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(Vinny enters, talking fast.)
VINNY: So, listen here. I grew up in Queens, south of 75th St., ya know, north of the Bronx, and west of Philly. Awright, awright. Yeah, I'm from Joisey. Yeah, dat's New Jersey for all y'all cow folks, but I swear on my livin' mudda's grave, if youse tell anyone, you'll be wearin' concrete shoes and goin' for a swim in da Big Ole Muddy Missouri River.
VINNY: Nah, I'm just messin' witcha. I'm proud of where I come from. I loved livin' dere. Da noise, da hustle, even da smog, always somethin' goin' on, ya know what I mean?
VINNY: Not like here. Here youse live a life slower than sittin' in church on a Sunday when da Mets are playin'. Sorry, I will translate.
(Southern.)
VINNY: You all live a very normal productive life here in the Midwest. God bless your little hearts!
(Back to Jersey.)
VINNY: Where is here? I currently hang my sneakers in Beefee, Missouri, but da locals call it Misery, like a bad day, get it?
(He laughs, then regains composure.)
VINNY: Shut up. It wasn't dat funny. How'd I get here? Fuggedaboutit.
(Turns to leave. Comes back.)
VINNY: Damn, youse is a nosey bunch, ain'tcha? Awright, awright. I'll tell ya. Back home, I got myself in a little financial sitcheeation. I bet on a sure horse dat was, well, turns out, not SO sure, and now I owe a lotta dough to da kind of people you don't wanna end up owin' dough to, ya get me? Real Wise Guys stuff. Broken knees and dirt naps kinda people.
VINNY: So I had to slip outta town real quiet-like until I can get some scratch together. And da only job I could find was dis crappy job as a janitor at da local high school.
(Suddenly serious.)
VINNY: I thought living in Joisey was scary sometimes, but hey, c'mon, lemme tell ya somethin'. Nuttin'—and I mean nuttin'—in da crappiest part of Brooklyn, Joisey, or Philly coulda prepared me for da horror dat comes wit' bein' a janitor. I tell ya, dis place is... Oh, hell no…
Intro: Every single person on the planet has a unique job, lifestyle, and background. Some may be lower class and some may be upper class. But no matter what may be different about us, it’s the janitors who help keep the world spinning. Janitors make up only 1.5% of jobs in America. But without them, we would not have the same sanitation as we would with them. Whether a janitor is rich or poor, tall or short, wrong or right. You should always treat janitors with respect. But if said janitor is from New Jersey… Oh Hell No, by Doctor M Shane Heard
PRINCIPAL HORGDOFFER
HORGDOFFER: Vinny, I need that mess cleaned up now.
VINNY: Fuggedaboutit.
HORGDOFFER: I don't want to forget about it. It is important.
VINNY: No, ma'am, I mean I will do it right away, so you can 'Fuggedaboutit.'
HORGDOFFER: I don't want to 'Fuggedaboutit.' Get ME! I'm watching you, Vinny. Always watching.
(She laughs maniacally and exits.)
VINNY: Yes, Mrs. Horgdoffer. I'll get it cleaned right away, BOSS.
(To audience.)
VINNY: Oh, hell no.
UNO: TEACHERS ARE THE WORST
VINNY: They think they are so much better than us 'working folks.' Crap, here comes the German teacher, Mr. Firps.
VINNY: Hey! I'm moppin' here!
MR. FIRPS: I do beg ze pardon. I did not see you zer, Herr Benny.
VINNY: Vinny.
MR. FIRPS: Renny, I was reading from the great German philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche.
VINNY: While you're walking down the hall?
MR. FIRPS: Yes, Vinny. When one's life involves more than ze mop, when one lives at ze higher level of zinking, his time is too valuable to not use every moment of it. I am always zinking of ways to keep my mind top shape. You should try it. Good day.
(Firps exits.)
VINNY: Oh, hell no. And they say I talk funny.
DOS: THE RELATIONSHIPS…
VINNY: I’m not one to judge relationships, but come on! I’m walking down da hall, minding my own beesness and I hear something wet…I figure I have to clean something but when I look over…
VINNY: DEAR GAWD!
VINNY: THERE, RIGHT THERE WERE TWO KIDS JUST SMOOCHIN IN THE HALL. 
VINNY: Hey! Quit doing that in the hall!
KID: HE DOESN’T WANT YOU
OTHER KID: YEAH I DON’T WANT YOU
VINNY: Oh hello N-
INTERCOM: Can janitor Vinny come to the lunch room for a spill…Thanks…
VINNY: Did you hear her?...I might have a little itty bitty crush on the office lady, Gertrude…Her voice is so gravely and deep. So …Purr… Maybe we could…HOLD HANDS! 

TRES: THE KIDS ARE A MESS
VINNY: One day I'm minding my own business, just got done moppin' this very floor.
(Indicates floor; dances with mop, dips it, hugs it, kisses it.)
VINNY: It was BEAUT-I-FUL! The floor. I meant the floor was beautiful, not the mop. Who in their right mind could think a mop was—
(Moves on.)
VINNY: Anyway, da floor shined like the bald man's head. I was leanin' on my mop admiring my handiwork, and here comes this tweenybopper girl walkin' down the hall with Route 44 from Sonic. I knew what was comin' before it happened. I saw it in slow motion...
