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FADE IN.

EXT. BUSINESS DISTRICT - DAY

SUPER: DECEMBER 1952.

Family-owned shops line the street, each one dressed up in 
festive Christmas decorations. 

“IT’S BEGINNING TO LOOK A LOT LIKE CHRISTMAS” plays 
throughout the street.

BETTY HARPER, 35, housewife with a hardworking attitude, 
exits a toy shop, her arms filled with shopping bags. SIMILAR 
HOUSEWIVES walk by, their own arms filled.

Betty walks a few stores down, enters--

INT. SMITHFIELD GROCER - DAY

The front bell DINGS!

ABRAHAM HIKE, 27, African American with a warm smile and a 
butcher uniform, cleans up behind the meat counter.

Betty nods to him.

BETTY
Good afternoon, Abe.

ABE
Afternoon, Mrs. Harper.

Abe sets his rag aside, wipes his hands clean on his apron.

ABE
Can I help you find anything?

Betty pulls out a slip of paper from her purse, passes it to 
Abe.

BETTY
I know this isn’t really your 
department, but I’m making a lamb 
for my Christmas party on Friday. 
Think you can find me a spice?

ABE
I got just the thing you need.

Abe steps out from behind the meat counter and leads her down 
an aisle, traces a stack of spices with his index finger.



He grabs a Cajun one from the shelf, passes it to Betty.

ABE
This one ought to do it. Lemme tell 
ya, Mrs. Harper, this Cajun one 
here’ll give you just the kick it 
needs. Throw in a little cayenne 
pepper and your guests’ heads’ll be 
spinning.

Betty looks over the spice, grins up at him.

BETTY
Thank you, Abe. You know just what 
I need.

Abe waves to Betty, returns to his station. Betty makes her 
purchase at the nearby cash register.

HELEN COLE, 23, every bit as pretty and ditzy as you’d 
imagine a young wife to be, enters the store.

ABE
Good afternoon, Mrs. Cole.

Helen waves a gloved hand to Abe and Betty.

HELEN
Hiya, Betty! Hi, Abe. 

Helen notices Betty’s spice.

HELEN
Ooh, can I expect that on some 
chicken at the party?

BETTY
Lamb, actually. How’s the casserole 
coming along?

HELEN
It’ll put anything Madge makes to 
shame.

The women LAUGH, Betty accepts her change, leaves. 

Abe and Helen look each other over, a little embarrassed.

ABE
Can I help you find anything, Mrs. 
Cole?

Helen’s face falls.
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HELEN
You know how to make a casserole?

ABE
You don’t know?

HELEN
Abe, sweetie, if I knew I wouldn’t 
be asking.

Abe nods, waves her over toward a stack of cookbooks set up 
to the side of the meat counter. He picks one up, passes it 
to her.

ABE
Whole section on them in here. 
Maybe give the chicken pot pie one 
a try. It’s easy and tasty.

Helen BEAMS up at him.

HELEN
Abe, sweetie, you are a lifesaver!

ABE
Anything else I can get for you, 
Mrs. Cole?

Helen stares at him the entire time, dreamy-eyed. Abe grins, 
back, waiting for some kind of response. She doesn’t notice. 
He glances between her and the register.

ABE
Good evening, Mrs. Cole.

Helen snaps out of it.

HELEN
Yes! Yes, good evening, Abe.

Flustered, Helen brushes her dress and hurries to the cash 
register. A quick exchange is made, with her constantly 
passing shy glances at Abe behind the meat counter. He’s well 
aware, enjoying the attention.

She heads out of the store. 

She and Abe exchange a loving stare as she passes by him 
through the window outside.

Abe LAUGHS, picks up his rag.

A nearby ELDERLY CAUCASIAN WOMAN notices their exchange, 
SNIFFS in disgust, moves away from Abe.
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[OPENING CREDITS]

INT. BETTY’S KITCHEN - DAY

Betty cuts up radishes on her cutting board. LYDIA HARPER, 16 
and femme, appears in the doorway to the dining room, SUSIE 
MITCHELL, 16, dressy and flirtacious, by her side.

LYDIA
Hey mom, I’m going to Ritters.

She turns to leave--

BETTY
Hold your horses. Did you get your 
chores done?

Susie and Lydia share a look.

LYDIA
Yeah, they’re all done.

She starts to leave again. Betty sets the radishes aside, 
pours green beans in a pan.

BETTY
You vacuumed the floor?

Lydia stops.

LYDIA
Yes, mom.

BETTY
And you cleaned your room?

LYDIA
Yes, mom.

BETTY
And the bathroom?

LYDIA
Mom.

Betty throws her hands up.

BETTY
Alright! Alright. Go, go. 

Lydia and Susie rush out of sight.
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BETTY
Be back by dinner!

The front door SLAMS shut. Betty sighs, resumes cooking.

TOMMY, 8, in need of a haircut, appears in the doorway, a 
sponge in hand.

TOMMY
Mom, where’s Lydia?

BETTY
She’s going to Ritters.

Tommy looks around the kitchen.

TOMMY
Did she leave money?

BETTY
Why would she do that?

Tommy throws the sponge on the ground.

TOMMY
Damn it!

Betty drops her pan on the counter with a CLATTER, startled.

Tommy realizes his mistake.

TOMMY
She was gonna pay me to do her 
chores.

Betty points to the spot in front of her, stern.

Tommy sulks over. Betty lifts him up on the counter, turns on 
the sink. She lathers some soap underneath the faucet.

TOMMY
But dad said it and you didn’t get 
mad at him!

BETTY
You’re not your father. Thank God 
for that.

Tommy presses his lips closed, defiant. Betty grabs a wooden 
spoon from her cutlery.

BETTY
Soap or spoon. Make your choice.
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Tommy hesitates, sticks his tongue out. Betty puts her spoon 
down, holds up the soap.

INT. SHOE SALES OFFICE - DAY

GENE HARPER sits in his cubicle, stares at the clock in 
disdain. He leans back in his chair, flask in hand.

TICK. TICK. TICK.

5:00PM.

Gene stands up, grabs his jacket. He hides his flask in a 
drawer in his desk as his boss, RICHARD HANES, mid-50s and 
well dressed, approaches.

