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THE JANITOR 
By Jon Muench 

 
SYNOPSIS:  One lowly janitor, a case of mistaken identity and a madcap 
romp through the bizarre world of a psychiatrist's phobic workshop gone 
terribly wrong. This comedic farce puts the fun back in dysfunction and 
teaches one man that love is much more than a four-letter word. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(5 MEN, 3 WOMEN) 

 
JANITOR (m) ........................................ (126 lines) 
PARROT LADY (f) ............................... (19 lines) 
WOLFMAN (m) .................................... (7 lines) 
MYSTERY GIRL (f) ............................. (33 lines) 
FEARFUL (f) ......................................... (18 lines) 
ALIEN GUY (m) ................................... (18 lines) 
SARCASTIC MAN (m) ......................... (25 lines) 
DOWNER (f) ......................................... (23 lines) 
GUMMY BEAR (m) ............................. (24 lines) 
GUARD (m/f) ........................................ (15 lines) 
DR DUDLEY EISENSTEIN (m) .......... (7 lines) 
MRS. EISENSTEIN (f) .......................... (12 lines) 

 
 

 

Dedicated to my loving wife, Alla Muench, and to the late, great Ray 
Bradbury, both of whom helped inspire me to write The Janitor. 
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PRODUCTION HISTORY 
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with the following cast: 
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MYSTERY GIRL .................................................................. Kendra Brinker 
FEARFUL ................................................................................. Leah Johnson 
ALIEN GUY ............................................................................ Ryan Hancock 
DOWNER .................................................................................. Janet Roberts 
SARCASTIC MAN ....................................................................... Mike Bray 
GUMMY BEAR .............................................................. Cameron Stanavige 
GUARD ............................................................................... Kjerstin Wittwer 
DR. DUDLEY EISENSTEIN ...................................................... Jon Muench 
MRS. EISENSTEIN ................................................................ Shari Sampson 
 
Director ........................................................................................ Jon Muench 
Light/Sound Technician .............................................................. Kevin Smith 
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SCENE ONE 
 

A psychiatrist’s office. There is a desk surrounded in a half circle by 
several chairs set out for patients. A flip chart with the words “Phobic 
Group Workshop” is displayed. The desk is cluttered, and a JANITOR 
enters and begins cleaning the room. He sweeps around chairs and 
the table, and when he has swept up a large pile of dirt, he looks 
around, content that no one is watching, and brushes it quickly under 
the rug. When the JANITOR gets to the table and is dusting it, he 
notices a white doctor’s smock and picks it up. He holds it up to his 
chest to see if it is the right size. He decides to try it on. He grabs a 
cigar in the tray on the table, sits and pretends to smoke it as if he 
were the distinguished doctor himself. 
 
JANITOR:  Ha ha! Dr. Eisenstein's the name, psychiatry's my game! 
 
He is very pleased with himself and puts his feet up on the table, 
continues to “smoke” the cigar, then grabs a letter that is laying on the 
tabletop. The JANITOR reads it out load.  
 
JANITOR:  “To Whom It May Concern: I, Dr. Dudley Eisenstein, 

being of sound mind and body, do hereby forsake all that was 
once mine. I shall soon seek that ‘undiscovered country’ 
somewhere out beyond where light from yonder window breaks... 
After careful consideration and with little regret, I have decided to 
end my own life and take what is left of my dignity with me...” 

 
He stops reading for a minute, seems puzzled, then looks over to the 
window slowly, points vaguely in that direction, the gravity of the 
situation beginning to dawn on him. 
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 JANITOR:  (He continues reading.) “I have decided to put myself out 
of my own misery and go someplace where the grass is greener 
and ‘wife’ not a four-letter word. Parting is such sweet sorrow… 
Goodbye…cruel…world!” (A look of terror creeps across his face 
as he jumps up and runs to the window, sticks his head out and 
looks down to the street below, then he screams loudly.) 
AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH! I can't believe it! He must have 
jumped! Oh my God! AAAAHHHHHHHH! Huh? But where's the 
body?  

