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ACT I, SCENE I:  Hallway just outside the corporate office of John Maxwell.

 

Curtis Washington, a janitor, is standing in a hallway of corporate offices leaning on his broom. John Maxwell, an investor, is in his slick corner office thinking about the money he just lost in a financial scam.
CURTIS: 
Twenty-eight years, eight hours a day plus overtime, and still haven’t 


made a nickel.

JOHN:

Twenty-eight years, million dollar deals, and now it’s all gone. At least I 


still have my Armani. 

CURTIS: 
I’m not a high-class flyer, but that’s okay with me… unlike Mr. Armani 


over there, whose satisfaction depends on more than any human 



would ever need. 

John is pacing anxiously, with his arms crossed, muttering angrily.
JOHN:

Oh danget! I can’t believe I let this one slip right under my nose. I thought 

I had it in the bag, then that… that bastard, Jameson, played me like a 


fool. 

CURTIS:
I’m a quiet guy.  I keep to myself.  I mind my own business. It’s 



just me, my mop and my broom. I pay attention to my work.  I 



provide for my family.  I pay my taxes.  I don’t get involved in 



outside stuff.
JOHN:

(JOHN is thinking to himself.)



All right, John. John, think! THINK! Use that magnificent brain of yours 


and concentrate. (Pause) All right, well here goes.



 (JOHN dials the phone.)

                       
Hey, Al Jameson, you better cough up the profits you owe me and return 
that initial 10 million dollars. 



(Slight pause as JOHN listens to the voice at the other end)


What do you mean you don’t owe me anything?!  Now you’re 
accusing me of lying. We’ll see about that!  


(JOHN hangs up)


Jeez, I wonder what goes on in that guy’s head, but he won’t get away 
with it.

CURTIS:
Sometimes I feel like an outsider around here.  I get the sense that I really 


don’t fit in.  After all, what’s a lowly janitor doing in a golden 



palace of corporate wealth?

JOHN:

I’ll get that piece of paper and prove it. He’s deceived me one too many 


times. (Slight pause) I gotta think this through. 

ACT I, SCENE II:  Black Barrel Tavern

After a tough day at work, John heads over to the Black Barrel Tavern and sits down at the bar. In his typical slick manner, he orders a drink and starts a conversation with the bartender.

JOHN:

Hey, Dave…What’s goin’ on? (Pause) Yeah, make it the usual scotch on 


the rocks. Maybe that’ll calm me down.


(pause)



Yeah, pretty tough day. A man tries to make a buck, but there’s always 


someone beatin’ you to it… Can’t trust anyone these days. Turn your 


back, and your money’s gone. 



(Distracted, John looks over at a woman at the end of the bar)



Hey, who’s that chick? (Tilting his head in the woman’s direction) 



That the nurse you told me about the other day? A real “looker.” 



(John winks at the bartender)


So what’s good tonight, Dave, besides the girl?



(Pause)



Sure, I’ll take the burger…medium-rare. Yeah, and make it another 


scotch.



(John takes a sip and thinks out loud.)



It’s no use. Nothing’ll calm me down. Not even another scotch. I’ve got 


to find that document.

ACT I, SCENE III: Inside John Maxwell’s corporate office

While John Maxwell is at the Black Barrel Tavern, Curtis is doing a double shift and is getting ready to clean John’s office.

CURTIS:
UGGG! (Curtis clutches his back.)  My back! After 28 years scrubbing 


floors and stained carpets, scraping gum, cleaning desks, chairs, tables, 


shelves and washing windows, it starts to ache.  I don’t know how I’m 


going to get through this double shift, but Christmas is right around the 


corner and the extra money sure will help! (Curtis scans the room. His 


eyes fix upon the floor.) This floor could sure use a cleaning all right.



(Curtis reaches for his mop and begins whistling while he 




works. He spots something under John Maxwell’s desk.) Hmm, another 


one of Mr. Maxwell’s papers. Better pick it up. (Curtis places the paper 


on John Maxwell’s desk and examines the room one more time.)Perfect!

Curtis turns off the light and heads down the hall toward the next office.


ACT I, SCENE IV: 
 Split set: In the hallway of corporate offices and John Maxwell’s



 office

Curtis has just finished mopping when he hears the elevator ding and the steps of someone coming down the corridor.

CURTIS:
Hello? Anybody there?

John spots Curtis and rushes by. 

JOHN:

Forgot my briefcase!... You’re here late!

CURTIS:
Took an extra shift. Christmas right around the corner, ya know.

John starts walking toward his office while still talking to Curtis.

JOHN: 
Pff! Christmas! (John gestures with his hand.) Who has time for that?



(Curtis shrugs and heads down the hall, while John enters his office and 


finds the paper Curtis had placed on his desk. He recognizes it, looks 


alarmed and picks it up.) Oh no! Where did this come from? (John heads 


down the hall
with the paper. He anxiously walks over to Curtis, 



briefcase in one hand 
and the paper Curtis placed on his desk in the 


other.)

JOHN:
 
Janitor, has anyone been in my office since I left?

CURTIS:
No, Mr. Maxwell, just me.

JOHN:

Are you sure? Did you put this on my desk?

CURTIS:
Yes, Mr., Maxwell. I found it on the floor.

JOHN:

On the floor?

CURTIS:
Yes, behind the file cabinet.

John puts the paper in his briefcase and leaves.


