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INT. DINGY APARTMENT - NIGHT

HAROLD, a middle-aged, timid-looking man, sprawls in his 
boxers and undershirt on a shitty couch in a shitty 
apartment.

It’s dark, and the room itself is only lit by cold electronic 
lights; a boxy old TV in the corner blares a cooking show, 
and Harold’s old monster of a laptop whirs fiercely from its 
perch on Harold’s chest. 

Through the walls comes the yapping of a dog.

NEIGHBOR (V.O.)
SHUT UP! USELESS THING!

Harold sighs and opens Google. He types slowly, one finger at 
at a time. He googles “overwhelmed” and scans through the 
options.

He goes back to the search bar, muttering as he types, 
“What’s the point of going on?”

The first hit is from Yahoo Answers, and he clicks the link, 
ending up at a hormone-fueled 13 year old’s rant against 
society and existence.

He reads for a second, then grumbles and goes back to the 
search bar.

Harold types again, craning his neck to see the keys.

He types: “Most painless ways to die.” 

At the top of the search results is a suicide prevention 
hotline. Harold regards it, then slams the laptop shut and 
flings it on the ground.

He shuts his eyes and rubs his sinuses. 

The cooking show is the only sound in the room now, as the 
neighbors have gotten quiet. 

COOKING SHOW LADY
There’s nothing that warms the 
bones on a cold day like this 
hearty Mushroom Bisque. One bite 
just melts your troubles away. Now 
we’re working with crimini, 
portabella, and button mushrooms...

Harold sits up, his attention on the TV.



COOKING SHOW LADY (CONT’D)
...we’re also using onion and some 
rosemary, plus we’ll need our 
cream, oil, butter, flour, and salt 
and pepper to taste. This is a 
forgiving soup so I don’t like to 
over-measure...

INT. DINGY APARTMENT - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Harold opens the fridge and stares into its emptiness. 
There’s a lemon in there, some butter, and a carton of cream.

He looks back over his shoulder. The woman on the TV is 
chopping the onion.

COOKING SHOW LADY
(distantly)

I always wash my onions in cold 
water to help keep away any tears 
while cutting...

Harold sniffs the cream and gags. He puts it back and closes 
the door.

Harold turns to the cabinet. It’s stacked full of boxes: Easy 
Mac, instant potatoes, a bag of rice. He grabs the macaroni 
and cheese and stares at the box for a moment before putting 
it back in the cabinet.

COOKING SHOW LADY (CONT’D)
(distantly)

What we want to do is sautée the 
onions and mushrooms together to 
get a nice, robust flavor.

Harold leans against the counter, hesitant. 

He checks the clock on the microwave as the time clicks over: 
8:50.

COOKING SHOW LADY (CONT’D)
(distantly)

While this simmers down, we’ll want 
to work on our roux.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

A rapid series of actions:

-Harold grabs the car keys
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-Harold zips up a pair of pants

-Harold pulls on a beaten-up sweatshirt

-Harold slides into a pair of flip-flops

-Harold slams the door behind him as he leaves, the lights of 
his apartment still on, the TV still blaring.

A pounding comes from the wall.

NEIGHBOR (V.O.)
KEEP IT DOWN, WILL YA? MY KIDS ARE 
SLEEPING!

EXT. GROCERY STORE PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Harold’s beaten-up car drags into a parking space. Harold 
walks inside, lost like a sleepwalker.

INT. GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

After wandering through the produce section, Harold stops in 
front of the mushrooms. There’s only one carton available, 
which he picks up to inspect.

The carton looks beaten up and old.

He stares at it.

Stares at it some more. A little too long.

STORE WORKER
Can I help you find something?

He turns his head just slightly. The STORE WORKER is a peppy, 
college-aged girl wearing an apron over her clothes.

HAROLD
Uh. Mushrooms.

STORE WORKER
Looks like you’re already there.

Harold holds them up.

HAROLD
They’ve seen better days.

STORE WORKER
If you’re making a salad... you 
could substitute cucumbers? 

(MORE)
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Or a tomato? Our shipment doesn’t 
come in until the morning.

HAROLD
I’m making Mushroom Bisque.

STORE WORKER
Mushroom Bisque? Sounds good.

She thinks for a second.

