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COLD OPEN

FADE IN:

INT. OFFICE - DAY

MICHAEL walks into the office, seemingly slightly late based 
on the fact that everyone is already working. He picks up 
messages from PAM’s desk and walks into his office.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

A man is waiting for Michael with his back facing the door. 
The man has his hood up, so we don’t see who it is.

MICHAEL
Hello, sir, how can I help you?

The man turns around, revealing his face -- it’s DARRYL.

A startled Michael physically jumps backwards in shock before 
settling himself down.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Ah, hey there, buddy. What 
brings... how did you get in here?

DARRYL
Where’s the paper?

MICHAEL
Huh?

DARRYL
Where is the paper, Michael?

MICHAEL
(pulling scattered ones 
out of wallet)

I have... 3, 4, 5.

DARRYL
Do you think I’m robbing you?

MICHAEL
No, I was... I was gonna go to the 
vending machine later.

Pam shows up in the doorway.
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PAM
Michael, it’s our supplier on line 
1?

DARRYL
The paper didn’t come. I got 
shipments due.

Michael picks up on speakerphone.

MICHAEL
Michael Scott speaking.

SUPPLIER
Michael, hi, how are you?

MICHAEL
What is this I’ve heard about our 
paper not coming?

SUPPLIER
Yes, right, that’s why I’m calling. 
The Dunder Mifflin branch in 
Scranton Business Park is a bit 
past due on some paperwork. Can I 
fax it over?

DARRYL
How past due?

SUPPLIER
About 14 months.

Darryl looks at Michael, disappointed but unsurprised.

MICHAEL
Two years?

SUPPLIER
Uhh, well, one--

MICHAEL
I’ll call you back.

(hangs up, to Darryl)
When are those shipments due?

DARRYL
4 o’clock.

MICHAEL
How much are you missing?

DARRYL
19 reams.
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MICHAEL
(without missing a beat)

That’s ninety-five hundred sheets.

Darryl looks at the camera, confused by Michael’s ability to 
do that mental math despite not knowing how many months are 
in a year.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
(to Pam)

Can you get Dwight?

DWIGHT hustles in the door without Pam having to ask.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Dwight. I didn’t want it to ever 
come to this, but it looks like we 
have a Code Paul Bunyon.

Dwight pulls a long stick of wood -- the shaft of an ax -- 
from his pant leg. From a hidden compartment in the wall 
nestled behind Michael’s open door, he grabs the metal head 
of the ax and affixes it to the wood.

DWIGHT
How many sheets?

MICHAEL
9,500.

DWIGHT
That’s two trees. I’m on it.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael talking head:

MICHAEL
A good manager stays ahead of 
problems. He breaks things down 
into their core elements and 
handles them.

We zoom in on Michael’s face and then past it, to the window 
behind, in which we see Dwight axing away feverishly at a 
tree.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
And, at its core, paper is just 
ground-up, pressed, and dyed wood.
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INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

In the afternoon, Dwight stands at a worktable in the middle 
of the warehouse. He has 18 reams of paper next to him and is 
working on folding the last ream into its paper cover.

DWIGHT
498, 499, 500.

After finishing the last ream, he picks it up and walks 
toward the door. As he passes Darryl, he tosses the ream to 
him without looking, with faux James Bond coolness. The ream 
hits an unsuspecting Darryl in the chest and falls to the 
floor. Smugly and coolly, Dwight stops and looks to camera.

DWIGHT (CONT’D)
What did you think I planted those 
trees for?

END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael talks with JAN on speakerphone.

MICHAEL
I think what we should be talking 
about is how creatively I solved 
the issue.

JAN
You were a year behind on your 
forms, Michael.

MICHAEL
Don’t you think homemade paper 
sends the message that we’ll do 
anything for our clients? Any of 
these big chains would have just... 

JAN
Gone to Staples. They would have 
gone to Staples.

MICHAEL
(realizing he could have 
done that)

Well... it... 

JAN
We have seriously begun to question 
your ability to handle a management 
position, Michael.

MICHAEL
What?

JAN
Your performance has been 
suffering.

MICHAEL
Oh, come on, Jan, I’m a born 
manager. I’ve got the office 
completely under control, sales 
staff happy, all while finding time 
for a wife and kids, 
hypothetically.
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JAN
I will be speaking to the board.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

KEVIN walks into the bathroom. The camera watches/listens 
from the kitchen. He enters a stall, we hear the seat clink 
down and the sound of him sitting. After a few beats of 
silence:

KEVIN
Oh, no.

