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| NT. RESTAURANT- DAY

FLOYD, 39, a balding, average |ooking, mddle aged cl eaning
man, stares blankly at hinself in a mrror. A deep voice is
heard over the rushing faucet in front of Floyd. FLOYD S
BOSS, 42, a gruff deep voice, speaks.

The voi ce over continues while Floyd goes about his nornal
nmorning routine. Floyd sits at a large rusty sink that is
beside a small cot and an even snaller cabinet full of
essenti al s.

Floyd is in the sane wife beater and shorts that he slept in
and begins to wet a rag in the sink. He then squirts sone
dish soap in to it. He begins to wash hinself with the rag,
slowy but efficiently.

FLOYD S BGSS (VO
Listen Floyd, | just don't know if
we can afford it anynore.

FLOYD (VO
But... Who’'s gonna cl ean?

Fl oyd then puts the rag and soap away and slips in to his
old dirty blue jeans and sl oppy collar shirt that has the
nane tag "FLOYD' across the heart.

FLOYD S BGCSS (VO
If | have to pay the bus boys a
little extra to carry around | enon
fresh spray and scrub sone tables |
think I will.

A long unconfortable silence while Floyd slips on his work
boots and | aces them up.

FLOYD S BGCSS (VO
Li sten. Just work the rest of the
week and we'll talk tonorrow. Ok?

Fl oyd squeaks out a weak..

FLOYD (VO
.

FLOYD S BGSS (VO
Ch, and | know it’s not a great
time to nention this but...tonorrow
is the first, the rent is due.

Fl oyd squeaks out another one, weaker then the last...

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

FLOYD (VO
K.

Floyd sits on his mattress conpletely silent. He is staring
in to the abyss.

CUT TGO

Floyd sitting in a wooden chair facing the custoners. He
stares ahead bl ankly, basically | ooking through everyone and
everything in front of him A portly famly gets up from
their table and he trudges towards them

As he begins to walk toward the ness, he speeds up a little
bit and begins to chi pper up.

He gets a few side | ooks fromsone of the custoners,
confused why he is so eager to clean, while the regulars
just smle at Floyd, understanding his process.

When Fl oyd gets to the table we get to see himin his

el enent. He whips out his spray, squeezes the trigger and
scrubs like he’s done this a mllion times before, mainly
because he has.

Once he’s done, the table is sparkling and beautiful. A
table that was filled with a chubby famly’ s barbecue
| eftovers looks like it went through a car wash.

A small smle appears on Floyd s face. He sees anot her group
get up fromtheir table and he rushes over there to cl ean
t hat one too.

FADE TO

| NT. RESTAURANT- DAY

Floyd is putting the finishing touches on a table when
sonething to his right catches his eye. A MAN, md 20's and
in a sweat suit, sits at a table with headphones on and his
conputer open.

Fl oyd stares uneasily at this man. The | ook on his face
slow y scrunches up as he notices the seem ngly never ending
anount of food and garbage that is on this man’s table.

Fl oyd sl oWy wal ks over to him

Fl oyd wal ks with confidence but when he gets cl ose he
abruptly turns and pretends like he is cleaning the table
next to it.

He does this to every table in the vicinity, continually
staring at this man, and his garbage, the whole tine.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

The man continues to ignore Floyd so he slouches his

shoul ders and gi ves up. Wen he wal ks away he sees the group
of bus boys standing by the hostess not doing their job. He
wal ks over to them

FLOYD
Pl ease, can one of you pl ease clear
table 3 so | can clean it.
(Beat)
Pl ease?

JAKE, 17, young and handsone, answers him None of the bus
boys are working, they are all just standing around hitting
on the hostess.

JAKE
Can’t you see we’'re kind of busy
here Fl oyd?

FLOYD
Well no...yea...O course... |I'm
sorry. | just want to clean and I

don’t want to disturb him and..

JAKE
Li sten dude, if you want it cleared
so bad, just do it yourself.

Jake and the crew of teenage bus boys chuckle to thensel ves
and continue to chat up the cute hostess. Floyd wal ks away
glaring at the man at the table but as he wal ks back to his
chair he changes his direction to wal k towards him

When Fl oyd reaches the table, he picks up a large plate with
chi cken bones on it. Wthout saying a word Fl oyd begins to
wal k away but before he can the man grabs Floyd’ s arm and

Fl oyd, surprised, drops the plate, shattering it.

The floor is covered in broken plate pieces and | eftover
chi cken wi ng bones. Floyd is obviously flustered, he begins
to sweat and talk fast. Floyd knows everyone in the
restaurant is looking at him including his boss.

FLOYD
- I"’msorry sir.