(Acts it out.)
VINNY: She comes walkin' down the hall holding her big POP—
(Southern.)
VINNY: Oh sorry, SODA—and she totally does see my wet floor signs, all four of them, and SWIP! SHOP! BANG! Up goes her feet, up goes that big SOOOODA, and they both come down on the floor. THWAP! The soda goes everywhere over my clean floor.
VINNY: Oi, girl, you just messes up...
VERONICA: O-M-G. That did NOT just happen! Look at my new Uggs! They're all wet! Look at my Hollister jeans! They're ruined! I am no longer cute!
VINNY: My fault? My fault? Miss, there were signs—
VERONICA: No. Do not even talk to me, creep. Just do your job and clean this up! I gotta call my mom!
(She storms off.)
VINNY: Oh, hell no. I did not know what to say or do. So I had to just clean it up?
BUT NOTHIN' TOUCHES WHAT HAPPENED NEXT
VINNY: I was, with my mop of course, heading into the men's room and there was a kid. I cannot make this up. There was a kid writing F YOU on the wall. Which would be bad enough, right? But it was what he was using to write F YOU on the wall that was so... um... sick.
(Beat. Lets the audience get ahead of him.)
VINNY: He was writing F YOU... in poop. Yeah, that's what I said.
(Listening to an imaginary audience member.)
VINNY: What? How the hell do I know if it was HIS poop?! It was poop! That's nasty enough!
VINNY: Hey! What the hell ya doin', kid?!
(Ethan turns very slowly, as though nothing unusual is happening.)
ETHAN: I must right the patriarch. There are sins all over this world, and it is my job to right the wrong.
VINNY: Right the wrong... in poop?
ETHAN: The medium through which I express my hatred for this world, my disdain for the atrocities of society, must reflect the human condition as it exists today.
VINNY: Shitty?
ETHAN: Yes. Shitty. Now do your job, you sad little pawn of THE MAN, and clean up my work—but not before taking photos of my masterpiece and sending them to THE MAN.
VINNY: The Man? Mrs... Mrs. Horgdoffer?
ETHAN: Yes. She is THE MAN and indicative of today's problem. Inform her.
(Ethan exits.)
VINNY: Oh, hell no. I can't do this anymore. Teachers! Kids! Principals! POOP on the freakin' walls! I gotta find a new place to lay low. I gotta get out!
EVERYONE ARRIVES
HORGDOFFER: What in the world did you do?
VINNY: What? Me? What did I do? You think I did this?
MR. FIRPS: Excuz me, I need to use ze Men's—
(Sees wall.)
MR. FIRPS: Oh Dear God in Heaven! Jenny, what did ze do?
VINNY: IT'S VINNY! V-I-N-N-Y!
HORGDOFFER: Who was it then?
VINNY: I don't know his name, some kid! Check the cameras!
VERONICA: Sorry to come into the Boys' Room, but the Girls' Room is closed and I have to pee—
(Sees wall, then Vinny.)
VERONICA: Oh... gross. And you give me crap for dropping a pop, but you—you do THIS!
VINNY: Oh for the love of Gawd, it was NOT me! Why would I do it?
HORGDOFFER: Because you are from Jersey?
MR. FIRPS: Because you are common and invalid?
VERONICA: Because you are just... gross.
(Vinny runs into hall and grabs Ethan.)
VINNY: HERE! HERE! Here's the kid who did it!
ETHAN: Did what?
(Looks innocently at wall.)
VINNY: You did THAT! THAT!
ETHAN: Oh no, that was not me. It always looks like that in here. That is the state of this school.
HORGDOFFER: Well, Mr. V? What do you have to say for yourself?
VINNY: I have nothin' to say, BECAUSE I DID NOT DO IT! You are all crazy! It was a kid! Watch the cameras!
THE PAYOFF
HORGDOFFER: I was watching the cameras, Mr. V. I am always watching the cameras. That is why I came to find you. I found a man, someone like you, wandering our halls looking for you. He says he is your 'cousin' from Philly. And he needs his 'lunch money.'
VINNY: My cousin from Philly? I don't have a cousin in Philly. I'm from Jerzy. My whole family is from Jerzy. He wants his lunch money? His wha—
(Realization. Freeze.)
VINNY: Ohhhh.
VINNY: Yeah! Thank you, Mrs. Horgdoffer! I'll be right there. See ya in a bit. Ba-bye! No, no... I mean bye for a minute. I'll clean up this wall and be right there.
(Watches her go. Leans on mop. Turns slowly to audience.)
VINNY: Crap.
(Beat.)
VINNY: They found me.
(Beat.)
VINNY: The Wise Guys found me.
(Looks at the bathroom wall. Looks toward where the Wise Guys are waiting. Looks back at wall.)
VINNY: Poop wall... broken knees... poop wall... broken knees...
(Beat.)
VINNY: Oh, hell no.
(Blackout.)
PERFORMANCE NOTE: This cut is designed as an approximately 7:30 competition version, but actual time will depend heavily on character transitions, pauses, audience reactions, and physical business. Time it aloud before competition and trim or restore a few lines as needed.
