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MUSIC UP (something kicky, something Country) as we 
 
FADE IN: 
 
ON A ROADSIGN:  
 

Now entering 
WHITEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 

Pop. 1,654 
Okra Capital of the World! 

 
BEGIN MONTAGE, taking a quick tour of this small Southern 

backwater on a sleepy Spring morning: 
 
 THE COMMONS: a grassy downtown square with a statue of a Civil 

War hero smack dab in the middle. 
 
 THE PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH: the tallest steepled church in town, 

made from limestone and old money. 
 
 THE BAPTIST CHURCH: a white clapboard house of worship right 

on the river (convenient for dunking). 
 

 THE CHURCH OF CHRIST: a plain brick box with a hand-painted 
sign out front that reads: "SATURDAY NITE: MEN’S FELLOWSHIP 

MEETING AND PIG PICKIN!" 
 
 HIGHWAY 121 AND THE TOWN "STRIP" with the requisite 

Wal-Mart...auto parts center...gun and pawn shop... Sizzler, 
Shoney’s, Shakee’s, Hardee’s and every other staple of 
American Roadside Cuisine. 

 
END ON: AN UPPER-CLASS STREET lined with shady oaks and stately 
old homes.  MUSIC FADES OUT as  
 
We focus in on a gorgeous gabled house with a wrap-around porch 
and dogwood in bloom out front -- it’s a Southern Living 

magazine cover waiting to happen. 
 
A paperboy walks by, tossing the morning paper up onto the 
porch. 
 
CLOSE ON: THE WHITEVILLE HERALD 
 
Its headline blares: "TWO KILLED IN FREAK MOLASSES MISHAP." 
 
From inside the house, a chirpy FEMALE VOICE calls out: 
 

  FEMALE VOICE (O.S.) 

Keep the count, ladies: 
Matthew, Mark, Luke, John! 
Matthew, Mark, Luke, John! 
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INT. A WELL-HEELED REC ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
On the carpet, curled in a stomach crunch and gritting her 
perfect pearly-whites, is LIBBY WHITE HACKETT JONES, early 40s, 
former debutante now Junior League Princess.  Libby is trim and 
all-American attractive...as well as spoiled and conceited, her 
feminine wiles as lethal as nerve gas. 
 
On a home theater TV set, we hear the same female voice as 
before: BECKY SUE, a Born-Again bubblehead in modest garb, who 
mirrors Libby’s actions, but without breaking a sweat. 
 

  BECKY SUE (V.O.) 
Now hold this last crunch!  I know it 
hurts, but think of our Savior up on that 
cross!  Your pain’s nothing compared to 
His!  Hold it, hold it... 
 
  LIBBY 
 (groaning) 
Come on...you...perky bitch! 
 
  BECKY SUE (V.O.) 
Anaaaaaaad let go -- 
 

Libby quickly collapses back onto the floor. 
 

  BECKY SUE (V.O.) 
-- slowly, girls.  Don’t collapse. 

 
  LIBBY 
I’m over 40.  I collapse.  Sue me. 
 

Libby struggles to her feet, catching her breath. 
 
  BECKY SUE (V.O.) 
And that concludes today’s edition of 

Stay Slim With Christ.  See ya next week.  
And if y’all find yourselves tempted in 
the meantime, stay strong.  For Satan has 
many forms: Ben, Jerry, Aunt Jemima, 
Sara Lee, and the whore of Babylon 
herself, Betty Crocker.  You put down 
that chocolate cake -– for that is truly 
Devil’s Food -– and reach for a tasty 
carrot stick! 

 
Libby snatches up the remote and zaps Becky Sue off. 

 

  LIBBY 
Go sit on your damn carrot stick! 

 



3 
 

INT. LIBBY’S FRONT HALLWAY – MINUTES LATER 
 
Libby strides toward her front door, sipping a glass of orange 
juice and preciously dabbing her perspiring face with a towel 
draped around her neck.  She stops before a hallway mirror, 
facing herself. 
 

  LIBBY 
Why do I go to all the trouble?  I should 
just let my figure go... 

 
But as she admires her form, she preens with pride.  Feeling 

sexy.  Irresistible.  Superior. 
 

  LIBBY 
But I won’t.  Still comes in handy. 

 
Libby opens the front door and picks up the newspaper.   
As she glances at the front page, Libby suddenly goes white –- 
KSSHH! –- and drops her glass on the front porch... 
 
INT. KITCHEN – MORNING 
 
In a more humble home, ADA HOLLIS, a sour biddy of 85, sits at 
the kitchen table holding up that morning’s paper. 

 
  ADA 
JUNE!!!  Get down here!  It’s an 
emergency!  JUUUUUUUUNE!!! 
 