 
Suddenly, there is a loud pounding at the office door which causes 
him to nearly fall out of the window himself. The JANITOR screams 
again. There is more pounding. 
 
JANITOR:  Just a minute, for crying out loud, I’ll be right there! 
 
He is in shock, cigar clenched between his teeth. 
 
GUARD:  (Yelling through the door.) Building security! Are you all 

right in there? This building is closed. Open the door immediately, 
or I‘ll call the police! 

 
The JANITOR rushes to the door, unlocks it, takes a few deep 
breaths and opens it. They stand staring at one another. The 
JANITOR is breathing heavily. The SECURITY GUARD looks him up 
and down then looks at the name on the office door. 
 
GUARD:  Are you alright, Dr. Eisenstein? 
JANITOR:  Um…Dr. Eisenstein? Ah...what? No, I mean, yes, er... Did 

you know about the... 
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He points to the window, but the GUARD is at a loss and shakes his 
head. The JANITOR fiddles with the cigar in his mouth and looks 
down and notices that he is still wearing DR. EISENSTEIN’S white 
jacket. Unwilling to let the GUARD to know that he has been 
“borrowing” the “late” DOCTOR’S smock and cigar, he begins 
“playing along” just to get rid of the GUARD. 
 
JANITOR:  Um. Yes, yes, yes… I am…ahhh, just had a little problem 

with the window. Just needed a little fresh air is all. We’ll be 
fine…I mean, my patients and I…ah…will be fine. 

GUARD:  Well, I’m sorry to bother you. My first day on the job, sir. I 
didn’t realize you were here. Um...I didn’t know you had patients 
already up here, either. Some of them have been gathering 
outside the building waiting for your seminar. I’ll go back down 
and let the rest of them in… 

JANITOR:  Oh, no, no, no, noooooo, no, they’re not actually IN here 
yet…ah, no need to get the others…really… 

 
The GUARD looks at him quizzically. 
 
GUARD:  You‘re having the, that, ah, (He reads the flip chart.) 

“Phobic Group Workshop” here today? This is the right place, 
isn’t it? I assume it is…well, what with the chart there and all…ha, 
ha…and it’s posted downstairs that there is supposed to be a 
class here today… 

JANITOR:  Oh, yes, yes, but ah…I’m just not ready to see them yet. 
GUARD:  Should I have them wait in the lobby? 
JANITOR:  Ahh, yes, yes, my fine sir, have them wait in the lobby, 

and I will see them when I can. (Tries to usher the GUARD out.) 
GUARD:  Well, I don’t know how long I can hold them in the waiting 

room, sir, a couple of them seemed pretty upset. 
JANITOR:  Upset? 
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GUARD:  Yep. One of them thinks that fish have landed from another 
planet in alien submarines, He’s wading in the fountain, and 
another one said she has some phobia about waiting in long lines 
and that if you weren’t out there to rescue her in the next few 
minutes, she was going to break the glass on the fire alarm with 
her high heel. That’s why I came up to get you. Those people out 
there are just a little bit…well, you know… 

JANITOR:  Ah, yes, I know. 
GUARD:  So when should I send them up? 
 
The JANITOR thinks for a few seconds, looks up at the GUARD, 
smiles broadly and reluctantly decides to play along. 
 
JANITOR:  Ah, send them up, my dear fellow. Yes! Let us begin our 

good work. Yes, yes, yes, I think I can see them now in my 
chamberroom. 

 
He gives the GUARD a silly bow, and the GUARD shakes his head 
then goes off to get the patients. 
 
The JANITOR rushes back to the window and makes sure that it is 
securely locked then frantically rearranges the chairs a few times to 
get them perfect. He gets rid of the cigar under the rug and tries to 
dust off his table but knocks things around and fumbles with books, 
papers and lampshades, etc. He trips over a chair, lands on the floor 
and papers go sprawling all over, and he just gets that cleaned up in 
time to hear another loud pounding at the door, this time coupled with 
laughter, giggles and some shouting. He knocks over the flip chart 
and injures his shin against it, hopping around in circles a few times 
before picking it back up. 
 