ACT I, SCENE V:  Split set: In John’s study and corporate hallway
 John places his briefcase on his desk. He opens the briefcase and takes out the paper Curtis found.
JOHN:  
Can’t believe that janitor found the contract. I’d been wondering where 


it had gone. Now that scoundrel Jameson doesn’t have a leg to stand on:



(John puts on his reading glasses)


This contract is between John Goodwin Maxwell and Allen Willis 



Jameson Investments, otherwise known as Party A and Party B.  



(John skims the contract.)Hmm…Al doesn't have a thing on me. (John 


checks the contract.) Here are the two signatures… and I wired the 10 


million weeks ago. So what’s the problem? The creep said he never 


received it. I’ll show him. Where’s that darn wire transfer receipt? (John 


pulls open a file cabinet drawer.) A…B…C…D, ah here we are: Diamond 

Tower Industries…Let’s see (John takes the file over to his desk and 


opens it.) Well, here’s the I.P.O. and some other junk, but where’s the 


receipt for the transfer? Maybe I left 
it in my office… Maybe it’s in the 


same place the janitor found the contract. Better give that janitor a call.


 
Curtis is in the middle of mopping when he hears his cell phone ring. He takes the phone out of his pocket and looks questioningly at the number. John Maxwell is in his study at the other end.
CURTIS:
(Curtis looks at his phone.) Hmm. Wonder who this could be? Don’t 


recognize the number. (Curtis answers his flip top phone.) Hello?
JOHN: 
Hello, Janitor? 

CURTIS: 
It’s Curtis.

JOHN:

I was hoping this was the right number. It’s Mr. Maxwell. 

CURTIS: 
(Curtis sounds nervous.)What can I do for you, Sir? Was your office 


cleaned to your satisfaction?
JOHN:

Um, (John speaks with a sense of reserve.) I was just wondering 



if you could come up to my office in the morning so I could maybe have a 


little talk with you.

CURTIS: 
Yes…of course, Mr. Maxwell.

JOHN: 
How’s 10 o’clock?

CURTIS: 
Uh, yes that would be fine, Sir… Anything else?

JOHN:

That’s it, Janitor. See you in the morning.


(John Maxwell and Curtis hang up. Lights go out in John’s study.)

CURTIS:
What could this be about? I hope he isn’t gonna fire me or something 


‘cause my kids’ll be devastated if there’re no presents around the tree, 


let alone have a tree. Why would he fire me anyway? I’m a quiet guy.  I 


do my job. I keep to myself.  I mind my own business. It’s just me, my 


mop and my broom. I pay attention to my work.  I provide for my family.  


I pay my taxes and I don’t get involved in outside stuff. All right, Curtis, 


calm down. He might just be inviting you over for coffee or something! 


Well, I guess I’ll just have to wait to find out!

LIGHTS OUT 

ACT II, SCENE I:  In John Maxwell’s office
JOHN: 
(John slams his desk) NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! Oh, this is all my fault! 


Jamison was right. My account didn’t have the 10 million for 



the transfer. What corporate bank would not notify me to tell me that? But 


what does that matter? Now the deal is void. I’ve lost one too many to this 

guy. Giving up is not an option. (John is interrupted by a knock on the 


door. He looks at his watch.) Come in, Janitor. Take a seat.  (He motions 


to a chair across from him.)  How’s the tree looking?
CURTIS:
It’s getting there, but a couple of more decorations would do the trick.

JOHN:

(John rummages through his desk and pulls out a bottle.) How about an 


early morning scotch?

CURTIS:
No thanks.



(John pours himself a drink and takes a gulp.)

JOHN:

Janitor, how would you like to make a few extra bucks by running a 


simple 
little errand for me?

CURTIS:  
Anything for you, Mr. Maxwell.

JOHN:

All you have to do is get the red folder I left on Mr. Jamison’s desk.

CURTIS:
That’s easy enough.

JOHN:

Yeah, that is real easy and shouldn’t be a problem. (John takes another 


swig.) What time do you start your second shift?

CURTIS:
8 o’clock, Mr. Maxwell.

JOHN:

Nice and quiet around that time. (Pause) So about that extra money…



All you have to do is get the red folder to me at 8:30 tonight. I’ll be 


leaving after that.

CURTIS:
I have time to get it for you now.

JOHN: 
I don’t think now is going to work. I have a– – business meeting and I 


don’t want that file to get lost. Will $10,000 make it more convenient to 


do it this evening?

CURTIS:
(He faces the audience.)  Should I get involved in this? What am I doing? 


How did I get into this mess? I’m a quiet guy, a family man. I mind my 


own business, but this guy is a dishonest son of a gun. Then again, 10 


grand is a lot of diapers.

JOHN: 
So what’s the verdict?

CURTIS: 
It’s a deal, and if you don’t mind, I’ll finish cleaning your office after that. 

I’ll lock up as usual.
ACT II, SCENE II:  
Curtis is leaving FAO Schwarz with lots of shopping bags filled 



with toys. He is wearing an Armani.

CURTIS: 
(Talking to the audience) I can’t believe I accepted that initial offer of 10 


grand. Big deal, what’s 10 grand? Ten grand doesn’t even get you a nibble 

in the Big Apple, but 10 million is a whole other story.  (Pause) Let me 


explain, Mr. Maxwell. (Pause) There are two rules in business: 



RULE #1: (Curtis holds up his thumb.) Never take that second scotch.



RULE #2:  (Curtis adds his second finger.) Never leave your online bank 


account unattended. And actually, John, (Pause), there’s a third rule. 


(Pause). Would you like to hear it? (Pause). I think you would. (Pause) 


People have names (Pause) and mine is Curtis, Curtis Washington. 


(Pause) And one more thing to remember, John, (Pause) you can always 


trust a janitor to make a clean sweep.

LIGHTS OUT
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