RICHARD
Gene, we need to talk.

Gene grabs his briefcase.

GENE
I’m clocked out for the day, Dick. 
Can we discuss this tomorrow?

Gene tries to step around his boss, but Richard blocks his 
path. 

RICHARD
Now.

Gene sets his briefcase down on his desk, frustrated.

RICHARD
Your sales are down--

GENE
They’ll fix themselves.

RICHARD
Your sales have been down for the 
past six months. We’re a business, 
Gene, and your work ethic isn’t 
cutting it. You want that Christmas 
bonus or not?

Gene grips his briefcase’s handle, tries to move past him 
again. Richard steps in front of him.

RICHARD
Get your shit together. We have 
more than enough reason to replace 
you as it is.
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Richard glances at the drawer where Gene’s flask is hidden.

Gene sneers, pushes past him, storms past cubicles. Richard 
runs his hand through his hair-- rather, the lack thereof-- 
adjusts his suit, carries on.

INT. RITTERS - DAY

A bustling 1950’s soda shop with large windows and a pastel 
color scheme. SEVERAL TEENS occupy the booths. 

Lydia and Susie sit on stools at the counter, Susie swings 
her legs while Lydia remains composed.

ROBBY, 16, a boy-next-door sort of cute with a soda shop 
uniform, drops off two milkshakes.

SUSIE
(sing-song voice)

Thank you, Robby.

Robby grins, awkward and nervous. He nods to them.

ROBBY
Sure thing, girls. On the house.

SUSIE
Well aren’t you just a doll.

Lydia’s distracted. Susie elbows her.

LYDIA
Thanks, Robby.

His gaze lingers on Lydia. She doesn’t notice, too focused on 
sipping her milkshake. 

Susie stares at her, expectant.

Robby gives a weak smile to Susie, resumes assisting other 
customers.

Susie kicks Lydia. She jumps.

LYDIA
What?

SUSIE
Are you blind? Robby’s obviously 
got a little crush on you.

Lydia looks back at Robby, then to Susie; she LAUGHS.
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LYDIA
That’s ridiculous.

Susie moves closer to Lydia, prodding.

SUSIE
You don’t like him?

Closer.

LYDIA
Well, it’s not that I don’t like 
him--

Closer.

SUSIE
Then what is it?

Lydia stirs her straw in her glass, frustrated.

LYDIA
Are you writing a book? Leave that 
chapter out.

Susie GROANS, moves away. She swings around on her chair.

SUSIE
Lydia, you haven’t even had a 
boyfriend yet. At this rate you’re 
going to end up an old spinster--

Susie’s talking fades away when NANCY, 16 with pinup curls 
and ruby red lipstick, enters the soda shop. 

Lydia stares at her, awed. Nancy gives Lydia a suggestive 
smile, then turns down the aisle toward the booths.

SUSIE (O.S.)
Lydia!

Lydia snaps back to reality. 

LYDIA
Sorry.

SUSIE
Really, no wonder you can’t get a 
date! Is anyone even home up there? 
Hello?

Susie YELLS in her ear, waves a hand in front of her face. 
Lydia waves her off, occasionally sparing a glance to Nancy, 
who sits alone at a back booth.
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Lydia drinks her milkshake.

INT. HELEN’S KITCHEN - DAY

The kitchen is a mess, cluttered with baking ingredients and 
measuring spoons. The cookbook she purchased from Abe sits 
open on the counter, indicating a casserole recipe.

Helen, hair tied back and apron covered in flour, struggles 
to follow the recipe, a wooden spoon in her hand.

HELEN
Wait, one fourth or one third?

She looks back at the cookbook, her confusion growing.

HELEN
What?

The kitchen phone RINGS!

Helen jumps, startled, picks it up.

HELEN
Cole Residence! Helen speaking.

DR. BARNS (V.O.)
(filted)

Hi Mrs. Cole, this is Dr. BARNS, 
how do you do?

HELEN
Dr. Barns!

Helen flings her hand up, sending the wooden spoon flying 
across the kitchen. 

HELEN
I’m doing--

It crashes against the window, clattering to the floor. Helen 
clutches her heart.

HELEN
I’m wonderful. How are you?

DR. BARNS (V.O.)
(filtered)

Fine, fine. We got your test 
results back from your visit.

Helen’s face lights up in excitement. She sits down, 
clutching onto the phone for life.
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DR. BARNS (V.O.)
(filtered)

Ah, I’m afraid there’s no easy way 
of telling you this, but the test 
came back negative. 

Her face drops. Helen loosens up, disappointment evident.

HELEN
I’m not pregnant?

DR. BARNS (V.O.)
(filtered)

No, dear, I’m afraid not.

There’s a slight pause as the news settles in.

DR. BARNS (V.O.)
(filtered)

You know, I think it might be time 
to start considering other options. 
There is always adoption.

This seems to send another kick to her self esteem.

HELEN
Yes. Of course. Thank you for 
calling to let me know.

Helen hangs up the phone gently, sets it aside. She places 
her hands on her stomach, trying not to cry.

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Tommy sits at the table while Lydia and Betty set out hot 
plates and dishes: chicken, radishes, and other side dishes.

TOMMY
Where’s dad?

Betty glances at a clock above the doorway: 6:00PM. She 
scowls, removes her oven mitts.

BETTY
I don’t know. I’m sure he’ll be 
here soon.

Betty exits into the kitchen. 

Lydia takes a seat beside Tommy, who rests his chin on his 
hand while he smacks his fork against his plate. Lydia gives 
him a dirty look.
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LYDIA
Please stop that.

She sets her napkin across her lap. Tommy pauses, then smacks 
it louder.

LYDIA
Tommy!

Betty returns, smacks the back of Tommy’s head.

BETTY
Knock it off.

Tommy pouts, sets his fork down.

A door opens off screen. Betty looks toward the doorway into 
the--

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Gene labors in, his suit in disarray, drunk. He drops his 
suitcase on the floor with a loud THUD.

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Betty closes her eyes, waits in anxious silence. 

Gene’s HEAVY FOOTSTEPS are HEARD from the other room, as well 
as his stumbling. He knocks into something--

GENE
Fuck.

