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INT. OFFICE. DAY.

A well dressed man in a suit, MR. FITCH, and woman in a

dress suit, MS. BALE, sit behind a large desk. They both

stand and shake the hand of the man on the other side of the

table from them. This man is also very clean cut and well

dressed.

MAN

Well, thanks, I really appreciate

the opportunity to interview for

the position.

MR. FITCH

We appreciate you coming in.

MS. BALE

We’ll let you know after all of the

interviews are finished.

The man walks out of the office. Fitch presses a button on

his desk phone.

MR. FITCH

Theresa, could you send in the next

applicant.

FRED LICEMAN enters. He’s dressed in pajama bottoms and a

dress shirt with a sport coat that has a very noticeable

stain on the breast. His hair is unwashed and uncombed and

he clearly has not shaved his face for a few days.

MR. FITCH

(hesitant)

Hi, come, have a seat.

MS. BALE

(looking down at papers)

You must be...Mr. Liceman.

Fred can’t stop scratching his head.

LICEMAN

Yeah, that’s me. I’ve been with the

company for years.

MR. FITCH

Ah, I don’t think I’ve had the

pleasure before.

LICEMAN

Sure we have, Mr. Fitch. I was the

guy pissing on the parking meter

(MORE)
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CONTINUED: 2.

LICEMAN (cont’d)
last week when you were walking to

your car. I turned around and said

hello.

MR. FITCH

(remembering)

Oh, yes. I recall.

MS. BALE

What exactly is it that you do here

at Fitch and Bradshaw.

LICEMAN

I work downstairs. On the sidewalk

to be specific. I sweep the

sidewalk and Raul pays me.

MS. BALE

Raul?

LICEMAN

He sells hot dogs on the sidewalk.

I get paid in hot dogs.

Fred continues to unrelentingly scratch his head and other

body parts.

MR. FITCH

Uh, Mr. Liceman, you...

LICEMAN

Call me Fred.

MR. FITCH

Yes...Fred. The interview is for a

top consulting spot with our firm.

From your resume I can’t see any

education or formal training at

all.

MS. BALE

Yes, it seems you’re "resume" is

just a story about you fighting a

dog and what I believe to be a

Mookie Wilson baseball card with

the head cut out and a picture of

your face in it’s stead.

LICEMAN

That’s me. Not Mookie Wilson.

Fred’s smile is unwavering. He pulls an empty potato chip

bag out of his pocket and hands it to Ms. Bale.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

LICEMAN

Maybe this will help. I ate them on

the elevator.

MR. FITCH

Well, I think we have what we need

here. I thank you Mr. Liceman for

coming in today.

Mr. Fitch stands up to give him a handshake.

LICEMAN

Call me Fred.

Fred walks around the desk and gives Mr. Fitch and Ms. Bale

each a big groping hug. The two are clearly bothered by the

offensive smell Fred carries with him. He notices their

discomfort.

LICEMAN

(pointing to the stain on his

coat)

Don’t worry it’s just vomit.

END.