Once the room is ready, he limps over to answer the door. As he 
opens the door, the entire GROUP tries to enter together. After some 
problems getting in through the door, they spill in and rush to their 
seats like a game of musical chairs in progress and almost knock the 
JANITOR over again. 
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When they are seated, they stare at the “doctor,” waiting patiently for 
him to begin. He sits in the chair and looks back at them with a 
terrified expression. All of them slowly lean toward him to get a better 
look. He pushes back in his seat as if their energy were forcing him 
back into his chair. He closes his eyes tightly as if to wish it all away, 
and finally opens one eye to see them all staring at him with bated 
breath. 
 
Finally his shoulders drop in resignation, all tension gone. 
 
JANITOR:  Alright, alright, folks. Enough of this. I guess I’d better tell 

you what’s really going on here. 
PARROT LADY:  Oh, Doctor, you don’t have to tell us what‘s really 

going on here. We know why Dr. Eisenstein isn’t here today. 
JANITOR:  You know why he isn’t here today? You know that he… 

(Pointing out the window.) 
PARROT LADY:  (Cutting him off.) Yes, we know. 
JANITOR:  I’m sorry. 
MYSTERY GIRL:  Don’t be sorry. He just wanted us all to grow up. 

Face things. Now maybe we can get some fresh perspective and 
not be so dependent on him. 

 
The JANITOR is aghast and tries to say something. 
 
MYSTERY GIRL: You don’t have to explain. He hinted to us this was 

gonna happen. And now it has. (She begins sobbing. Some of 
them comfort her.) 

SARCASTIC MAN: You keep bawling like that and the doctor here 
might think your nuts. 

WOLFMAN: Yeah, after yesterday’s session, we kinda figured he’d 
had it with all of us. I guess we got pretty obnoxious. He must 
have ran out of options... 

 
The JANITOR is just about to speak again when someone else cuts 
him off again. 
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MYSTERY GIRL:  I knew something like this was going to happen. I 

had a premonition―like deja vu was happening all over again. 
Last night, the Ouija board indicated I was going to meet 
someone dark, tall and handsome… (Smiles.) I just didn’t realize 
it was going to be so soon. 

 
The group reacts, some laugh and some roll their eyes, others moan 
sarcastically. 
 
MYSTERY GIRL: So you’re the new doc, huh? 
JANITOR:  Well, you could say that, but before we get into all that, let 

me see if I understand what's going on here...I mean...don't you 
guys feel sad about this or anything? Is she the only one in 
mourning over here? (They all look at him quizzically.) 

SARCASTIC MAN:  Just so you know, Doc, it wasn’t me that started 
it yesterday. These idiots just can’t keep their traps zipped long 
enough to get anything done here. 

DOWNER:  How can you expect me to be more positive when you’re 
sitting here putting me down all the time? 

SARCASTIC MAN:  Oh yeah, well, aren’t you just “mister fix up 
everyone else except yourself” today.  

DOWNER: You have no idea what you’re talking about. 
SARCASTIC MAN: Stick a fork in it… 
 
The whole group starts arguing with one another like they always do 
and this goes on and gets louder until… 
 
JANITOR:  Would you all just shut up for a second! 
 
The room is silent and everyone frozen in position. The JANITOR 
stares at them all in disbelief. 
 
JANITOR:  Is this how all your meetings go? 
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They all begin complaining to the “doctor” about one another in 
unison. 
 
JANITOR:  What part of that last “shut up” didn’t you understand? 

(They all freeze in place again.) Okay, okay, this is how it’s going 
to go. (He’s not sure he’s happy about what he‘s gotten himself in 
to now.) You folks asked for it, so this is what we’re gonna do. 
Lemme explain my new rules. I'm in kind of a mess here, okay? 
Not sure how to bow out of this gracefully. So, why don't we just 
get this over with by telling me why you’re here? Then we can 
deal with all your problems, wrap this up and go home. 