Lydia stares down at her plate, silent. Tommy plays with his 
fork, equally unsettled.

Gene sways into the room, coat half removed.

BETTY
Welcome home, dear.

Betty walks over, helps him remove his coat. Gene GRUNTS, 
unappreciative. Betty exits into the living room to put it 
away.

Gene looks at his kids as he approaches his seat. He starts 
to tip over--

Betty returns, adjusts his seat so he falls into it. Gene 
continues to stare at his kids.
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GENE
Well? Aren’t you going to say 
something?

LYDIA
Welcome home, dad.

He turns his attention to Tommy. Tommy doesn’t look at him, 
stays focused on his fork.

Lydia kicks him under the table. Tommy shoots her a glare, 
then a sheepish glance at Gene.

TOMMY
Hi, dad.

Gene GRUNTS, unimpressed. Betty takes her seat across from 
him, serves dinner.

He glares down at the chicken on his plate.

GENE
What the hell is this?

Lydia looks to her mother. They share a cautious stare. Betty 
CLEARS HER THROAT, continues serving the food.

BETTY
It’s chicken.

GENE
Where’s the lamb?

Betty sets down a serving spoon, cautious.

BETTY
It’s in the freezer. I told you, 
I’m serving that for the party--

GENE
And what are these?!

Gene, angry, picks his radishes off of his plate. Betty grows 
progressively irritated.

BETTY
Well, if you don’t want it, I have 
plenty of leftovers in the fridge--

GENE
Leftovers!

Gene stands up, plate in hand. Lydia and Tommy sit back in 
their chairs, frightened. Betty stares at him.
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GENE
This is what I think of your 
leftovers!

Gene throws the dish at Betty.

Betty ducks--

It CRASHES into the wall behind her, SMASHING into several 
pieces. Lydia SHRIEKS. Food splatters the wall. 

Gene glares at his family, taking each one in. Lydia and 
Tommy avoid looking at him. Betty glares right back.

He KICKS the table. The family flinches. He stumbles into the 
living room. 

The family remains silent, listening as his LOUD FOOTSTEPS 
ascend the stairs, followed by a door SLAMMING. 

Lydia and Tommy slowly look to their mother, wide-eyed.

Betty removes the napkin from her lap, stands up. Lydia moves 
to help her.

LYDIA
Mom--

BETTY
Eat your dinner before it gets 
cold.

Lydia hesitantly sits back down. Betty picks up pieces of the 
broken plate, carries them into the kitchen.

Tommy digs into his food. Lydia looks to him, then at her 
dish. She pushes it away.

EXT. NIGHTINGALES DOMESTIC SERVICES - DAY

Establishing--

INT. NIGHTINGALES DOMESTIC SERVICES - DAY

DORIS ADAMS, 29, African American with strong shoulders and a 
kind smile, opens up a large box full of freshly ordered 
uniforms. OTHER WOMEN AROUND HER peer into the box.

Doris pulls out one of the gowns, looks it over in distaste.
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DORIS
How many times I gotta send these 
back until I get the right color?

LEE-ANNE HINT, 25, African American secretary with stylish 
nails, looks over the gowns.

LEE-ANNE
Want me to type up a letter?

DORIS
No, we’ll just make do.

Doris tosses the dress back in, carries the box across the 
room to a large empty table. She unfolds them, sets them out 
on the table.

DORIS
Janet, here’s yours. Dorothy. 
Bertha. 

The front door DINGS. Betty enters, a gust of winter wind 
following after. She makes her way to Doris, looks over the 
uniforms.

BETTY
Well aren’t these something?

She traces her fingers over the embroidered logo: 
“NIGHTINGALES”.

BETTY
Shouldn’t these be blue?

DORIS
They should.

BETTY
They sent the wrong ones again?

Betty looks through the box, pulls out different uniforms. 
She grows more frustrated with each one.

BETTY
Well this is ridiculous. Pack these 
up, we’ll send a letter.

DORIS
My girls’ve been without uniforms 
for two months, Mrs. Harper. 

BETTY
They can go another week. 
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Betty grabs the uniforms off of the table, sets them back 
into the box. Doris nods, but her face betrays disagreement.

Betty closes the lids of the box, scoots it aside.

BETTY
There. Have Lee-Anne draft another 
letter. Tell them we want a 
discount or we’re going to 
Verman’s.

DORIS
You know Verman’s will take twice 
as long and charge us more.

BETTY
And I’ll have you know that 
Cougher’s is biting for business.

She pats the box.

BETTY
We didn’t pay for white. We paid 
for blue, and that’s what we’ll 
get. Now--

Betty makes her way to Doris’s office. Doris follows after.

INT. DORIS’S OFFICE - DAY

Betty enters the office, picks up a file labeled: “BETTY 
HARPER”. She takes a seat on one of the statement chairs. 
Doris sits at her desk.

Betty flips through the folder. Several invoices and expenses 
papers fill the file.

BETTY
I need you over at five on Friday. 
Gene’s making a fuss about the 
living room and I need it spotless.

DORIS
On it.

BETTY
Did you print out the business 
cards? I want them sitting out for 
my guests.

DORIS
They’ll be shipped here tomorrow.
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Doris files through a few work applications on her desk. 
Betty glares down at the papers in front of her.

BETTY
What’s all this spending on Spic n’ 
Span? We’re going to go bankrupt at 
this rate.

DORIS
We need cleaning implements, and 
with the cost of shipping these 
uniforms in and out...

Betty waves it off.

BETTY
Here’s what we’ll do. Cut them out 
entirely. We just need some bleach 
and water, mix it together. It’ll 
cover the cost of shipment and 
we’ll be making more back in the 
process.

Betty writes some notes into her file. Doris nods in 
approval.

EXT. BARB’S HOME - DAY

A rich, upper class suburban home. Far better off than 
Betty’s.

Betty steps up to the front porch. Inside the home, she hears 
CRYING and YELLING. She rings the doorbell, unnerved.

A moment--

BARB, 43, a beautiful upper-class woman with more jewelry 
than necessary, answers, out of breath.

BARB
Oh, Betty, baby, come in.

Betty enters--

INT. BARB’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Barb leads Betty in, gestures toward the couch.

