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MOTHER adjusts a floral centerpiece on the dining table, 
straightening a cloth napkin by a fraction of an inch. FATHER 
stands near the doorway, adjusting his cufflinks. Outside the 
dining room, packed moving boxes sit stacked along the 
hallway. 

 MOTHER
Two hours. The bank calls the house 
twice this morning, and you walk in 
here adjusting your tie like we’re 
throwing a charity gala.

FATHER
(unbothered, keeping his 
voice down)

Lower your voice. Grace is in the 
other room.  

MOTHER
Don't you dare use our daughter to 
hide your mess. They put a notice 
on the front door while I was 
putting her hair in ribbons. Do you 
have any idea what Mrs. Gable 
across the street saw?  

FATHER
I told you I handled it. The 
lawyers are filing an extension. 
It’s a temporary liquidity issue, 
that's all.  

MOTHER
(A bitter laugh)

"Liquidity." You call losing our 
home a "liquidity issue"?

FATHER
(dropping the charm)

We are not losing anything! As long 
as everyone in this town sees us 
sitting at this table, looking 
respectable, and keeping our mouths 
shut, we have leverage. But if you 
start panicking and making a scene, 
you destroy the only asset we have 
left...our name.  

MOTHER
(smoothing her dress)

My name is clean. Yours is the one 
dragging through the mud.

A car horn BEEPS softly outside. Guests have arrived.)  



FATHER
(charismatic smile)

That’s the Turners. Go check on the 
kitchen.  

MOTHER
(forcing a smile onto her 
face)

Remember the rule. We smile. We 
pour the drinks. And we don't 
embarrass this family.
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