 
They all look at one another surprised and delighted, but start talking 
again until he stops them with another wave of his hand. 
 
JANITOR:  One at a time please…starting with…you. (Pointing to 

MYSTERY GIRL.) 
MYSTERY GIRL: Well…like most of us…I have all these… Like…um, 

fears. But mine seem to be getting better with these classes. 
DOWNER:  No, you’re not! 
MYSTERY GIRL:  Well, I would be if you didn’t always have 

something bad to say. 
 
The group reacts to this by all jumping in with opinions until the 
JANITOR raises his hand again and cuts them off. 
 
JANITOR:  Okay, okay. So what kind of fears are we talking about 

here…don’t step on a crack or you’ll break your mother’s back 
kinda stuff? 

FEARFUL: (Interrupting.) Oh…my…word!! I’d forgotten about that 
one but now that you mention it…YES!! I've been afraid of that 
happening, too! 

 
They all look at her in disgust… 
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JANITOR:  (Changing the subject, looking at MYSTERY GIRL.) 
Right. So tell me what you're afraid of? 

MYSTERY GIRL: (Hesitantly.) Well, if you must know… (She looks 
around at the group for support and a few encourage her to tell 
him with gestures.) 

MYSTERY GIRL:  I am afraid of…well…YOU, for a start! Well, not 
YOU especially, I guess, but I have like these irrational fears of all 
kinds of people and places and things and… 

JANITOR:  Like what kind? 
MYSTERY GIRL:  ALL kinds! Starting with…oh, let’s just begin with 

“A” in the alphabet and go on from there. Archeologists, for 
example. When I see them digging in the ground, it just gives me 
the willies. I even had to draw up a will that says I need to be 
cremated so that no archeologist in the future will ever dig me up 
and try and understand mankind from my bones.  

SARCASTIC MAN:  Heaven forbid anyone ever digs up your 
bones… 

MYSTERY GIRL: (Ignoring him.) I have this fear of sirens, which Dr. 
Eisenstein says is argonautadeathaphobia...from the story of 
Jason and the Argonauts? It's the inability to survive madness 
caused by the siren calls from the ocean… Oh, he can be very 
romantic…he says that Orpheus tied the sailors to the mast of the 
ship to keep them from killing themselves… (The group reacts 
once again each with their own individual and obnoxious opinions 
until MYSTERY GIRL holds up her hands to quiet them as she 
continues describing her unusual problems.) I also have this fear 
of police, which the doctor calls...um...I think he called 
it…fearingpoliceissmartaphobia...er... (She chuckles.) ...he also 
has a great sense of humor... Then there’s my fear of meter 
maids, which he named, “lovelyritaphobia.” That one never really 
made much sense to me…oh, then there’s my fear of 
Shriners...with those goofy hats. You know, I don’t go to parades 
because I know they'll be there in their little cars. Ewww, I hate 
those little cars! 

SARCASTIC MAN:  (Sarcastically.) Little cars save on gas! 
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MYSTERY GIRL:  I don’t care, I still don't like them! When I was a kid 
I used to twirl the baton in parades, and they always put me in 
front of the Shriners. All those male egos goofing off and driving 
those fez cars right up on my heels, trying to trip me up… I've 
hated them ever since. Oh, and I have this BIG fear of bank 
tellers. I don’t know why, but… 

PARROT LADY:  (Cutting her off.): We all KNOW about your BIG 
fear of bank tellers for heaven’s sake. Tell him something we 
don’t know. 