JUNE HOLLIS, 35, Ada’s mousy bespectacled granddaughter, 
skitters through an archway, still in her high-necked nightgown, 
curlers and slippers. 
 

  JUNE 
What, Gran, what??  You forget to put on 
your Depends? 

 
  ADA 
Of course not!  Look here!  In the morning 
paper.  Georgia Selmon and Billy Porter 
was killed last night! 
 
  JUNE 
Ohmygolly!  How?? 
 
  ADA 
Sez they was in his El Camino out by the 
molasses refinery last night –- when one 

of them big metal sorghum tanks bust 
open, and they drown in a wave of brown 
goo! 
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  JUNE 
That’s AWFUL!  Why would the Good Lord do 
such a thing?? 
 
  ADA 
Think about it.  They’s both married -- 
and not to each other.  So what was they 
doing parked in some dark out-of-the-way 
place together? 
 

June stares at her Granny, absolutely clueless. 
 

  ADA 
Christ, do I gotta spell it out for ya??  
Bumpin’ uglies!  Rammin’ ham!  
 

June scrunches up her face, still not getting it. 
 

  ADA 
Aw hell, child!  They’s FUCKIN’!! 
 

June gasps loud and long.......then: 
 
  JUNE 
NO!! 
 
  ADA 
Yes!   
 
  JUNE 
 (piously) 
And God Almighty smote the sinners down -- 
 
  ADA 
-- and gave you a golden opportunity to 
boot! 
 

Ada hobbles over to a hutch, grabbing a recipe box.  She rifles 
through it, pulls out a yellowed newspaper clipping, and hands 
it to June as if it were sacred scroll. 
 

  ADA 
Been saving this -- the Tomahawk cruise 
missile of casseroles. If it don’t hit 
the target, then tie me up and spank me!  
Now you hightail it down to the Food Lion 
straight away! 
 
  JUNE 

But I’m not dressed. 
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  ADA 
THAT AIN’T IMPORTANT!  THIS IS!!  The 
Lord helps those who help themselves –- 
and you need all the help you can get!  
Now SCAT! 
 

EXT. JUNE & ADA’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS 
 
June’s old Rambler peels down the driveway in reverse, tires 
squealing -- and she almost plows into another car.  It honks 
angrily at her. 
 

  JUNE (O.S.) 
Sorry! 
 

June throws the car into drive, and it races up the street. 
 
EXT. RAY J’S TRAILER PARK – ESTABLISHING - MORNING 
 
Welcome to blue-collar Southern suburbia.  Amid dingy double-
wides, beat-up pickups and tacky lawn ornaments, we hear A PHONE 
RING. 
 
INSIDE A GARISHLY DECORATED TRAILER  
 

A long female shape in last night’s dress, fishnets and boots 
lies passed out on a ratty leopard-print sofa.  As THE PHONE 
CONTINUES TO RING, the shape slowly stirs.   
 
Meet DEENA BENDER, 40ish, a tall, curvy good-time gal with 
Wynonna hair and a whip-crack tongue...when she’s not hungover, 
that is, like now.  Deena claws at the clanging phone, pulling 
it to her ear.  She growls groggily: 
 

  DEENA 
You know what time it is? 
 

From the other end of the receiver, a Redneck’s voice (HARLAN’S) 
barks out loud and clear: 
 

  HARLAN (O.S.) 
Hell yes!  8:00 a.m.!  Which makes you an 
hour late for your shift! 
 
  DEENA 
Harlan??  Who the hell you think you are, 
checkin’ up on me?? 
 
  HARLAN (O.S.) 

I’m an angry ex-spouse who’s owed two 
alimony checks, that’s who!!   
 
  DEENA 
Awww.  Outta beer and smokes again? 
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  HARLAN (O.S.) 
Never you mind about me!  You git your 
saggy ass to work! 
 
  DEENA 
HEY!  My ass is not saggy!  And you 
should be payin’ ME alimony, you lazy, 
shiftless, Jerry-Springer-in-the-middle-
of-the-afternoon- watchin’ son-of-a-
welfare-mama! 
 

BAM! -- Deena slams down the phone, then rubs her temples. 
 

  DEENA 
God, somebody please save me from all 
this! 

 
EXT. FOOD LION GROCERY STORE – A SHORT TIME LATER 
 
A junky 70s-model Camaro pulls into a parking spot.   
Deena stumbles from said Camaro in her store uniform, dragging 
ass.  She lurches toward the automatic doors 
 
INTO THE STORE 

 
where PHIL, a balding, ferret-like store manager, zips over to 
her, bristling.  CORETTA, a fat black cashier, watches from her 
post, bemused. 
 

