GRIME DOESN’T PAY
By Kelly Meadows

Copyright © 2014 by Kelly Meadows, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-60003-762-7

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of
America and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations,
whether through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not
limited to, all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the
Universal Copyright Convention and the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including
professional and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture,
recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound
recording, all forms of mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I,
DVD, information and storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of
translation into non-English languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
No amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without
securing license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
Questions concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
Royalty fees are subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set
upon application in accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests
and inquiries relating to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be
addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or
profit and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play
must give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the
production of this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a
separate line where no other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at
least 50% as large as the title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more
prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements,
flyers or other printed material must include the following notice:

Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.



GRIME DOESN’T PAY

GRIME DOESN’T PAY

A Ten Minute Comedy Monologue
(Writing as author Cornucopius Erronius Refrageratum)

By Kelly Meadows

SYNOPSIS: Heroes and villains collide in a tense story a
washing Abraham Lincoln’s memorial statue in Washingtgn, DGy As Ron
(our hero) starts getting a little too proud, Cyrus (our villai
to stop him — and his pressure washer — in their tracks
pigeon poop off the president, or will he buckle... un
(and clean) storytelling opportunity!
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Gather round, boys and girls, and I'm going to tell you a story about a
pressure washer... and the President of the United States. Not
just any president of the United States — this president's name is
(Make this a big deal') Abraham Lincoln!

And this wasn't just any pressure washer. It was very special
pressure washer named Trinket.

Abraham Lincoln was very, very dirty. He'd sat ou chair
in his memorial for almost a hundred years, a yi€tim, of weather,
pollution and (Short pause for effect.) pigeon pc

Now, you may wonder... what kind of pig Id “poop on our
16th president! But such pernici re everywhere.
(Almost like making a speech at apolitical rally.) Such pigeons as
would desecrate the memory of residentjof the United States.

Such pigeons as would require h h as Trinket and his
owner, Ron Bloward, to de-p%President Abraham Lincoln.
Ron worked for a compan ed ry’s Housework. Henry took

pressure washing (Ster -@ seriously. So did the current
(ate hich is why Ron was picked for

president of the Uni
the job. If there was al

d ready to go. Abraham Lincoln would come
stle.  (Thinks it over and gets more and more
rack.) Not that whistles are clean. People stick
mouths, put them in their lint-filled pockets, hang

kids who@want to play referee for playground basketball. It's
disgusting!
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(SPEAKER catches him/herself, and comes back with a smile.)
Ron was a hero! Handsome, strong, courteous and clean. And
he always toed the presidential line. “I never let politics get in the
way of a good wash,” he was known to say. (Let's get this story
going!") The big day came and it was time to get started — Ron got
up early and lifted his trusty companion into his truck. “You ready
to go, old friend?” he asked.

“Let’s clean that president from top to bottom!” Tri ied. No
one ever heard Trinket talk but Ron, but that wa gh! "hcan't
wait to meet Mr. Lincoln,” said the washer.

Ron hooked up his equipment and star % pr Pigeons
flocked away to poop on other presj frinket unleashed

a mythical, magical stream of pregsurized goap and water. Even
rated birds during a

press conference on the White Hou
But, like any modern day hw had his tragic flaw. (Wide
eyed and righteous.) Pridegale wasitoo proud. He posted “before
and after” pictures on Fe On Instagram. On Pinterest.

andalized!) And he would squeeze

On his locker at w
ized!) in short sleeves! Women came
IS forearm flex as he worked.

(As DIFFERENT ADMIRERS, over the top.) “Oh Ron, you're my
pu, Ron!” “Put out that high pressure spray!”
(Then, sigh oman in love!) And they’d swoon right in front
of R esident. It was like a rock concert out of control!

I head. (Like a superhero, with a big boastful smile.)
All In%a s work, ladies. (As an ADMIRER, with stars in her
eyes.) Can | have a picture with you and Trinket?

(As RON, excited by the attention.) Oh course, ladies. But I'm a
busy man. How about all of you stand around me at once? (Smile
for a picture, with arms wide as if RON is welcoming lots of women
at once.) That's perfect.
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He was in the news. He had fan pages. He was on TV, sitting in
the lap of the President of the United States!

(Suddenly things get ugly.) Well, you know what happens to
overexposed celebrities in America. People started to talk.
People were jealous. People were angry. (As a “hater”.) He
thinks he’s all that.

(Uneducated, angry, and sad.) “He’s making me
one of his co-workers. “Washing the front porch ji
anymore. My wife doesn't think so highly of me
Bloward.” Husbands and wives got into figh
You're obsessed with him, Janie. (As WIR
You might take a bath. (As HUSBA

(As WIFE.) Clean’s been in since £915. Jaig t

clean, Homer.
,think clean is in?
e party, Homer.

Then of course, there were p ashers themselves.
Jealous. Petty. Ugly. Shitking their duties because they were
passed over for a high profi%l?otting in sheds or stuck in
nowhere jobs. Decks. B S alks. Houses. And Trinket
got to be as boastful as R m  other washers? Couldn’t stand
him. “Spray it — do a ey thought. Finally they'd had

enough.

On the docks and s of Washington walked a different kind of
man. A bitter, angry man who wasn’t good enough for Henry’s
n with vengeance and hate in his heart. |If
as Christmas, this man was the Grinch.

forgottenby an American society that made and broke its
celebrities like children building and knocking down sand castles.
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