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INT. JASON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MORNING
 
Standing at the door is JASON (late 20s/early 30s, wearing a 
hoodie). Car keys clutched tightly in his grip, eyes locked 
straight ahead, trying desperately to bring himself to leave. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
My name is Jason, and I have 
S.A.D. Social Anxiety Disorder. I 
know this sounds stupid, but I’d 
rather saw my nuts off with a 
rusty hacksaw than go into the 
outside world.

 
Jason looks over his shoulder toward the kitchen. Shakes his 
head. Then turns back to the door. He looks like a man walking 
to his execution. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
Unfortunately, there’s no food 
left in the house, so I have no 
choice. I must venture... out 
there...

 
Jason takes a deep breath--
 

JASON (V.O.)
You can do this.

 
--then opens the door and steps outside. 
 

EXT. JASON’S HOUSE - MORNING
 
A two story home in the suburbs. It’s still early. Mostly 
quiet. A few people starting their day.
 
Jason hurries to his car, head down to ensure the avoidance of 
prying eyes from the neighbors. 
 
He gets into his car, starts it, and drives off. 
 

EXT. WAL-MART - MORNING
 
The parking lot is starting to fill up. More and more vehicles 
filing in. 
 
Jason’s car sits as close to the entrance as he could get. Six 
spots from the door. Not bad.
 



INT. JASON’S CAR - MORNING
 
Jason sits behind the wheel, looking out his window at the 
store. He looks terrified by the building. By the CUSTOMERS 
coming and going. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
I know this sounds stupid, but 
it’s hard for me. Just the idea of 
going into the building, where I 
have to be walk past the mouth 
breathers, hoping like hell that 
no one talks to me...

 
Jason shivers at the thought. Too much to handle.  
 

INT. WAL-MART - MORNING
 
Jason hurries down the aisles, pushing a shopping cart. He goes 
down the FROZEN FOODS aisle, grabbing frozen pizzas and 
throwing them into the cart. 
 
He looks incredibly suspicious. Moving quickly, checking around 
him to make sure no one is in close proximity. Looking like 
someone who doesn’t want to be followed. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
Not sure what it is about the 
world we live in, but I’ve never 
understood why people can’t just 
let you live your life and leave 
you alone. But, no. Everyone is 
obsessed with asking you how your 
day’s going or how you’re doing.

(beat)
They don’t care how I’m doing, and 
I don’t care how they’re doing, so 
why can’t they just leave me 
alone?

(beat)
A couple people I can somewhat 
handle. As long as I don’t run 
into a bunch of people, I should 
be okay.

 
Jason reaches the end of the aisle and hangs a right. He moves 
a few aisles down-- to the CANNED FOOD aisle-- and hurries down 
that one. 
 
Jason comes to an ABRUPT STOP-- 
 
In the aisle, the most horrifying thing he can imagine...
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...PEOPLE. 
 
Half a dozen of them. Shopping. Evenly spaced along both sides 
of the aisle. A pair of ELDERY WOMEN talk amongst themselves, 
their carts blocking the aisle. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
Crap.

 
Jason stares down the aisle at the people. His hands TIGHEN on 
the shopping cart’s handle. His knuckles white.
 

JASON (V.O.)
Now I have to ask myself an 
important question: do I go down 
the aisle and pretend the crowd 
doesn’t bother me, or do I go 
somewhere else with less people?

 
Jason looks at the shoppers. Can’t bring himself to do it. He 
turns and moves along.
 

JASON (V.O.)
At least I thought about it. 

(beat)
I can’t take their looks-- I feel 
like I’m on display and everyone’s 
staring at me. Why can’t people 
mind their own business?

 

INT. WAL-MART - MOMENTS LATER
 
His cart now half-full, Jason heads toward the registers. Eager 
to be done with this place.  
 
Jason’s eyes light up as he spots an empty SELF-CHECKOUT. He 
makes a beeline for it. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
One of the best days of my life 
was when they added self-checkout. 
It saves going through all the 
mandated greetings you’re forced 
to go through when you talk to 
people. 