Michael’s voice fades in. The camera turns and sees him 
through the kitchen window standing outside his office and 
addressing the staff.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Continued.

MICHAEL
And it made me look bad. Now Jan 
thinks I can’t manage. Is that not 
unbelievable?

After a beat, a bunch of "yeah"s and some "no"s are mumbled 
across the office. 

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Right?

(trying to work out double 
negative)

That's yeah like you can't believe 
it or yeah like it's not 
unbelievable?

STANLEY
We can believe it.

MICHAEL
And you guys don't think you would 
do worse?

After another beat, more "yeah"s.

Michael again tries to figure out the double negatives and 
gets overwhelmed.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Maybe if you communicated better, 
we wouldn’t have made this mistake.
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STANLEY
Stop saying "we."

MICHAEL
That’s it. Communication seminar, 
conference room, 10:15.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Michael stands in the conference room alone. He looks at his 
watch and steps out of the room.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Continued.

MICHAEL
People? Where is everyone?

PAM
It’s not 10:15 yet.

MICHAEL
What? No, I meant ten, fifteen, as 
in ten or fifteen minutes after I 
said that.

PAM
That was pretty unclear.

MICHAEL
This is why we need a communication 
seminar. Everyone, conference room, 
now.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Michael stands at the front of the conference room, with 
everyone else seated.

MICHAEL
I don’t want to be told I can’t 
manage. That’s why we’re having 
this discussion. Good communication 
allows you to get ahead of 
problems, to nip them in the bud. 
So I have to ask, where was all of 
your communication? Why did no one 
warn me I was past due on my forms?
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OSCAR
It’s not our job to make sure you 
do yours.

MICHAEL
Yes, yes it is, Oscar. It is not 
the father’s job to tell himself 
he’s drinking too much every night. 
That’s why the family is there. 
Otherwise, the father has no way of 
knowing. That’s why the 
intervention exists.

JIM makes a Jim face.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
So, in order for me not to be 
mistaken for a bad manager again, 
we are going to have an 
intervention. We’re gonna go around 
the room and say what’s on our 
minds, okay? Pam, lets start with 
you.

Michael sits backwards on a chair at the front of the room, 
then realizes he’s facing the wrong direction. He turns the 
chair around.

PAM
Well, sometimes you tell me to 
schedule phone calls for certain 
times, and then you’re not around 
at those times. And that makes me 
feel... like... you’re a bad 
manager.

MICHAEL
Okay. Not what I was looking for, 
but you followed the format. Good. 
Who’s next?

ANGELA
Once I brought a decorative basket 
of fake fruit into the office and 
you ate 3 full pears, and I’m not 
even sure how.

MICHAEL
There’s no way those were fake. 
Anyone else?

STANLEY
You waste everyone’s time with 
useless meetings like this one.



9.

MICHAEL
No. No. No. Okay, clearly you guys 
are not understanding the 
definition of an intervention. This 
is not a hatefest circle. This is 
about communication, because good 
communication solves problems. And 
more importantly, it prevents 
problems. It’s about honesty, and 
being open with each other. It’s 
about talking, but even more, it’s 
about listening. Okay? Do you get 
that?

Half of the hands in the room shoot up.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Good chat.

He exits.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael talking head:

MICHAEL
These people are acting like doing 
these things makes me a bad 
manager, but that’s not true. 
Because I did them, and I’m a good 
manager. You see? It’s like, once, 
when I was babysitting my nephew, 
we played a game of chess. And I 
lost. It wasn’t even close. And 
that made me realize, my nephew is 
a chess prodigy.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Pam files away some papers. Oscar stands at the printer as a 
spreadsheet prints. Meredith sleeps sitting up.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael sits at his computer.

MICHAEL
These guys think I’m not a good 
manager. They don’t have to say it, 
I can just tell.

(MORE)
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MICHAEL (CONT’D)
And that’s why I’m reaching out to 
Jeremy Goldstein, expertise 
publisher and manager 
extraordinaire.

(dictating as he types 
email)

Jeremy, my boss and employees are 
under the impression I’m not 
qualified for my mid-level 
management position, but I know I 
am. How do you suggest I show them 
my value as a leader?

(to camera)
And now we wait.

The computer pings.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Ah, quick reply. Good businessman.

(reading)
Michael--

(to camera)
First name basis already. 
Connecting. 