DOWNER:  She’s afraid of just about everything. 
PARROT LADY:  You took the words right out of my mouth…she’s 

afraid of just about everything. 
MYSTERY GIRL:  (Continuing.) Okay. Well, my biggest fear right now 

is of Snoop Dogg. Aka Calvin Broadus! He was just too weird in 
those movies Bones and Baby Boy and his hair is really 
strange―something about his smile just isn’t quite right, either 
and…and have you ever looked right into his eyes? Ohhhh… It’s 
like these two big black holes that suck you right into them… 

ALIEN MAN:  Not even light can escape! 
JANITOR:  What? 
ALIEN MAN:  Black holes, man. Gravity is so strong that not even 

light gets out. Black holes are weaving in and out of our galaxy so 
much now―don’t be surprised if we all get sucked up into one of 
them one of these days. It’ll happen just like this. (He snaps his 
fingers.) Then… Poof. We’re all gone. 

 
The telephone rings. Everyone stares at the JANITOR, expecting him 
to answer it, except the JANITOR doesn’t want to answer it He idly 
lets it ring. 
 
MYSTERY GIRL:  Maybe it’s the doctor… 
JANITOR:  How could that be? 
MYSTERY GIRL:  Well, you just never know. 
JANITOR: I think the doctors’s a bit indisposed at the moment. 
 
They all look at him funny. 
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JANITOR:  I know, I know, bad joke…sorry. 
 
The phone rings a last time, and then a woman’s voice sounds on the 
answering machine. 
 
MRS. EISENSTEIN:’S VOICE:  Oh, pretending not to be in again, 

huh? Awwwwww, you must be tied up with your phobic class. 
Well, here are some phobias you might be interested in. How 
about Algophobia, Doctor? Ever heard of that one? The 
overwhelming fear of pain? You’d better get used to that one. 
Personally, I happen to have Athazagoraphobia―fear of being 
forgotten or ignored! ‘Cause that’s what’s been happening these 
last couple of months. And let me tell you, buster, if you don’t stop 
flirting with those little blondes in your group and pick up that 
phone next time, we’re talking a brand new phobia that you’re 
going to have to deal with that sounds a lot like 
Childsupportandthenatonophobia! (The sound of a slamming 
receiver is heard, then silence in the room.) 

 
They all look at one another in a long pregnant pause. MYSTERY 
GIRL fidgets with her long blonde hair. 
 
JANITOR:  I guess she hasn’t heard, yet. (No one seems to 

understand.) …Okay...I think we’ll ignore the telephone for now 
and just keep moving right along… Um… Let’s hear what some of 
you others have to say that haven‘t had a chance to speak yet. 
What about you? (He looks at DOWNER.) 

DOWNER: Me? Frankly, I don’t know why I keep coming here. Big 
waste of time. I’ve never been able to see what the use is, and I 
have no idea why I keep putting up with all these losers. 

SARCASTIC MAN:  Look who’s calling who a loser. 
DOWNER: Well, it’s true, this is the place where you go when you got 

nothing left to lose. 
JANITOR:  But you keep coming back? 
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DOWNER:  Yeah, maybe it’s because when I listen to everyone else 
here whine about their problems, it makes me feel like mine are 
nothing compared to theirs. 

JANITOR:  What was it that you said were yours again? 
DOWNER:  Mine? 
JANITOR:  Yes, yours. 
DOWNER: (He thinks.) I guess I’m not quite sure. Don’t really feel 

afraid of much. Don’t think about problems, or they start to pile 
up. Think about them, and they come at you full bore, they beat 
you down, make you mad. 

JANITOR:  What kinds of things make you mad? 
DOWNER:  Make me mad? 
JANITOR:  Yeah. 
DOWNER:  You make me mad! The whole world makes me mad! 

There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t want to scream. The 
world is dying off slowly and rotting away―we’re just the 
leftovers, waiting to die. Nothing to look forward to. No place to 
go. 

 
The JANITOR considers this. 
 
JANITOR:  Well, if you feel like that, I’m still not getting why you 

come here to these classes. 
DOWNER:  Maybe I should just leave! (He gets up to leave and tries 

to storm off, but the JANITOR quickly fetches him and puts him 
back in his seat.) 

JANITOR:  (Staring blankly at him for a beat.) Can I come back to 
you a little later? 

DOWNER:  Sure. 
 
He turns to GUMMY BEAR. 
 