 
Jason begins scanning his groceries. Moving as quickly as he 
can. 
 
If he didn’t look suspicious enough before, he does now. 
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JASON (V.O.)
There’s just one thing you gotta 
look out for...

 
Out of the corner of Jason’s eye, he sees a FEMALE WORKER (40s) 
heading in his direction. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
Like, I get it, they wanna make 
sure you don’t steal, but why do 
they have to talk to you? Just 
watch me, ya know?

 
FEMALE WORKER

How are you today?
 
Jason looks up at the Female Worker, shrinking within himself 
like an abused dog. 
 

JASON
I’m fine, thanks. 

 
The Female Worker smiles, waiting for more.
 
In a forced tone--
 

JASON
How are you?

 
FEMALE WORKER

I’m good, thank you for asking.
 
Jason goes back to scanning his stuff. 
 
The Female Worker won’t let up--
 

FEMALE WORKER
Did you find everything okay?

 
JASON

Sure did.
 

FEMALE WORKER
Do you need help with anything?

 
JASON

Nope. I’m good. Thank you. 
 
The Female Worker nods, then starts to move to the next 
register. 
 

FEMALE WORKER
If you need anything, let me know.
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JASON
I will. 

 
She walks away. 
 
Jason looks relieved. He picks up the pace, getting through the 
rest of his cart as fast as possible. 
 

EXT. WAL-MART - MORNING
 
Jason loads the groceries into his trunk. 
 

INT. JASON’S CAR - MORNING
 
Jason gets in, closes the door. He lets out a long, deep sigh. 
A wave of calm washes over him, glad to be away from the 
people. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
I think that went pretty well. 
Better than usual. I am really 
making progress. Maybe my 
therapist was right.

 
Jason shakes his head, not wanting to admit the thought. He 
starts the car. 
 

EXT. JASON’S HOUSE - MORNING
 
Jason grabs the last couple bags from his trunk. He closes it 
with his elbow, then power walks toward his front door. 
 

DYLAN (O.S.)
Howdy, neighbor!

 
JASON (V.O.)

Where does it end?
 
Jason turns to see his neighbor, DYLAN (late-40s), standing 
beside his car. He’s way too chipper for this early in the day. 
 
Jason nods uncomfortably in Dylan’s direction. 
 

JASON
‘Morning. 

 
DYLAN

You do a little shopping?
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JASON (V.O.)
No, I just like carrying around 
bags of dirt to take back and 
forth from my car to my house. 

 
JASON

Yeah... had to have something to 
eat, you know?

 
DYLAN

I hear that. 
(then)

You getting into anything today?
 

JASON (V.O.)
Will you just leave me alone?

 
JASON

Nothing in particular. It’s my day 
off. 

 
DYLAN

Lucky. I’d give anything to get a 
Monday off. 

 
Jason playfully shrugs, trying-- and failing-- to hide his 
discomfort. 
 

JASON
I know, right?

 
Dylan opens his car door. Tosses his briefcase inside. Flashes 
Jason one final smile. 
 

DYLAN
I gotta get going. I’ll talk to 
you later.

 
JASON (V.O.)

I hope not.
 

JASON
See ya. 

 
Jason turns and continues along the concrete path. 
 

INT. JASON’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING
 
Jason puts away his groceries, now on the final bag. He puts a 
few snacks in the cabinets, looking psychically and emotionally 
drained. 
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JASON (V.O.)
Could’ve gone smoother. I’d have 
preferred if I could’ve gone the 
whole trip without talking to 
anyone, but I rarely get that 
lucky. 

(beat)
At least it’s over now. 

 
Jason reaches into the bag, expecting more. 
 
IT’S EMPTY. 
 
Jason looks down into the empty bag. His eyes widen. His face 
drops in horror.
 

JASON (V.O.)
There’s just one problem...

 
Jason crumples the bag up. Tosses it into the trash can, 
looking utterly defeated. 
 

JASON (V.O.)
...I forgot the bread.

 
 
 

SMASH TO BLACK.
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