(back to reading)
The email address you are trying to 
reach does not exist. Please 
verify--

(pushes away keyboard)
No.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Kevin talking head on toilet:

KEVIN
This is getting serious. I haven’t 
eaten since breakfast.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Pam grabs her cup of tea from the microwave. As she turns to 
leave.

MICHAEL (O.S.)
Pssst.

He’s hissing at her from the break room.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
(peeking around door)

Pssst.
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Not realizing Michael is hissing at her, Pam turns to leave.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
(now standing in the 
doorway, loudly)

Pam.

He waves her into the break room.

INT. BREAK ROOM - DAY

Michael and Pam sit way in the corner.

MICHAEL
(whispering)

Pam, I’m not sure what to do. I 
feel like a good manager, but I 
think everyone thinks I’m... 

PAM
Thinks you’re what?

MICHAEL
(indecipherable mumbling)

A bad manager.

PAM
What’s that?

MICHAEL
A bad man-

CREED walks in to get a snack. Michael grabs a napkin and a 
pen and begins writing. He slides it to Pam.

"Bad Managur."

Pam and Michael discuss as Creed prepares his snack. He gets 
a bag of chips from the vending machine and opens it.

PAM
(quietly)

Well, sometimes... 

Creed starts crumpling the full bag of chips.

PAM (CONT’D)
(quietly)

When I feel bad about work...

Creed pours the crumpled chips into a coffee mug and walks 
out, tipping his mug as he exits and saying:
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CREED
Little pick me up, am I right?

PAM
(confused)

Yep.
(to Michael, normal 
volume)

Sometimes, when work isn’t going 
well for me, I like to get my 
confidence back by doing something 
creative, like painting.

MICHAEL
And that makes you a better 
manager?

PAM
Well, it makes me feel better.

MICHAEL
(nodding)

Okay, yea. I’ll do it. I’ll be a 
painter. Me and you, the two 
painters in the office.

Pam makes a regretful face.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Everything on Michael’s desk is cleared except a single piece 
of paper. Michael picks up a brush and goes to begin painting 
but stops -- he doesn’t have paint. He walks out of his 
office.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

MICHAEL
(stepping out door)

Pam? Paint?

PAM
I don’t have any with me. I think 
Kevin has crayons on his desk from 
when Stacey’s daughter visited.

Michael weighs his options and begins to walk to Kevin’s 
desk. There’s a 64-pack of crayons in his first drawer.

MICHAEL
(to Oscar and Angela)

Where the hell is Kevin?
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INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Kevin talking head:

KEVIN
Things are not looking good. I’ve 
been in here for... 

(looks at two notches on 
stall wall)

Two hours.

Offscreen, the bathroom door opens.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
Hello?

TOBY (O.S.)
Hey, what’s going on?

KEVIN
Toby, thank god, I’m saved. There’s 
no toilet paper in here.

TOBY (O.S.)
I can’t hear you.

KEVIN
Yes, Toby, please. I need toilet 
paper bad.

TOBY (O.S.)
Hold on, lemme call you from my 
work phone, the cell service in 
here is horrible.

Toby exits. Kevin looks at his phone. It has no bars of 
service. Another hour has passed. He makes another notch on 
the wall with a small pebble and places it back on the floor.

INT. OFFICE - RECEPTION - DAY

ANGELA approaches Pam.

ANGELA
Pam, I asked for 15 copies. This is 
10. I need 5 more.

PAM
Oh, sorry, Angela. One minute.

Michael approaches holding a sheet of paper.
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MICHAEL
Hey, Angela, excuse me? Pam isn’t 
your errand girl. She’s a strong, 
confident painter. Like me. So 
you’re going to have to make your 
own five more copies.

Angela exits.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
(slapping his crayon 
drawing onto Pam’s desk)

Check this out.

PAM
(as if talking to a boy)

It’s great! How do you feel?

MICHAEL
Never better. Like a hundred bucks.

PAM
I’m happy for you. What is it?

Michael shows his painting. It’s a small stick figure 
surrounded by a bunch of looming, giant stick figures.

MICHAEL
(pointing to stick 
figures)

This is me. And these are 
corporate. This is David Wallace. 
This is the head of sales...

(pointing to stick figure 
with angry eyebrows and 
huge breasts)

And this is--

PAM
Jan.

MICHAEL
Didn’t even have to say it. Good 
painter, I guess.

PAM
I love it. Although, it’s not a 
painting technically, because 
there’s no paint.

MICHAEL
You’re so right.
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INT. OFFICE - CREED'S DESK - DAY

Creed takes a sip from his coffee mug. Then he crunches away 
on chips.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. - MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael is now painting onto his drawing. He has three cups 
full of red, white, and yellow paint. On the side of his desk 
are a ketchup, mayonnaise, and mustard bottle.

