Ceranski's Resume Wizard v1.5

[Person on a payphone...City street...Anywhere,
USA...Approx. 11:35 am]

I really thought you wanted to do something great with your
life. Yeah, yeah, I know, it's not easy to make these big
life changes...

Uh huh... Uh huh...

No, no I don't think it's impulsive to quit your miserable
job. You heard me, I said "QUIT YOUR MISERABLE JOB,
DUMBASS!!!" Yeah, I actually know about a job opening up
that'd be perfect for you, even tho you're an idiot. That'’s
right..yeah, but I heard today was the last day they're
accepting resumes... WHAT DO YOU MEAN YOU DON'T HAVE A
RESUME?! How the hell do you expect to drag your sorry self
out of the muck unless you can at least present yourself in
a half-decent manner to a potential employer? God, you're
stupid.

[pause while person on other line sobs]

Ok, ok, I'm sorry. I didn't mean it. But you are stupid if
you don't get your shite together and bust a move on that
curriculum vitae, brother. You're never going to get
anywhere without one of those babies.

[The yeller stands on the sidewalk, still on the payphone,
lights a cigarette, takes a puff, stamps it out, and starts
tapping her stamping foot.]

All right, don't freak out. I know what you need to do.
Hurry up; go online to Mike Ceranski's site. Yeah. Are you
there yet? Good. Now make yourself presentable to the
world, make an awesome resume, get a new job, and shut your
pie hole. This shouldn't take too long with Mike Ceranski's
help, so I expect dinner to be ready when I get home.

[Person hangs up phone, lights a cigarette, takes a drag,
takes another drag, stomps it out, gets back in the phone
booth, changes into "Super-duper Getanew Job Queen" the
super heroine, exits the phone booth (now clad in vibrant
pink pleather hotpants, a sequin halter top equipped with a
diaphanous silver mini-cape, orange zories on her feets,
and a broken glass tiara on her head), and lights into the
air with unbelievable speed, no doubt to call someone else
she knows and bully them into getting a new job.