STORE WORKER (CONT’D)
You know, we sell that in a can. 
It’s actually very good -- a 
vegetarian friend of mine is always 
buying it. It’s one of those 
gourmet brands. You wouldn’t know 
it was canned, even.

HAROLD
Sure. I don’t really cook. So...

STORE WORKER
Perfect! I’ll show you there.

The store worker starts walking through the store, Harold 
following slowly behind. The worker looks over her shoulder 
to talk.

STORE WORKER (CONT’D)
Soup is aisle 5, I think. I’m new, 
actually. This is my second shift, 
but I’m going to school for 
psychology.

Harold stares blankly through her. 

STORE WORKER (CONT’D)
Not that you asked. You’ve got kind 
of a singular look about you, did 
you know that?

She laughs nervously.

HAROLD
I do?

STORE WORKER
It’s your face. Not in a bad way. I 
mean, I mean, you’re different. 
Good-different, like a real person. 
A lot of people look like ideas of 
people. 

STORE WORKER (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Like if an alien tried to describe 
a human to one of those people who 
draw criminals -- one that had 
never seen a person, obviously. 
It’d come out looking like Natalie 
Portman, don’t you think?

Harold scratches his head.

HAROLD
If you say so.

They reach the aisle and turn.

STORE WORKER
Anyway, the soup should be up here. 
Sorry, I’m blabbing. It’s just one 
of those things.

She waits for him to say something.

STORE WORKER (CONT’D)
So... are you having a good night?

HAROLD
As good as any.

The girl finds the soup section and scans the area for the 
mushroom bisque.

STORE WORKER
Bummer, it looks like we’re sold 
out. Cream of mushroom isn’t quite 
the same, is it?

HAROLD
Not really.

Harold takes the can of Cream of Mushroom and reads the 
label.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
I think that makes sense. Your 
theory.

STORE WORKER
Really?

HAROLD
Sure. 

He puts the soup back on the shelf.

STORE WORKER (CONT'D)
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HAROLD (CONT’D)
Do you think they have that canned 
bisque anywhere else?

STORE WORKER
All over. We usually have it, I 
swear -- most stores do. I’d try 
across the street. It’ll be in the 
natural foods, you know, for the 
health nuts. Is there anything 
else?

HAROLD
Nope.

Harold hurries away. She stands there looking after him, the 
human manifestation of a question mark.

The can of soup teeters off the shelf and hits the ground. 
She jumps.

EXT. SAFEWAY - NIGHT

Harold walks through the sliding doors and navigates his way 
to the natural foods section.

A crackling voice comes over the speaker.

SPEAKER VOICE 
We will be closing in 5 minutes. 
Please make your final purchases. 
Thank you for shopping at Safeway.

Harold stops in front of the gourmet foods section and 
browses. Finally, he comes upon a can of Amy’s Mushroom 
Bisque. 

He grabs it and hurries to the checkout. A smile spreads 
across his features as he strides towards the long row of 
checkout counters.

There’s a self-service area at the far end of the store; 
closer, a YOUNG CLERK, male, texts on his phone.

Harold walks up to the clerk and stands in the line with his 
soup.

A full minute seems to pass, and Harold stands there as the 
clerk continues to text.

HAROLD
Sorry, I --
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The clerk looks up and sniffs.

CLERK
We’re closed.

HAROLD
The speaker said --

The clerk leans over and clicks off the light for his aisle.

CLERK
This aisle’s closed. You can self-
checkout in aisle 20.

Harold approaches the self-checkout machines. He scans the 
can.

Suddenly the machine throws up an error message. Harold 
starts pushing on the screen, which making blinging sounds 
each time he presses.

MACHINE
Please wait for an attendant. 
Please wait for an attendant.

Harold looks around him: no attendants in sight. He walks 
over to another machine, which refuses to swipe and declares 
itself out of service.

HAROLD
What the -- ?

CLERK
Sorry, we’re closed.

Harold pivots to see the exact same clerk turning off the 
machines.

CLERK (CONT’D)
Come back tomorrow, thanks.

HAROLD
You’re joking.

CLERK
If you gotta laugh, you gotta 
laugh.

Harold’s confusion creeps up his face. He looks as if he’ll 
explode.
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HAROLD
You -- I’d like to speak to the 
manager right now. This is 
outrageous.