A BABY CRIES IN THE BACKGROUND.
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BETTY
Oh, no thank you. I can’t stay 
long, just picking up.

BARB
Right. Of course.

A LOUD CRY interrupts them. Barb HUFFS, annoyed.

BARB
One second.

Barb runs upstairs to the source of the yelling.

BARB (O.S.)
God damn it, Ruth, shut him up! I 
have company!

Betty looks at the pictures that decorate Barb’s wall: photos 
of her and her husband, GEORGE, at their wedding, followed by 
years together with their kids, and finally George in his 
military uniform.

BARB (O.S.)
Okay, Betty!

Barb’s footsteps charge down the stairs, a box in her hands.

Betty steps away from the picture, polite smile. Barb sets 
down the decorations.

BARB
They’re all from last year, so 
they’re a little tacky, but Madge 
won’t even notice.

Betty picks up the decorations, peeks through them.

BETTY
These are great. Thanks.

Barb leads Betty to the door. Betty turns around--

BETTY
By the way, that cry usually means 
he’s hungry. 

Betty leaves. Barb closes the door, considers this.

BARB
Huh.

Barb heads upstairs.
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BARB
Ruth, you idiot, give the brat a 
bottle!

She disappears to the second floor.

INT. HELEN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Helen, in cute pajamas, prepares for bed, melancholy. 

JOSEPH, 25 with glasses, enters from the bathroom. He crawls 
onto the bed behind Helen, wraps his arms around her, lips at 
her ear.

JOSEPH
Hey.

He kisses her cheek. Helen remains unaffected.

JOSEPH
Dr. Barns call yet?

HELEN
He did.

JOSEPH
Well? Good news?

Helen SIGHS, moves away from him. Joseph’s face falls, pets 
her hand. Helen moves it onto her lap. Joseph sits back.

JOSEPH
It’s only been a year. These things 
happen.

HELEN
They keep happening.

Helen climbs under the covers, tries to situate herself. 

Joseph lays beside her on top of the bed, brushes her hair 
from her face.

Helen rolls away from him.

Joseph lays on his back, stares up at the ceiling, lost in 
thought.

He rolls toward her, kisses along her neck. Helen nudges, 
uncomfortable. Joseph SIGHS.

JOSEPH
Come on, Helen.
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HELEN
I don’t want to.

Joseph tries again, but Helen moves away. Joseph sits back, 
frustrated. 

JOSEPH
Christ, Helen. Can’t you even do 
the one damned thing you’re 
supposed to?

Helen curls up in on herself, guilt-ridden. Joseph SCOFFS at 
her.

He climbs under the covers, rolls away from her, turns off 
the light. 

There’s a tense silence.

Helen rolls toward him, scoots up close to his back. Joseph 
rolls over, kisses her. Helen hesitates, then kisses him 
back.

They become passionate, entangled in each other. Joseph slips 
her nightie up.

The bed CREAKS. Helen MOANS.

INT. CAR GARAGE - DAY

Several YOUNG MEN, predominantly African American, work on 
cars. ED ADAMS, 33, African American in a mechanic’s uniform 
with callused hands, greets Gene as he enters.

GENE
She done yet?

They both look to Gene’s car in the parking lot. Ed nods, 
catches his breath.

ED
Yeah, she’s good to go. 

Gene’s about to leave, but Ed pulls out an earring from his 
pocket.

ED
Ah, Gene.

Gene turns. Ed holds out the earring. Gene sucks air between 
his teeth, quickly tucks it away in his pocket.
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ED
Found it in the backseat. I thought 
your wife might have dropped it.

Gene nods. 

GENE
Thanks, Ed.

Ed gives him his keys, Gene returns to his car. Ed returns 
back to work. One of his COWORKERS puts a hand on his 
shoulder to stop him, looks back at Gene to make sure he’s 
gone.

COWORKER
Didn’t you find some other gal’s 
panties in there just last month? I 
know no respectable lady’s leavin’
those in there.

Ed removes his hand from his shoulder.

ED
That’s none of our business.

Ed returns to work. His coworker LAUGHS, lets out a long 
WHISTLE, returns to work.

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

An aluminum Christmas tree sits in front of the window, 
decorated in lights, tinsel, and ornaments.

The boxes Barb gave Betty, along with some others scattered 
around the floor, lay open to display various other holiday 
themed decorations inside.

Betty stands on an ottoman, pins streamers to the ceiling.

Lydia picks up an ugly snowman decoration, gives it a funny 
look. She holds it up to Betty.

LYDIA
Where do you want this?

Betty turns, disgusted with the snowman.

BETTY
Oh. Um, we’ll just... put that in 
the basement. Barb doesn’t need to 
know.

20.



Lydia nods, tosses it in a box labeled “BARB” with several 
other ugly Christmas decorations. 

She grabs a set of porcelain Christmas cottages and sets them 
out across the fireplace mantle.

Gene enters the front door, SLAMS the door behind him. Betty 
and Lydia flinch, but continue decorating.

BETTY
Hi, honey. 

LYDIA
Hi, dad.

Gene GRUNTS at them, exits toward the kitchen. The women 
continue decorating, HEAR his shuffling through the fridge. 

GENE (O.S.)
What the hell!

Betty SIGHS, steps off her ottoman and straightens her dress. 

Lydia is about to go after him, but Betty holds up a hand: 
“stay there.” Lydia remains.

Gene storms out of the dining room.

GENE
Where’s the china cabinet?

BETTY
We need more room for the party, 
dear.

Betty approaches him, but Gene SLAPS her across the face. 
Betty steps back, touches her cheek.

Betty CLICKS her tongue.

BETTY
It’s in the hallway.

GENE
Bring it back in.

Gene takes a swig of his beer, heads through the living room. 
Betty SCOFFS.

BETTY
No.

Gene and Lydia snap their attention to her.
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GENE
Excuse me?

Betty looks at him, astounded, tries to gather herself.

BETTY
I said “no”. Look, Gene, I have a 
party tonight. Everyone in the cul-
de-sac is coming--

Gene throws his bottle at her. It smacks off of her shoulder, 
shatters on the ground. Betty grips her shoulder. 