JANITOR:  What about you? 
GUMMY BEAR:  They call me Gummy Bear. 
SARCASTIC MAN:  Yeah, tell him how you got the nickname 

“Gummy Bear.” (Laughs to himself.) 
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JANITOR:  They call you Gummy Bear? 
GUMMY BEAR:  Just in here. Because I happen to like Gummy 

Bears. 
 
The group tries not to laugh but can't help themselves. 
 
SARCASTIC MAN:  And he knows everything you’d ever want to 

know about them. 
DOWNER:  And then some. 
JANITOR:  Interesting. So why did you start coming to these 

sessions? 
SARCASTIC MAN:  Because he loves talking, and he has a captive 

audience. 
GUMMY BEAR: Not true! I just like history, that’s all. If you really 

must know, Gummy Bears originated in Germany, where they 
first became hugely popular in the kindergartens. They were 
made by a German company named Haribo. When they were first 
produced in 1922, they were known as the little rubber bears. 
Gummy worms came much later, in 1981. 

 
The next few lines are spoken in a low mumble stage whisper so that 
the other conversation can be understood. 
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GUMMY BEAR:  (Speaking at the same time as PARROT LADY and 
DOWNER.) The traditional Gummy Bear is made from sugar, 
glucose syrup, flavoring, food coloring, citric acid and gelatin. 
There are also some types of Gummy Bears made with pectin or 
starch, making them suitable for vegans. Gummy bears made 
with either bovine or porcine gelatin are not suitable for 
vegetarians and do not conform to kashrus or halal dietary laws. 
Those made with bovine gelatin are not suitable for Hindus. Large 
sour bears are larger and flatter than Gummy Bears, have a 
softer texture, and include fumaric acid or other acid ingredients 
to produce a sour flavor. Some manufacturers produce sour 
bears with a different texture, based on starch instead of gelatin. 
Typically, starch produces a shorter, cleaner bite and a less 
chewy texture than gelatin. 

PARROT LADY:  (Nodding her head in agreement and speaking over 
and slightly louder than GUMMY BEAR’s historical dissertation.) 
In 1922, they were known as little rubber bears, in 1981, they 
were turned into little worms. 

DOWNER:  Would you stop repeating everything everyone says? 
Haven’t you learned anything in this group? You always get it 
wrong anyways. 

PARROT LADY:  You want me to stop repeating everything that 
everyone says? Is that what you want? 

DOWNER:  You’ve never going to get better! 
PARROT LADY:  By saying I’m never going to get better, you are just 

being negative as usual, and it means you won’t get any better 
either, since you‘re here to stop being so negative. 

DOWNER:  I’m here to stop being negative? 
PARROT LADY:  Now you’re the one repeating what I just said. 
DOWNER:  And you’re being negative! 
JANITOR:  Alright, alright, enough already. (He turns back to 

GUMMY BEAR.) So, you were saying. (Then notices that 
GUMMY BEAR has never stopped mumbling to himself and now 
picks up with his dissertation on the history of Gummy Bears.) 
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GUMMY BEAR:  The success of the Gummy Bear has spawned 
many Gummy off-shoots that took the form of animals like worms, 
frogs, sharks, hippos, lobsters, octopuses, and Smurfs. 

SARCASTIC MAN:  Smurfs are not actually classified as animals… 
 
The JANITOR holds up his hand and cuts them all off, then turns to 
FEARFUL who has been quiet thus far. 
 
JANITOR:  What about you. What are you afraid of? 
FEARFUL:  You really want to know? 
JANITOR:  (Exasperated and a tad sarcastic himself, he tries to 

impersonate a psychiatrist.) Yes, indeed. You see, we can never 
really know the depths of one’s psychosis without first examining 
the causes and effects these relationships have juxtaposed with 
the patient’s perceived anxieties. (Surprises himself at his 
elocution.) 