Outside Michael’s office window, Jim is on the phone with a 
client.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

JIM
Yes, right. I understand, and I 
apologize, sir, I wish there were 
something I could do. Alright, yep, 
get back to me.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael sees Jim hang up the phone sadly and hang his head.

He walks over to Jim’s desk.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

MICHAEL
Everything okay?

JIM
Yeah. One of our delivery trucks 
broke down on its way to one of my 
clients, and the shipment was due 
today, so they’re pretty ticked 
off.

MICHAEL
Which client?

JIM
Binghamton electrical utility.

MICHAEL
Binghamton...

(thinking briefly)
Pam, get Utica on the phone. I can 
get a shipment out of there ASAP 
and have it delivered by 4pm.
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MICHAEL (CONT’D)
That’s two hours after expected 
delivery, so Jim, you can give them 
20% off. 10% per hour.

JIM
Wow. Thanks, Michael.

Michael mimes tipping his hat to the camera.

DWIGHT
Michael, how should I handle a 
situation where a client says I...

(reading from notepad)
... "give them the willies?"

MICHAEL
Figure it out, Dwight, Jesus.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

The office door opens. It’s Jan. She greets Pam and walks 
into Michael’s office. 

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Seeing Jan coming, Michael quickly hides his artwork under 
his desk. As Jan enters, Michael is licking a bit of "paint" 
off his arm.

MICHAEL
Jan, yes, hello. To what do I owe 
this pleasure? Please, sit.

JAN
Thank you. Michael, I’ve spoken 
with the board about your 
management capabilities. We all 
recognize why you were originally 
promoted to your role.

Michael tries to subtly look out the window behind him.

JAN (CONT’D)
You were a tremendous salesman. I 
saw that firsthand at the meeting 
with Lackawanna County. But sales 
skill doesn’t always translate to 
leadership and logistical sense. 
That’s why--
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Michael is hardly paying attention. He sneaks another glance 
out the window and sees a white van pulling into the lot.

MICHAEL
Jan, I know where you’re going with 
this, and I know I’ve been in a 
funk, but I’m out now.

JAN
Excuse me?

MICHAEL
Just give me ’till the end of the 
day. Just ’till 5PM.

Before Jan can respond, Michael is out of his chair exiting. 

Jan sees a bit of white paper peeking out from under 
Michael's desk. She pulls out the painting, looks at it, and 
then looks in shock at Michael through his office window.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Michael address the office.

MICHAEL
Hey, everyone, if I could have your 
attention for...

(French accent)
Un momento.

(normal accent)
I know some of you think I’m maybe 
not the best manager. Well, I heard 
you, so I managed to set something 
up for everyone.

Michael pushes the conference room door open, revealing a 
bunch of easels, each with a bunch of paints and utensils in 
front.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
It’s a group painting lesson. You 
don’t have to attend, but if you’re 
feeling in a funk, or not yourself 
recently, or just in a bad mood, a 
creative project is the way to fix 
it. Trust me.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Angela talking head:
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ANGELA
I believe creativity is everything 
that is wrong with the world. I 
don’t like creatives. They’re 
generally unkempt, and they’re 
unprofessional, and they do 
mushrooms... 

INT. OFFICE - DAY

The front door opens. The painting instructor, JOHN, 45, 
enters. He’s French, beautiful and well dressed.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Angela talking head:

ANGELA
But I was willing to make an 
exception.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Angela stands up out of her chair and glares in shock at the 
beautiful painter.

Dwight nervously looks at Angela, then at John, then back at 
Angela.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Angela talking head:

ANGELA
Just this once.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

MICHAEL
And, here he is. So, if you’re 
interested, we have everything you 
need: easels, paint, brushes, 
and...

(motioning to John)
John brought canvases.

John shakes his head no.
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MICHAEL (CONT’D)
What?

JOHN
You were supposed to supply 
canvases.

MICHAEL
Right, I knew that, and that’s 
great, because we’re a paper 
company. Of course we have 
something to paint on. Dwight, do 
you have any sheets leftover that 
you made?

Dwight goes into his desk and pulls out:

DWIGHT
Three.

MICHAEL
Three will do! So, to the creatives 
among us, conference room, five 
minutes. Oh, and we’ll be in there 
a while, so make sure you use the 
bathroom if you need it.

