 
Cindy: Ms. Bella.
 
Stella: STELLA, sorry. Stella
 
Cindy: Ms. Stella, did he come back?
 
Stella: Who?
 
Cindy: The guy you love, did he come back?
 
Stella: No, he did not. He went to marry some flussy from across town. They now live is a big house on the hill, and they had a child who would be about your age…Now Chad..
 
Cindy: (Starting to cry again), But if he did not come back, MyDAD will not come back.
 
Stella: He will come back. My man did not come back, but your Dad will.
 
Cindy: What was his name?
 
Stella: Ronald…Ronald Kalwaski. He came from a very wealthy family that owns banks. Now go grab a book for Reading Time. READING TIME, EVERYONE!
 
Chad: I don’t think that is a good idea, Ms. Stella?
 
Stella: Why the Fu…Funkery, not Chad?  Oh yeah…Poop on the Mr. Reading Time Mat. EVERYONE, just get a book from the Reading Wonderland Book Shelf and go back to your desk.


Chad: Ms. Stella…
 
Stella: Hang on Chad…
 
Cindy: Ms. Stella…
 
Stella: Oh good job with my name, Cindy, but hang on…Yes, EVERYONE, I know we always read Mr. Reading Time Mat, but it is…uh…not sleeping now…
 
Chad: Ms. Stella…
 
Stella: Hang on Chad…
 
Cindy: Hang on Cindy.. No..NO…NO we are is not Nap time yet… READ…Reading time.. (evil voice) GRAB a book…Go to your desk…right…now… (deep breath)...what were you saying, Cindy?
 
Chad: Ms. Stella…
 
Stella: FOR THE LOVE OF THINGS PURE AND GOOD, HANG ON CHAD! Now, Cindy, what?
 
Cindy: The Principal is on the classroom phone for you.
 
Stella: Oh. I didn’t even hear it ring. (walking to the Phone) Hello, Ms. Highersmidt. Yes, Ms. Highersmidt I remember parent-teacher conferences are tonight. Is a parent here early? Why? Oh, he can not come tonight because he and his wife are leaving for Europe. Find. Send him to my room. Issues? Nope. No issues in my room. Thank you. Wait, what was his name…Ronald? Ronald what? You kidding me….Ronald Kalwaski…Perfect…That is just perfect…
 
Chad: Ms. Stella
 
Stella: Yes, Chad….
 
Chad: I also got poop on the Reading Wonderland Book Shelf and all the kids have poop in thier hands and their…
 
Stella: Of course they do
 
Cindy: Ms. Rella
 
Stella: There is a man at the door asking for you…he is very handsome and wearing a suit….
Stella
 
Stella: Perfect. Can this day get any worse.
 
Cindy: Oh, and Ms. Zella


Stella: Yes, Cindy?
 
Cindy: Chad answered the phone
 
Stella: (looking at phone) Ewwww
 