FEARFUL:  Oh, I see. Well, then. Jeesh, where do I begin? 
ALIEN MAN:  Tell him about the UFOs. 
FEARFUL:  What UFOs? 
ALIEN MAN:  Don’t pretend you haven’t seen them. (Leaning toward 

the JANITOR in sotto voce.) Abduction nutcase…just look at her. 
FEARFUL:  Well, my main fear is the fear of fear, of course, but I 

have many others. I have a fear of balloons popping, a fear of 
being hit by meteors or comets… 

ALIEN MAN:  I rest my case… (Goes back to his seat.) 
FEARFUL:  …fear of inanimate objects coming to life, fear of getting 

hiccups and never being able to stop, fear of being left behind by 
the rapture, fear of being poked in the belly button, fear of dying 
in a humorous way and being snickered at by all my friends and 
relatives, fear of sleepwalking, fear of shrinking, fear of insects 
crawling into my ears, fear of rope bridges, fear of small dogs with 
big eyes, fear of going back into time, getting stuck there and 
then contracting a disease that’s curable now but won’t be 
curable then…you know…just about everything. 

 
WOLFMAN interrupts her. He is scratching his skin. 
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WOLFMAN:  Could you hurry this up, please? I don’t have much 

more time to sit around and listen to all this baloney. These are all 
imaginary problems. Mine are a little more urgent and need to be 
dealt with. Dr. Eisenstein told me today would be the 
breakthrough. 

GUMMY BEAR:  Wolfman here suffers from lycanthropy. That is the 
name of the mythical condition that they say causes someone to 
turn into a werewolf. It also refers to the name given to the 
psychiatric syndrome where someone becomes psychotic and 
believes they have transformed or are transforming into another 
animal in general. 

WOLFMAN:  I’m not psychotic! 
GUMMY BEAR:  We know that, just let me finish. There have been 

claims by some of these sufferers that they were actually 
captured by the devil, who was controlling their thoughts or body. 
Sometimes auditory hallucinations of the sound of drumming 
accompany this condition. Patients may drool from the mouth for 
no apparent reason or try to command animals with mind control. 
Some claim they can make cats and dogs do tricks by the power 
of their thought alone. 

 
They all join in with commentary of their own and begin talking over 
each other again. 
 
JANITOR:  Wait a minute, wait a minute. What are we talking about 

here? 
MYSTERY GIRL:  Well, Wolfman over here actually is afraid that he 

is going to turn into a wolf today and stay that way forever. Dr. 
Eisenstein said that today would be the day that all our worries 
were laid to rest, but he didn’t say how he was going to do it. Of 
course, now we know… 

JANITOR:  I think what he meant was that all HIS worries were going 
to be laid to rest. 

MYSTERY GIRL:  Huh? 
JANITOR:  Never mind, I know, another bad joke…sorry. 
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MYSTERY GIRL: No, no, no, he couldn‘t have found a better 
replacement! (The JANITOR is just about to say something and is 
cut off.) 

WOLFMAN: (Lets out a bloodcurdling cry, goes into a ranting 
hysterical fit and ends up in the fetal position on the floor.) 
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh! (Everyone reacts.) 

JANITOR:  What in the world! 
WOLFMAN:  I’m growing hair on my arm! Agggh! 
 
The entire group pounces upon him if an effort to calm him as he 
struggles with his perceived malady. 
 
MYSTERY GIRL: Someone get a tongue depressor! 
WOLFMAN:  Noooooooooo! The hair is growing on my arms, my 

face! Get a razor! 
JANITOR:  No, don’t get a razor! Hold him down! Grab him! (To 

WOLFMAN.) Would you calm down? 
WOLFMAN:  It’s happening! I’m turning into a wolf!  
 
Through the commotion, he is able to apply facial hair or a wolf mask 
and appear briefly to the audience as a “wolf.” Note: it should look as 
if it really happened, and he in fact has briefly turned into a wolf. The 
entire group struggles with him until they get him into a position where 
he is laying down and out of sight. The yelling continues through the 
blackout. 
 
BLACKOUT. 
 