JAN
(sternly, from threshold 
of Michael's office)

Michael.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

JAN
I came here to address your poor 
job performance and you walked out 
on me.

MICHAEL
I know, I’m sorry. Would you take 
the class?

JAN
Excuse me?

MICHAEL
Take the class with us, c’mon.

JAN
I have work to do.
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MICHAEL
I promise, if you do this, you’ll 
be twice as productive all week. Do 
you enjoy painting?

JAN
Well, I did used to paint as a 
girl. It was sort of a refuge from 
my parent’s divorce.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - DAY

Michael talking head:

MICHAEL
Yes, I knew that about her. She 
told me at Chili’s. And I figured 
she was coming. This was a Hail 
Mary.

(notices painting on desk, 
to camera crew)

Did you guys put this here?
(off their response)

Oh, crap.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Jim, STANLEY, OSCAR, RYAN, and Toby are all in the bathroom, 
using the urinals, washing up, chatting.

STANLEY
I told her, sure, you don’t have to 
go to state school, you can go to 
any college you want.

JIM
And lemme guess. Then you said--

STANLEY
While we’re making choices, I’ll 
pay as much tuition as I feel like 
paying.

The group all laughs and files out of the bathroom. As he 
exits, Jim claps, awakening a sleeping Kevin on the toilet.

KEVIN
Wait, no! Hello?

He checks his phone, then picks up his pebble and accounts 
two more notches on the wall.



22.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Everyone, including Jan, is in the conference room in front 
of their own little painting station. Each "canvas" is a 
square piece of paper about 4" x 4". At the front of the 
room, where John's station is set up, a projection of the 
view of the office from Michael’s door is displayed on the 
wall.

Pam and Jim have stations next to each other in the corner.

JOHN
Normally we paint something pretty, 
like a sunset over a river, but 
Michael requested that we paint the 
inside of this office...

JIM
(to Pam quietly)

Hey, just a heads up, I’m pretty 
good at this, so don’t feel 
embarrassed.

JOHN
So we’re gonna start with a heavy 
base layer of gray.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Michael collects mugs from the pantry. He puts a bunch on a 
tray, and there are still quite a few leftover. He fills them 
with wine.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Michael enters with a tray of mugs full of wine.

MICHAEL
And it wouldn’t be a creative 
exercise without a little wine. 
Paint drunk, edit sober.

(to camera)
Frank Sinatra.

He gives a filled glass to each person until he arrives at 
Jan.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
We don’t have enough glasses, so 
you can just... 
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He gives Jan a full bottle of wine for herself and peers at 
the camera nervously.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - LATER

John walks around checking on everyone's work.

JOHN
Remember, your eyes deceive you. 
They distort lines and shapes to 
help you view the world. Try to 
paint things as they are, not as 
you think you see them.

John arrives at Angela.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Doing great. Have you painted 
before?

ANGELA
Oh, yes, I paint sometimes at home. 
Alone. To release pent up... 
energy.

JOHN
Oh, do you.

ANGELA
Yes.

Dwight glares from his station jealously.

DWIGHT
(condescending)

Excuse me. Painter. Are you paid 
well for art?

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - LATER

Dwight talking head:

DWIGHT
I am a craftsman. I make things you 
can use. I could build a table and 
then cover it with beets to support 
my family. Cover it. What is John’s 
family going to eat? Paintings? 
They’re drawing on paper I made!
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INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

John responds to Dwight's question:

JOHN
Oh, yes, these classes are a 
thousand five hundred per hour. In 
fact I’m not used to working in 
such small offices.

Jan looks at Michael, astonished. Michael pretends he’s so 
focused on painting that he hasn’t heard John or noticed 
Jan's glare.

Dwight looks sourly at Angela, who is even more infatuated 
now.

DWIGHT
Excuse me.

Dwight exits.

JIM
(to Pam)

What do you think so far?

PAM
Maybe you could pass it off as 
surrealism?

Jim laughs. John's watch beeps. It’s 5PM.

JOHN
Ops. Sorry, guys, I know we didn’t 
all finish, but it looks like it’s 
5PM. You guys are free to go, I 
suppose.

Stanley jets out of his seat and out the door, dropping his 
painting in the trash as he goes. The rest of them stay 
seated.

JIM
I don’t know about you guys, but 
I’d like to finish mine.

(holding it up)
I think it could be worth a lot of 
money.

PAM
Yeah, let’s finish.

OSCAR
I’m game.
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JOHN
(discreetly to Michael)

It’s another fifteen hundred if 
you’d like me to stay.