Lydia stands back.

Gene pushes forward, squeezes Betty’s neck, pushes her 
against the wall.

GENE
Move that shit back to the dining 
room by the time I get back. You 
hear me?

Betty glares back at him. He grips tighter. Betty CHOKES, 
nods.

Gene releases her.

Betty falls back against the wall, GASPS for air. Gene 
ignores Lydia, storms out of the house. 

Lydia looks at her mother, then starts toward the hallway--

BETTY
Where are you going?

Betty holds the wall to help her stand up.

LYDIA
I thought-- I was going to help 
move it--

BETTY
No. It stays. Finish decorating.

Lydia pauses, nods, returns to setting up the Christmas 
houses. Betty climbs back on the ottoman, hangs streamers.

INT. DORIS’S BEDROOM - DAY

Doris, in her underwear, irons her maid uniform on an ironing 
board, occasionally checks the clock on the wall.
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3:17PM.

She looks back down at her dress. There’s a burn stain. She 
quickly moves the iron away.

DORIS
Shit. 

She carries the dress out--

INT. DORIS’S HALLWAY - DAY

Through the hall and into--

INT. DORIS’S BATHROOM - DAY

Doris turns the faucet on and runs the burn mark under the 
sink.

DORIS
Anne!

ANNE ADAMS, 9 years old with coily hair and hand-me-down 
clothes, hurries to the doorway.

DORIS
Go get me my other uniform. It’s in 
the closet.

ANNE
Okay, mama.

Anne runs off. 

Doris turns the faucet off, grabs a bottle of bleach from 
under the sink. She pours it on the dress, scrubs.

Anne returns with the new uniform. It’s wrinkled. Doris 
glances it over.

DORIS
What’s the matter with you? I can’t 
wear that. Go iron it. 

Anne gives her mother a look of distaste, but bites her 
tongue and carries the uniform away.

Doris runs the dress under water again.

ED (O.S.)
Doris? You home?
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DORIS
Upstairs.

FOOTSTEPS are heard as Ed makes his way upstairs, appears in 
the doorway.

ED
I thought you would’ve left for 
work by now.

She turns off the faucet, gives her husband a confused look.

DORIS
It’s barely past three.

Ed checks his watch.

ED
No, hon, it’s four-fifteen. 

Doris jumps up, pushes past him.

DORIS
What?!

Ed follows after her.

INT. DORIS’S BEDROOM - DAY

Doris runs in, points to the clock. Anne irons her dress 
nearby.

DORIS
There. It’s three--

Ed enters. They both look over the clock. The time hasn’t 
changed.

Ed reaches down and inspects the clock’s plug; it’s not 
plugged in. The iron is, however.

DORIS
Oh, shit.

Doris yanks her dress away from Anne, pulls it on. Anne 
stumbles back, burns her hand with the iron. She lets out a 
CRY.

DORIS
Not now, Anne.

Ed pats Anne’s head.
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ED
Go run that under some cold water, 
baby.

Anne nods, tries to hold back her pain, rushes out of the 
room.

Doris applies lipstick in the mirror, slips into her work 
shoes. Ed reaches for a hug and kiss, but Doris pushes past 
him.

DORIS
Can’t, I have a bus to catch!

Doris rushes out of the room.

Ed SIGHS, unplugs the iron.

INT. HELEN’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Helen descends the stairs, all dressed up in her holiday 
best.

Joseph sits on the couch, watches television. He looks up at 
his wife, surprised.

JOSEPH
I thought the party didn’t start 
until seven.

He checks his watch.

HELEN
It doesn’t. I promised Betty I’d 
come early to help out.

Helen stops in front of a mirror, adjusts her hair. Joseph 
shrugs, uninterested. He returns his attention to the TV.

JOSEPH
Alright. I’ll see you there when it 
starts.

HELEN
Will do.

Helen grabs her coat from the closet, pulls it on. She’s 
about to leave--

JOSEPH
Aren’t you supposed to bring a 
casserole?
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She stops, nervous.

HELEN
Oh! Yes, of course.

Helen quickly exits, returns back with a casserole dish. She 
blows a kiss to Joseph on her way out. He makes no return of 
affection.

EXT. HELEN’S HOUSE - DAY

Snow swirls around outside, quickly covering the ground.

Helen steps out onto her porch, shuts the door behind her. 
She lifts the lid of her casserole pot, checks it over, then 
walks off.

INT. SHOE SALES OFFICE - DAY

Gene lays back on his chair, in a drunken sleep. Papers 
scatter in a mess around his desk. An empty flask lays on the 
floor beside him.

Richard approaches the desk, furious. He kicks Gene’s chair.

Gene bursts awake, startled and aggressive.

RICHARD
Gene!

Gene composes himself, realizing his surroundings. He rubs 
his head, calming down.

RICHARD
Is this how you conduct yourself at 
work?

Gene looks around his desk, embarrassed. 

GENE
I’m sorry, sir. It must be the 
holidays tiring me out. 

He tries to kick his flask under his desk. Richard notices, 
reaches down, picks it up. He gives a HEAVY SIGH.

RICHARD
Gene, you used to be a real hard 
worker.

He drops the flask on the desk with a LOUD CLATTER.
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RICHARD
Don’t count on your bonus.

Gene stands up, SNARLS.

GENE
You can’t do that!

RICHARD
Talk to me like that again and 
it’ll be your job I take.

Gene stands his ground, fuming, but makes no movement toward 
Richard.

RICHARD
That’s what I thought.

Richard exits.

Gene grabs his flask, opens it, attempts to drink from it. He 
shakes the flask; it’s empty. He throws it against the wall.

EXT. SMITHFIELD GROCER - EVENING

DAVID SMITHFIELD, a man in his 60s with a limp, stands in 
front of the door, about to flip the sign. 

Helen runs up to the front, gives a pleading smile. 

HELEN
I just need one thing. Please.

David looks around the empty street, opens the door for her. 
Helen enters--

INT. SMITHFIELD GROCER - EVENING

David, tired, heads to his office in the back.

Helen heads to the spice rack, looks around. Abe, cleaning up 
at the butcher’s station, notices her.

ABE
Can I help you find anything, Mrs. 
Cole?