  PHIL 
Well, look who decided to show up!  Late 
night at Fatback’s again? 
 
  DEENA 
No, I’m having my period, okay??  
 

Phil instantly recoils, red-faced and sputtering. 
 

  PHIL 
HUURRG!  BLLLL!  JJJJK! 

 
  DEENA 
You want proof?  'Cuz I got it if ya need 
it. 
 
  PHIL 
NO!  J-j-just git to your register -- and 
-- and be on time tomorrow! 

 
Phil skitters away.  
 

  CORETTA 
You really having your period? 
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  DEENA 
Hell no!  But you see what it does to men 
when you talk about your plumbing.  "Hey 
Phil -- tampon."  AAAAAHHH! 
 

Deena cowers in mock-horror as Coretta laughs. 
 

EXT. FOOD LION – MOMENTS LATER 
 
June’s Rambler screeches into a parking space, and June hops 
from her car, ripping curlers from her hair. 

 
INSIDE THE STORE 
 
Deena counts her cash register drawer, when she glances up and 
sees: 
 
JUNE, IN COAT, SLIPPERS & NIGHTGOWN, DART THROUGH THE SLIDING 
DOORS AND GRAB A CART. 
 
Deena’s eyes narrow suspiciously... 
 
INT. STORE AISLES 
 

June races through the store, feverishly checking her granny’s 
recipe. 
 
CLOSE SHOTS - ON JUNE’S HANDS, AS SHE SNATCHES UP: 
 
CHICKEN BREASTS... 
WHITE RICE... 
STEWED TOMATOES... 
CHEDDAR CHEESE... 
CREAM CHEESE... 
SOUR CREAM... 
CREAMED CORN... 

and yes, DORITOS. 
 
INT. BY THE REGISTERS – MINUTES LATER 
 
Deena scans June’s items without even looking down -- instead, 
her eyes bore into June, who looks away guiltily. 
 

  DEENA 
Well, June?  Something you’d like to 
share with me? 
 
  JUNE 

Wh--what makes you say that? 
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  DEENA 
Let’s see...you race in here at 8:35 like 
the Devil’s pitchfork’s up your skirt, 
you’re still in your night clothes, and 
it looks to me like you’re fixing to make 
you... 
 (accusatory) 
...a casserole. 
 

Squirming, June quickly bags her own food. 
 

  JUNE 

So?  It’s a free country. 
  
  DEENA 
The Good Lord don’t like liars.  Thought 
they taught you that at your Church of 
the Flat Earth. 
 
  JUNE 
Don’t you make fun of my church! 
 
  DEENA 
Then tell me the God’s honest truth, 
June.  What’s goin’ on? 

 
June, cracking under the strain, tosses her bags into a cart and 
quickly wheels it for the doors. 
 

  JUNE 
Uh...got company comin’!  Goodbye! 
 
  DEENA 
LIAR!  THE LORD SEES ALL -- AND IT’S 
GONNA COST YA!  HAVE FUN IN HELL WITH 
BILL & HILLARY, HALF OF CONGRESS, AND THE 
ENTIRE STAFF OF PUBLISHERS 

CLEARINGHOUSE!!! 
 

EXT. FOOD LION PARKING LOT – A MOMENT LATER 
 
June nervously loads her grocery bags from her cart into her car 
trunk -- when not twenty yards behind her, she sees  
 
A GLEAMING SILVER MERCEDES PULL INTO A SPACE.   
 
June gasps, slams her trunk, then hops into her car.   
 
The Rambler backs up fast into June’s shopping cart, sending it 

sailing straight toward the Mercedes -– KKNNKK!! –- smashing its 
fender.  Out hops Libby, hopping mad. 
 

  LIBBY 
Hey!  Who do you think you -- ?! 
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But as June’s Rambler rockets off, Libby’s eyes narrow. 
 

  LIBBY 
June.  NOT A CHANCE IN THIS LIFETIME, YOU 
SANCTIMONIOUS SIMP!  HE’S ALL MINE! 
 

And with a flip of her hastily swept-up, post-workout hair, 
Libby strides confidently toward the automatic doors into 
 
THE STORE. 
 

From her register, Deena now sees Libby enter...and her worst 
fears are confirmed.  
 

  DEENA 
Well, it’s official: Hell just froze 
over.  'Cuz there’s Libby Jones out in 
public with no makeup on.  Cover for me? 
 

IN THE AISLES 
 
Libby desperately searches the shelves... 
 

  LIBBY 

Slivered almonds...slivered almonds 
...AH!  Slivered almonds! 
 

Libby grabs a canister of almonds off the shelf -- when a red-
fingernailed hand plucks them away from behind. 
 

  DEENA 
I’m sorry, those have been recalled. 
 
