INT.  ABE LOMAN’S HOME. MORNING.

The lights are off in a sparsely decorated room, and it’s early. Abe Loman, a man in his early 40s, makes his way out the front door. 

EXT. ABE LOMAN’S HOME. MORNING.

It’s a bright but gray day in Abe’s neighborhood. Abe locks his door, and ambles along on his way to work. 

EXT. LOS ANGELES NEIGHBORHOOD. MORNING.

Abe walks away from his home, and begins meandering on his way to work. Abe’s world is detailed and grey. He has a small backpack on. He shuffles along, often with his eyes downcast.

EXT. LOS ANGELES STREETS. MORNING. 

Abe makes way past several streets until he reaches a bus stop.

EXT. BUS STOP #1. MORNING.

Abe stands at the bus stop waiting for the bus to take him to work. He waits and waits. Suddenly the bus shows up. He gets on.

INT. BUS. MORNING. 

Abe daydreams and keeps to himself on the bus. There are others around him in other seats, but no one pays attention to him. Abe gazes out the window, as the vehicles pass by. 

EXT. BUS STOP #2. MORNING. 

Abe exits the bus, and makes his way down a quiet sidewalk. No one is walking alongside him or even in the distance, but cars whizz by nonetheless. He keeps walking for a while. The walk becomes atmospheric again. Eventually he gets to a warehouse door. The door opens for him. He enters. The door closes behind him. 

INT. WAREHOUSE WORKPLACE. DAY.

Abe spends the workday cleaning the floor, scrubbing the toilet, and taking out the trash. He has co-workers but they seem to ignore him or be busy doing their own work. 

Eventually, the end of the day comes, and Abe and the other employees gather together near the exit.