Helen pretends to show interest in the spices, but pays more 
attention to Abe.
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HELEN
I’m making a casserole, but I want 
to put a little something extra in. 
Do you have any recommendations?

ABE
What sort of casserole is it?

Abe makes his way around to the spice rack.

HELEN
Chicken pot pie.

Abe leads her attention to the thyme, helps grab a small 
container for her.

ABE
I think you might want to try this. 
It’s nice and mild for what you’re 
going for.

Abe hand the container to her. Helen touches his hand as she 
accepts it. There’s a quiet moment as they stare at each 
other.

HELEN
I don’t think I want mild.

She steps closer to him. 

Now it’s Abe’s turn to be nervous. A little flustered, he 
points out some other spices on the rack.

ABE
Well, there here go good with 
chicken. And this one--

Helen grabs his face, kisses him. 

They part, each startled by their own action. Helen takes a 
step back, convinced he didn’t enjoy it.

HELEN
I’m so sorry.

She’s ready to run, but Abe pulls her against his chest, 
kisses her back. Helen recuperates, drops the thyme against 
the floor. 

They knock a few display containers on the shelves off as 
they grasp for each other.

Abe glances at the office. There’s a LIGHT SNORING INSIDE.
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The two make their way to a back room.

EXT. BETTY’S HOUSE - DAY

The home is decorated in Christmas lights. They shine 
brightly against the snow.

INT. LYDIA’S ROOM - NIGHT

Lydia, in a robe and undergarments, reclines on her bed, her 
hair up in curlers as she flips through a scrapbook.

It’s filled with beautiful women and celebrities from 
magazines.

She traces her fingers over a picture of Jane Russell and 
Elizabeth Taylor.

She glances to her closed door, then back to her scrapbook.

Lydia unties her robe and slips her hand underneath her 
girdle.

A KNOCK on the door. Lydia jumps, embarrassed and terrified, 
SLAMS her scrapbook shut.

BETTY (O.S.)
Lydia?

She tosses the scrapbook under her bed--

LYDIA
In a minute!

She ties her robe back up, adjusts herself.

LYDIA
Come in.

Betty enters, dressed up for the holiday party. She lets out 
a GASP.

BETTY
Why aren’t you dressed? The party 
starts in less than an hour.

LYDIA
I’m sorry. I was finishing up my 
homework--

Betty waves her off, already leaving the room.
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BETTY
Finish getting ready, then help me 
downstairs, will you? 

LYDIA
Yes, mom.

The DOOR SHUTS. Lydia SIGHS in relief, collapses back onto 
her bed.

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The home is decorated for the holiday. Plates of hor
d’oeuvres sit across the dining table. Doris dusts a cabinet.

BETTY
Doris, would you grab the Santa 
napkins? The nice cloth ones? 
They’re downstairs.

Doris nods, exits.

Betty sets out little serving plates around the table for her 
guests.

The front door SLAMS open and shut. Betty flinches, but 
otherwise ignores it.

Gene stumbles in, drunk out of his mind. Betty approaches 
him, embarrassed.

BETTY
Where have you been? We have guests 
coming in thirty minutes--

She stops a good distance, overcome by disgust.

BETTY
Gene, you reek! How much have you 
been drinking?

Gene stumbles forward, holds onto a chair for support.

BETTY
I’ll get you some coffee. You go 
upstairs, clean up.

Betty takes his arm, offers him help. Gene SMACKS her away.

GENE
Don’t touch me!
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Betty stumbles back, lets him go. She glares at him as he 
tries to move about the room, knocking into decorations. 

GENE
What is all this shit?!

BETTY
It’s for the Christmas party.

Gene grabs a bottle of liquor from the cabinet, throws it 
across the room. It SHATTERS by Betty’s face. 

GENE
There’s not going to be a goddamned
party!

He reaches up, rips some streamers off of the wall.

BETTY
You are not pulling this shit
tonight, Gene. I have had this 
planned for months!

Betty, pissed, picks up the streamer and attempts to reattach 
it. 

Gene grabs the streamer from her hand, pushes Betty away. 

She falls against the table, a glass of wine spills onto her 
dress.

BETTY
Look what you’ve done!

She gestures toward her dress. 

GENE
Yeah, just blame it on me! All of 
you can just fucking blame it on 
me! Everything’s my goddamn fault!

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lydia, dressed for the party, descends the stairs, but PAUSES 
midway as she hears her parents’ arguing. 

BETTY (O.S.)
What the hell is your problem?!

GENE (O.S.)
I don’t know! What the fuck is my 
problem, Betty? 
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Lydia starts to ascend the stairs again, but lingers at the 
top.

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Betty tries to dab her dress with a nearby napkin. It’s no 
use.

GENE
While you’re here throwing my money 
around for some goddamn fantasy, 
I’m out there working my ass off in 
the real world!

BETTY
A fantasy? Coming from you? When’s 
the last time I saw you sober?!

Gene moves to punch her, but stumbles to the side. Betty 
pushes him back, marches into--

INT. BETTY’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Betty grabs a tea towel, runs it under the faucet, dabs it 
against her dress.

The sound of BULBS SHATTERING in the other room cause her to 
jump.

Betty turns the faucet off, tosses her tea towel on the 
counter, exits.

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

An aluminum tree twinkles in Christmas lights in front of 
their front window.

Gene grabs glass bulbs from the tree, THROWS them against the 
wall one at a time. They SHATTER.

Betty enters, outraged.

BETTY
What are you doing?!

She rushes to the tree, tries to save a bulb. Gene grabs it 
from her, and in a struggle, manages it to throw it across 
the room.
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GENE
Here’s a toast to your fucking
party!

BETTY
Gene, that’s enough!

Betty grabs for the bulb in Gene’s hand. He SMACKS her away. 
Betty stumbles into the coffee table, knocking over a 
nativity scene.

Lydia lingers at the top of the stairs, watching the fight, 
unsure of whether to intervene or not.

Betty gets back up, pulls the tree toward her. Gene drops the 
bulbs in his hands, grabs the other side of the tree. They 
fight over it.

BETTY
Give me the damned tree! Gene!

They both pull on either side, Gene clearly winning. 

