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CARLA and DENISE power-walk in matching athletic gear.

DENISE
(Looking down the block)

Look at her. It’s eight in the 
morning. Who wears a silk dress to 
pull weeds?

CARLA
(Squinting)

Someone with something to hide. Or 
someone who thinks the HOA is 
handing out trophies for Best 
Supporting Housewife.

DENISE
It’s unnatural, Carla. The freshly 
baked bread smells, the perfect 
husband, the little wave she gives 
every time we pass… It’s creepy. 
Nobody is that happy.

CARLA
(Lowering her voice)

Well, word on the street is Jacob’s 
company is going through 
"restructuring." Frank retired, 
some corporate big shot got canned, 
and suddenly Jacob’s driving off at 
six AM in a fresh suit.

DENISE
(Gasping softly)

No. You think he got promoted?

CARLA
I think people like that don’t get 
lucky, Denise. They calculate. 
Every smile, every casserole 
dish—it’s all theater.

Up ahead, GRACE steps out onto her porch, holding a watering 
can. She spots them.

CARLA (CONT'D)
(Instant cheerful)

Good morning, Grace! Oh my 
goodness, look at those roses! 
Absolutely stunning!

DENISE
(Giving her fake wave)

Hi Grace! 
(MORE)



You are literally glowing today! 
Tell us your secret!

They keep power-walking past the driveway, holding the huge, 
fake smiles until they cross into the neighbor's property 
line. The second they step out of Grace’s view, their faces 
instantly drop back into pure disgust.

CARLA
(Under her breath))

Ugh. I think I just threw up a 
little in my mouth.

DENISE
Glowing. Please. It’s sweat and 
delusion.

CARLA
Just keep walking. The higher they 
build those little pedestals, the 
harder they fall. And I intend to 
have front-row seats.

DENISE (CONT’D)
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