MAN AT TABLE
| was still eating that.

FLOYD
l..1..1 didn"t know. |’ msorry.

Fl oyd bends over to pick up all the pieces that he dropped.
Jake rushes to help him

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

JAKE (VWH SPERI NG
What the hell did you do spaz?

FLOYD (VWH SPERI NG
| was just trying to clear-

JAKE
Well don't.

Jake picks up the remaining pieces of garbage and runs off
to throw t hem away.

Fl oyd then does what he does best, clean. He scrubs that
floor with his lenon fresh like it’s never been cl eaned
before. The whole tine Floyd is cleaning the man at the
table stares at himintently and Fl oyd knows it.

When Floyd is done the floor is inmaculate. An area that was
di sgusting is now nore beautiful then ever before.

MAN AT TABLE
What ' s your nane?

FLOYD
Fl oyd.

The man glares at Floyd for a nonment and then turns back to
type away at his conputer. Floyd stands there for a nonent
and then wal ks away nervously.

FADE TO

| NT. RESTAURANT- EVEN NG

There are less patrons in the restaurant and it is a little
darker. The plates on the man’s table have piled up even
hi gher .

We pan the restaurant and see that every single square inch
of this restaurant is imuacul ate because of Fl oyd, except
the man’s table, which is exactly the opposite.

Fl oyd stares at the man still sitting at his nasty table
just typing away at his conputer. Floyd sits back in his
seat and cl oses his eyes, absorbing the inpact of this day.

CUT TGO

Syrup drips off the end of a wa
anot her. The second plate is fi

f stick fromone plate to
I
syrup and barbecue mx into a b

|l e
ed wth BBQ wi ngs and the
own

f
I
r sl udge.
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CONTI NUED: 5.

A plate with a half eaten burger and fries store a condi nent
bomb in the mddle. A mx of ketchup, nustard, relish, mayo
and any ot her condi ment you can think of pile in the center

i ke an active volcano. It’s bubbling and oozing a liquid

t hat woul d cause a fate worse than death for a custodi an.

Towering over all of this is the worst part of all. A
mountain of tissues, filled with snot, sauces and sorrow,

| ooks like it’s about to topple over and cause the world' s
nost di sgusti ng aval anche. Custodi ans and clinbers alike are
terrified of the inpending crash of M. Tissue-nmanjaro.

CUT TGO

Floyd's eyes fly open and he sits up quickly. He fel
asl eep. The unclean tabl e haunts his dreans.

A | ook of determ nation grows on Floyd' s face and he stands
up and wal ks over to this table. He is approaching the man
from behind. Ri ght before he reaches to tap the man on the
shoul der and finally confront him he stops.

Fl oyd reads what the man is typing on his conputer. The nman
is arestaurant critic and he is rating this restaurant. The
grades do not | ook pretty.

(reading) Food: F. The food | ooks

uncl ean and tastes terrible. |

woul dn’t want to put it in ny nouth

again if sonebody paid ne.

(reading) Staff: D-. The Bus boys
never came to clean ny table
because they were too busy talking
to the hostess and ny waiter forgot
what | ordered every single tine.

(readi ng) Appearance: D. This place
| ooks li ke it was decorated by ny
dead grandnot her.

When Floyd gets to the last section of the review he begins
to smle alittle bit as he reads it. It's finally good
news.

(reading) Ceanliness: A If there

were any reason for you to conme to

this restaurant it would be to see

how spotless it is. Not one

enpl oyee here acts |ike they care

except the custodian, Floyd. He

wor ks hard and it shows.

Fl oyd stands behind the man with a small smle on his face.

Fl oyd stands there unnoving, soaking in the warnth of the
appreci ation.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

The man cl oses his laptop and turns around to face Floyd. He
gives a half smle and pats Floyd on the shoul der.

MAN AT TABLE
Listen, | don’t know how long this
pl ace can | ast.

The man extends a card toward Fl oyd.

MAN AT TABLE
Call ne.

Fl oyd | ooks at it. Contenplating his decision.

FLOYD
| woul d but -

MAN AT TABLE
Whatever it is, we can figure it
out. You're dedicated and it shows.

Fl oyd | ooks at the card again. He takes another |ong noment
and then takes it and puts it in his pocket. The man
cocks a half smle and then | eaves.

There’s a single beat before Floyd does what he’s done a
t housand tinmes before, cleans the table.

Once again, when Floyd finishes, the table is absolutely
spot | ess.

Once he finishes he sits back in his chair and | ooks out at
the tabl es he cleaned. They are beautiful. He did that and
he knows it. He takes out the card from his pocket and | ooks
down at it. He smles.