BETTY
You want to ruin Christmas that 
badly? Fine!

Betty, furious and trying to hold back oncoming tears, shoves 
the tree at him.

Gene stumbles backward, clutching onto the tree. 

It falls in full force onto him--

One rod pierces through his throat. He CHOKES, unable to 
breath. Blood spills onto the branch.

The sharp fibers slice into his torso.

Gene collapses on the ground underneath it. 

Lydia clamps a hand over her mouth to mute her gasp, shakily 
returns upstairs.

Betty stares at the scene, lost in horror and shock.

BETTY
Gene?

Doris enters hesitantly from a basement door behind Betty, 
Santa napkins in hand.

DORIS
Is everything alright?
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As she approaches her, Doris sees the gruesome scene and 
drops the napkins. She starts to let out a SCREAM--

Betty rushes over, shoves a hand over her mouth. 

BETTY
No. No, no, no. 

Doris looks back at Gene’s corpse, then to Betty. 

Betty slowly removes her hand from Doris’s mouth.

DORIS
(whisper)

What did you do?

Betty tries to find the words, but fails. They both approach 
the corpse. 

Gene lays motionless, blood pools underneath him.

BETTY
It was an accident.

Doris swings her leg back, gives him a good kick. He’s 
definitely dead.

DORIS
Oh, honey, I wouldn’t blame you if 
it wasn’t.

Doris picks up the napkins, carries them into--

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

She sets them down on the table, makes her way to the phone.

BETTY
What are you doing?

DORIS
I’m calling an ambulance.

She picks up the receiver. Betty hangs it up. Doris starts to 
object--

BETTY
I think we both know that’s 
unnecessary.

They both look toward the other room, stressed. Betty runs 
her hands over her face, looks up at a clock hanging on the 
wall.
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BETTY
Alright. We’ve got thirty minutes. 
Doris, get the cleaning spray.

DORIS
You’re not calling the police?

BETTY
And how would that look for the 
Nightingales? How can we expect any 
business if I can’t keep my own 
house clean?

Doris lets this settle in as Betty arranges the napkins on 
the dining room table. Betty looks back toward the living 
room, grim.

DORIS
We’re going to need a lot more than 
some spray to clean this up.

BETTY
We’ll figure out something to do 
with him--

DORIS
It’s not the body I’m worried 
about. What about your Christmas 
tree?

Betty pauses, contemplating this.

BETTY
Go get the gloves. I’ll take care 
of it.

Betty exits into the kitchen. Doris looks back into--

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Gene’s corpse has not moved. The tree is soaked in blood.

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Doris SIGHS. What a mess.

MONTAGE:
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INT. BETTY’S BASEMENT - NIGHT

Betty and Doris hose down the Christmas tree. BLOODY WATER 
rolls off into a drain on the floor.

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Gene’s body is gone. Doris and Betty spray and scrub the 
carpet clean.

EXT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The Christmas tree is back up in front of the window. Betty 
rearranges the few remaining ornaments on the Christmas tree. 

Doris sets up the nativity scene on the coffee table, but 
searches around. Baby Jesus is missing.

INT. BETTY’S BASEMENT - NIGHT

Betty and Doris shove Gene’s corpse into the freezer. They 
struggle some, but manage to get it in. The door CLICKS shut.

A DOORBELL RINGS. They both look to the ceiling.

END MONTAGE.

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Betty opens the door to MARGARET HARPER, 65-year-old bitterly 
cruel woman and mother of Gene. The two share polite, steel 
cold smiles.

BETTY
Margaret, welcome. Come in.

Betty steps aside. Margaret enters, inspects the living room 
with a sharp eye.

The tree is back in place, albeit with less ornaments than 
before. There is no sign of the gruesome seen that took place 
earlier.

Doris enters, offers martinis. Betty gladly accepts. Margaret 
refuses.

MARGARET
I see I’m the first to arrive.
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BETTY
Yes, well, the others should be 
here shortly.

Margaret runs her finger over a nearby shelf, inspects it for 
dust. Doris and Betty share a look when she approaches the 
Christmas tree.

MARGARET
And where’s Gene? A son really 
should be here to greet his mother. 
(beat) What’s with these tacky 
silver trees? In my day they were 
fresh pine.

BETTY
I’m afraid I haven’t seen him since 
he’s gone to work this morning. 

Margaret quickly falls into concern.

MARGARET
Since work? Did you call the 
police?

Doris watches Margaret with scrutiny, but tries to disguise 
it as she pretends to adjust a few stockings above the 
fireplace.

BETTY
I don’t think that’s necessary, 
Margaret--

MARGARET
You’re here having a party while my 
son is out there missing in God 
knows where! What idiot wife 
wouldn’t call the police if her 
husband went missing?

Betty tries to retain her anger.

BETTY
I’m sure he’s at the bar or out 
celebrating with some coworkers. He 
didn’t want to have a party anyway.

MARGARET
And you did it without his 
permission? I warned him about you. 
What sort of wife--

THE DOORBELL RINGS. Relief washes over Betty’s face.
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BETTY
Excuse me, Margaret.

Margaret opens her mouth to say more, but Betty hurries over 
to the front door. 

Margaret looks around at the decorations, notices an object 
laying nearby on the floor.

She picks it up: Baby Jesus, and he’s cracked.

Margaret looks back at Betty, suspicious. She gently sets the 
figurine back in the nativity scene.

INT. BETTY’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Later. The party is in full swing. MUSIC AND CHATTER heard 
from other areas of the house.

Doris garnishes a tray of hor d’eourves, carries it out into--

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

SEVERAL NEIGHBORS in holiday formal CHAT and CLINK GLASSES 
amongst themselves. 

Doris carries the tray, offers food to those who will take 
it.

Lydia, nervous and pale, sneaks a cup of champagne with 
Susie. Susie seems to be enjoying herself, but Lydia’s far 
from it. 

SUSIE
What’s with that look? It’s as if 
you’ve seen a ghost.

LYDIA
I’m fine.

Susie looks across the room, grabs her arm. Lydia’s startled, 
but goes along with it.

SUSIE
Don’t look like now, but Robby’s 
looking pretty dreamy night.