JANITOR:  OWWWWWWW! You bite me one more time, you idiot, 

and I’ll bite you back! 
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SCENE TWO 
 

Lights up, and they are in the same position on the floor. The group 
helps WOLFMAN back into his chair. He is weary, spent and hairless, 
as if nothing had happened. 
 
JANITOR:  Okay, folks, it’s pretty clear by now that you all have some 

serious problems that I don’t think I can fix. (They all chime in with 
their usual disruptive opinions. Waving his arm to stop them.) I 
should have told you to begin with. This is not actually my area of 
expertise. 

MYSTERY GIRL:  But you cured Wolfman just now. 
JANITOR:  No, I didn’t. 
 
They all look at him in disbelief and begin to mumble opinions once 
again. 
 
PARROT LADY:  You cured him! You cured him! 
DOWNER:  You did, and I woulda never thought it was possible. 
JANITOR:  I didn’t cure him. What are you talking about? 
MYSTERY GIRL:  How do you explain his loss of facial hair? 
PARROT LADY:  What about the loss of facial hair? 
JANITOR:  He didn’t have any hair on his face to begin with. 
 
They all look at one another with their usual commentary then turn 
back to him. 
 
MYSTERY GIRL: Didn’t you see it grow? 
DOWNER:  Yeah, right before our eyes! 
SARCASTIC MAN:  Sad, but true. 
JANITOR:  Now, wait a just a minute. Are you trying to tell me you all 

saw him grow hair? 
SARCASTIC MAN:  You aren’t very observant, are you? 
JANITOR:  Well, it’s just that I didn’t…I mean…I was struggling with 

him, and in all the commotion...and…well…he bit me, and it hurt, 
but…I didn’t see any fangs or anything like that. 
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ALL:  YOU DIDN‘T SEE HIS FANGS?  
 
They all start talking in unison, and he has totally lost control of the 
group, so he tries to get it back. 
 
JANITOR:  Well, I mean, I might have seen them, but I was just too 

busy trying to help him that I got caught up in the whole thing and 
never really paid any attention… 

DOWNER:  So you admit now you saw the fangs? 
JANITOR:  What is this, some kind of an interrogation? (They all 

protest and a few begin to rise impatiently and he takes back 
control.) Okay, okay! Take your seats, please. (They all comply.) 
Okay, that was just a test to see how committed you all are my 
therapy. (Now he has assumed the role of the doctor again.) 
Which one of you would like to go next? 

 
Everyone's hands go up like eager schoolchildren. 
 
JANITOR:  Okay, you. (Pointing to PARROT LADY.) We’ll start with 

you. 
 
She blushes, and he stands her up and pulls her chair out center, 
indicates for her to sit opposite him, brings his chair out, and they sit, 
facing one another. 
 
PARROT LADY:  Okay, we’ll start with me. 
 
Everyone in the room looks to her for a pause then back to the 
JANITOR. 
 
JANITOR:  So, what is your problem? 
PARROT LADY:  My problem? 
JANITOR:  Yes, your problem. 
PARROT LADY:  My problem. 
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The JANITOR starts to say something, decides he’d better not, and 
just stares at her. 
 
PARROT LADY:  My problem is… 
 
She almost gets a word out…it lingers on the tip of her tongue, 
hovering there in ethereal air, and he encourages her with hand 
motions to let the word out of her mouth… This goes on for quite 
some time and builds, and he really “gets into” some physical 
movement intended to draw the word out—as if they were attached to 
an imaginary rope and he was pulling them from her lips…but she 
can’t quite do it, until he finally gives in and speaks again… 
 
JANITOR:  You were going to say… 
PARROT LADY:  Yes, I was going to say… 
JANITOR:  That… 
PARROT LADY:  That… 
 

Thank you for reading this free excerpt from THE JANITOR by Jon 
Muench.  For performance rights and/or a complete copy of the script, 

please contact us at: 
 

Heuer Publishing LLC 
P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 

Toll Free: 1-800-950-7529 • Fax (319) 368-8011 
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