Michael weighs the option.

JAN
(sternly)

No.

MICHAEL
I think we got it from here.

John leaves, and Michael watches on proudly as his employees 
enjoy after-hours at work for the first time.

Jan knocks over her wine bottle. It topples, but nothing 
comes out -- it’s empty.

JAN
(standing up)

Ah, Michael, could I speak with 
you? It’s 5PM.

MICHAEL
Yyyyep. For sure.

INT. MICHAEL’S OFFICE - EVENING

Jan, hiding her intoxication, speaks with Michael.

JAN
I came here to demote you to 
salesman.

MICHAEL
(faking surprise)

Whaaat?

JAN
Because you’re not a traditional 
manager in terms of... just basic 
intelligence. But you are 
creative–-

MICHAEL
Thank you.

JAN
And I’ve never seen employees 
willingly stay late at Dunder 
Mifflin. So, well done.
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MICHAEL
Ahhh... okay. So, we’re all set 
then?

JAN
Yep. Except obviously I have to 
dock your salary for the cost of 
that session.

MICHAEL
Right. Of course.

JAN
Okay then. Goodnight, Michael.

MICHAEL
You sure you don’t want to stay and 
finish?

JAN
No. I’m going to call a cab and lie 
down in the back of it.

She throws up a bit in her mouth, gets it down, and exits.

Michael looks at the camera.

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

Dwight sulks at the kitchen table. From the bathroom he 
hears:

KEVIN (V.O)
(singing sullenly)

"And I would walk five hundred 
miles / and I would walk five 
hundred more."

Dwight enters.

DWIGHT
Who's there?

KEVIN (V.O)
Oh, thank god, Dwight. I need 
toilet paper.

DWIGHT
I can make that.

He pulls his ax handle out of his trousers again.
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KEVIN (V.O)
Can you just get it from the 
women’s bathroom?

DWIGHT
(to camera)

No.

INT. BATHROOM - EVENING

Kevin talking head:

KEVIN
I think I might lose my legs.

INT. ELEVATOR - EVENING

DWIGHT
(to camera)

Sure, John can paint you a picture, 
but I’m the one that can wipe your 
butt.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - EVENING

Jim, Pam, and MEREDITH remain, polishing off their work. On 
the standing white board at the front of the room, everyone’s 
small, identical paintings are taped up.

MEREDITH
Done.

She tapes it onto the board. It’s amazing, done in Monet 
style.

JIM
Wow.

PAM
That’s amazing, Meredith.

MEREDITH
Lotta arts and crafts in reha--...  
college.

Jim and Pam stare as Meredith exits.
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JIM
(comparing paintings)

Obviously mine has more market 
value, but I would be willing to 
make a trade.

PAM
Hmm, well I'm attached to mine, but 
I am a sound businesswoman, so I’ll 
make that deal.

JIM
Obviously. Let me sign it so it 
retains value. You’ll want to 
display this somewhere prominent, 
like the fridge. And you have to 
sign yours, of course.

Michael looks on from outside the conference room, smiling.

INT. OFFICE - EVENING

Michael stands outside his office and speaks to camera.

MICHAEL
Yesterday, I was in a funk. For a 
second I even questioned my 
management. And these guys were in 
a funk too. Well...

(motions to conference 
room)

Now we’re all out. And all it took 
was a little creativity. And three 
thousand dollars. And now, they can 
see things from my perspective.

He holds his painting up, reflecting the same point of view 
he sees while standing outside his door.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
(pointing at painting)

They see Jim, and Dwight. Meredith, 
Oscar, Angela... where’s Kevin?

Jim and Pam walk out of the conference room and past Michael 
as they leave the office for the night.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Hey, where’s Kevin?

JIM
I don’t know. Haven’t seen him 
since this morning.
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MICHAEL
Oh, not again.

Michael walks straight into the women’s bathroom, grabs a 
roll of toilet paper, and enters the men’s bathroom.

KEVIN
Hello?

MICHAEL
(tossing roll over stall 
wall)

You gotta start looking before you 
sit, Kevin.

KEVIN
Best. Manager. Ever.

END OF ACT TWO
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TAG

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Kevin stands up and exits the stall, holding the walls for 
support. He goes to take a step without the support of the 
stall and collapses to the floor. He lies there helplessly 
for a few moments.

KEVIN
(halfheartedly)

Help.

Dwight runs in with two homemade rolls of toilet paper. He 
lobs them onto Kevin.

DWIGHT
You’re welcome.

END OF SHOW