The two glance back at Robby, who is in the midst of a 
conversation with his mother, Barb. He glances over, waves to 
the girls. Lydia and Susie give a wave back, return to each 
other.
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LYDIA
Susie, I told you I’m not into him.

SUSIE
Well he sure is into you! 

Susie gapes behind her, pats Lydia’s shoulder.

SUSIE
Good luck!

She quickly leaves. Lydia watches her go, confused. Robby 
approaches from behind.

LYDIA
Susie?

ROBBY
Hey, Lydia.

Lydia jumps, whirls around to face him. She tries to hide her 
disappointment.

LYDIA
Oh. Hi.

An awkward silence. Lydia doesn’t want to be here. Robby 
CLEARS his throat.

ROBBY
You’re looking real swell tonight.

LYDIA
Thanks. 

Another pause. Lydia starts to leave, but Robby grabs her 
hand, nervous. Lydia looks back at him in surprise.

ROBBY
I was uh, I was thinking, you know, 
maybe we could go out sometime. On 
a date, I mean.

She can’t hide her disappointment. Neither can he.

LYDIA
Oh, Robby...

ROBBY
You’re not already seeing someone, 
are ya?

LYDIA
No, it’s not that.
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His hopes are back up.

ROBBY
Then how about I pick you up at 
eight on Friday? I got the night 
off anyhow.

LYDIA
I--

She struggles, desperate to reject him. Susie watches on 
nearby, and the two girls catch other’s eyes. Susie waves her 
on.

Lydia gives in.

LYDIA
That sounds swell, Robby.

He can’t contain his excitement; like a child on Christmas. 
Lydia gives him a pitiful smile.

ROBBY
Great! I’ll uh, I’ll see you then. 

He nods eagerly, hurries off. Lydia takes a large gulp of her 
champagne.

INT. BETTY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Betty hangs up a guest’s coat in her closet. Joseph 
approaches her, concerned.

JOSEPH
Hey Bets, you seen Gene around?

Betty looks around.

BETTY
Why, no, I haven’t seen him all 
night. 

JOSEPH
Geez, he still owes me for the 
poker game last week. He didn’t 
give it to you, did he?

BETTY
Afraid not, Joe.

JOSEPH
Damn.
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Joseph looks around, unnerved.

JOSEPH
Just my luck tonight, too. Can’t 
find Helen either.

Betty’s surprised.

BETTY
I thought she came with you.

JOSEPH
She said she was stopping by early.

Joseph glances to the door, uneasy. He nods to himself.

JOSEPH
You know, I bet she’s fixing up her 
makeup. 

Betty’s unconvinced, but nods.

BETTY
Maybe. The restroom’s upstairs if 
you want to have a peek.

Joseph nods in thanks, walks upstairs. The DOORBELL RINGS. 
Betty answers--

HELEN
Hey, honey.

Helen walks in, shakes off bits of snow that cling to her 
jacket. Betty helps her out of it.

BETTY
Where’ve you been? Poor Joe’s 
looking everywhere for you.

HELEN
Oh, just some weather trouble. I’m 
sorry to worry you.

Helen passes her the casserole dish.

HELEN
Sorry. It might need a little 
warming up.

BETTY
Don’t worry about me. Joe’s 
upstairs.
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Helen nods, exits upstairs. Betty passes the casserole dish 
to Doris as she walks by and takes Helen’s coat to the 
closet.

MADGE ROBINSON, 35-year-old cougar with money, siddles in 
next to her.

MADGE
What a swell party you got going 
on, Betty.

Betty sees a tray of martinis left at the coffee table. She 
scoops one up.

BETTY
Thank you, Madge. I’m so glad you 
could make it.

MADGE
Of course. What are neighbors for?

Betty nods, takes a sip of her martini. Madge looks at her 
own martini, above it all.

MADGE
Of course we served Tom Collins at 
my party.

BETTY
Yes, well, Gene prefers martinis.

MADGE
And where is this handsome fellow 
of yours? He’s not still getting 
wasted downtown is he? 

Betty looks away. Madge smiles, poorly feigning pity.

MADGE
You poor thing. Harry tells me all 
about it. I can only imagine what 
the bartender thinks.

BETTY
You know, Harry should mind his own 
business. It’d be a shame if 
someone where to see him with a 
certain school teacher necking it 
out in his car.

Madge snaps her attention to her, outraged. Betty smiles 
back, polite and cutting.
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MADGE
Great party.

Madge leaves. Betty sips her martini, relieved, and mingles 
into the crowd.

INT. BETTY’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Betty enters, her glass empty. She makes her way to the bar, 
about to fill it up.

Tommy runs up to her, tugs her skirt.

TOMMY
Mama, mama!

She grabs a bottle, opens it up.

BETTY
Yes, dear?

TOMMY
Where’s the ice cream?

BETTY
The what?

Betty tries to shake the bottle out. It’s empty. She HUFFS, 
looks down at him.

TOMMY
For the rootbeer floats.

Tommy holds up an empty glass.

BETTY
Oh. Right, I suppose you’d need 
that.

Betty pats his head, sets the bottle down. Barb, smoking 
nearby, interjects.

BARB
It’s in the deep freeze, right, 
Bets? I’ll get it.

Barb starts to walk off. Betty panics, grabs her hand.

BETTY
No!

Barb looks at her, confused. Betty quickly composes herself.
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BETTY
I mean, you’re my guest. Allow me 
to.

BARB
You’ve been running around all 
night, honey, it’s no trouble.

Barb starts to walk off again. Betty follows after her.

BETTY
Really, I insist.

The two regard each other. Barb eventually shrugs.

BARB
Alright, if that’s what you wanna 
do. Don’t break your back or 
nothin’.

Barb returns to the bar for a smoke. Betty exits.

INT. BETTY’S BASEMENT - NIGHT

The light CLICKS ON.

Betty descends the stairs, walks past a large deep freezer. 

She picks up a bottle of wine, pauses at the freezer.

She opens it up.

Gene’s lifeless body stands inside, cramped between the walls 
of ice.

Betty reaches past him, pulls out a carton of vanilla ice 
cream.

She shuts the freezer door, ascends the stairs.

The light CLICKS OFF.

FADE OUT.
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