CLERK
Our manager isn’t here right now. 
If you’d like to come back 
tomorrow, I’d be happy to hear your 
complaint. Until then, please make 
your final purchases and exit the 
store.

HAROLD
(yelling)

This is my final purchase! I’d like 
to make it!

CLERK
I understand your concerns, sir, 
and would ask that you don’t raise 
your voice to me.

Harold grits his teeth.

HAROLD
If you would. Just. Check. Me. Out.

CLERK
I’m sorry sir. These lanes are 
closed. Please find an open lane.

HAROLD
None of the other lanes are open.

CLERK
That’s because the store is closed. 
If that’s all, I’d appreciate it if 
you would make your way out.

HAROLD
Fine. I’ll be back tomorrow.

The clerk buries himself back into his phone.

CLERK
Thank you, come again.

Harold puts down the soup on a nearby candy rack. 

Harold watches the clerk carefully, reaching slowly for the 
soup. Harold walks casually towards the door, concealing the 
soup at his side.
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CLERK (CONT’D)
Hey!

Harold makes a break for it. He busts through the first round 
of automatic doors, only to crash into the second.

Harold lies on the ground for a second, looking over to the 
dented can of soup next to him.

The clerk trots over and picks it up. Harold sits up.

CLERK (CONT’D)
Not today, my man.

The clerk unlocks the door and ushers Harold out. 

EXT. SAFEWAY - NIGHT

Harold watches forlornly as the doors slide shut. 

HAROLD
I just want some mushroom bisque 
and to go home.

CLERK
(muffled)

There’s always tomorrow.

The clerk saunters off.

Harold sulks to his car.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Harold sits in the running car, staring ahead. He unbuckles 
his seatbelt and gets out.

EXT. SAFEWAY PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Harold closes the door on the yet-to-retract seatbelt. It 
bounces open.

HAROLD
(muttering)

Forget it.

Harold goes to the back of the car and squats by the 
tailpipe. He sticks his face there for a long moment.

Suddenly Harold starts to cough. He leans against the trunk, 
coughing violently.
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His eyes open, and we see what he sees: the Whole Foods sign 
down the road.

He stares at it dumbly.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Harold plops down into his seat, rubbing his arms. He slams 
the car into drive.

INT. WHOLE FOODS - NIGHT

Harold walks into the shining wonderland of the natural foods 
area. He finds his way through the aisles, and stops in front 
of a wall of Amy’s soups, including a ton of mushroom bisque.

Harold stands in line at the checkout counter with a bunch of 
mushroom bisque cans piled in his arms. The checkout lady is 
normal: she scans the items, bags them, hands him a receipt. 

EXT. WHOLE FOODS - NIGHT 

Harold walks to his car, carrying the bag of cans, grinning 
maniacally.

Harold swings open the driver’s door. He puts the cans into 
the passenger seat.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

The cooking show continues:

COOKING SHOW LADY (O.S.)
You don’t want the heat to be too 
high, or the heavy cream will burn. 

Harold lumbers into the apartment.

COOKING SHOW LADY (O.S) (CONT’D)
I like to stir constantly at this 
time, and then we’re going to use 
our hand blender to puree the 
remainder. Around now, the chicken 
should go into the oven, so 
everything will be piping hot at 
the same time.

Harold dumps the cans on his kitchen counter, and he cracks 
open one of the cans. He opens the cabinets.
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He rifles through the cabinet, and then looks all around: 
dishwasher, sink, oven. 

He has barely any dishware, and no bowls at all -- just 
plates and glasses. 

He hits the microwave and dislodges the door it until it 
opens. It’s empty.

COOKING SHOW LADY (V.O.)
Once you’ve finished with the 
blending, you want to taste test 
for texture and spice. 

Harold opens the cabinets and grabs a drinking glass. He 
upends the mushroom soup can into it, and takes a look: 
nothing could look less appetizing than the cold grey lump 
sadly sitting before him.

COOKING SHOW LADY (V.O.)
Oh, that’s good. It’s a meaty, 
almost nutty flavor. I’m going to 
just add a hint of pepper... 
perfect. It just warms you from the 
inside out.

Harold just starts laughing, a little at first, and then a 
ton, uncontrollably. 

He grabs a spoon from the drawer and dumps it in the sad 
little glass, proudly taking a cold bite and swallowing it 
down.

FADE OUT.

THE END.
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