  LIBBY 
What --?  Deena Bender!  Why, I’m so 
surprised to see you awake at this hour.  

Shouldn’t you be in the back of some 
trucker’s cab, your legs spread wide to 
the sky? 
 
  DEENA 
No, that would be your Mama. 
 
  LIBBY 
 (haughtily) 
Vulgar as ever.  Well I refuse to expend 
any more breath on you. 
 

  DEENA 
Good, I was hopin’ you’d drop dead. 
 

Libby ignores her, and goes to grab another can of almonds –- 
but Deena blocks Libby with her bigger-boned frame. 



10 
 

 
  LIBBY 
Give me those almonds, Deena. 
 
  DEENA 
Not till you answer me.  And I want the 
truth.  Who died? 
 
  LIBBY 
Didn’t you read the paper today?  Oh, I 
forgot.  You mountain people can’t read. 
 

Deena grabs Libby’s sweatsuit and gets right in her face. 
 

  DEENA 
How’d you like your ass kicked, right 
here, right now?? 
 
  LIBBY 
 (cringing) 
Lemme go!  Lemme go! 
 
  DEENA 
Then answer my question! 
 

  LIBBY 
Okay!  All right!...Georgia Selmon. 
 

Deena, in momentary shock, releases Libby. 
 

  DEENA 
OhmyGod.  Then that means Del is –- 
 
  LIBBY 
That’s right.  Wide open. 
 

As Deena’s mind fumbles, Libby grabs another can of almonds and 

dashes up the aisle with her cart; when she reaches the end, she 
turns and taunts: 
 

  LIBBY 
May the best gal win!  And I do intend 
to! 
 

Libby wheels off as Deena’s mind races for a plan... 
 
INT. STORE MANAGER’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS 
 
In a cramped cubicle, a grumpy Phil pushes paper.  Deena appears 

in the doorway, her face screwed up in mock-pain. 
 

  DEENA 
Phil -- I gotta go home. 
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  PHIL 
What the hell for?! 
 
  DEENA 
I got really bad cramps.  You know, 
menstrual. 
 

Phil grimaces as if a hot poker just speared his eye. 
 
  PHIL 
GAAAH! 
 

  DEENA 
Yeah, and I got real heavy flow this 
month -- 
 
  PHIL 
EEE!  UUU!  STOP!  Don’t need -- 
 
  DEENA 
I’ll come in tomorrow, I swear. Bleedin’ 
or no bleedin’ –- 
 
  PHIL 
JUST GO!  GIT!!  GO HOME!!! 

 
  DEENA 
Thanks, Phil.  You’re a peach. 
 

She turns to leave and a crafty smile spreads across her lips -– 
score one for Deena. 
 
IN A THREE-FRAME SPLITSCREEN 
 
MUSIC UP as we watch the three rivals prepare for battle in a 
series of quick shots -- but we only see HANDS as they spoon, 
stir, or arrange ingredients into baking dishes: 

 
 Libby sprays a designer dish with Pam...tongs in cooked 

linguine...places fresh shrimp atop the pasta...ladles a white 
cream sauce over it...then masterfully sprinkles chopped 
chives and slivered almonds over her lovely creation... 

 
 June pours corn oil into a glass dish...spoons in a dirty-rice 

mixture...spreads diced chicken over it... slathers a cream 
cheese-sour cream-creamed corn goop onto the prior 
ingredients...surrounds the dish perimeter with Doritos...then 
tops off with generous handfuls of cheddar... 

 

 Deena smears lard into a disposable foil baking pan... wedges 
biscuit dough from a pop-n-fresh canister into the  pan’s 
bottom...dumps whole cans of Dinty Moore Beef Stew onto the 
biscuit dough...then holds two handfuls of potato chips over 
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her dish and crushes both, sprinkling busted chip dust over 
her lumpy concoction... 

 
NEW MONTAGE (CONTINUE MUSIC): 
 
Now we see the women in three separate full-length mirrors, each 
prepping another dish: 
 
 As Libby fastens pearls around her neck, she models a sleek, 

tasteful, flowered dress and cream-colored pumps. She looks 
fantastic -- and she knows it. 

 

 On the conservative end of the fashion scale, June’s in a 
long-sleeved, high-collared blouse and a modest almost-floor-
length skirt; she nods at herself, approvingly. 

 
 On the trashy end of taste, Deena’s in a denim skirt, cowboy 

boots, and a clingy, fuzzy, pink sweater with a plunging 
neckline showing plenty of cleavage.   

 
Not leaving anything to chance, Deena reaches into said 
cleavage, pulls a valve on her bra –- and suddenly, both cups 
inflate from the sides up, squeezing her worldweary, 40ish 
breasts together until they are as perky and gravity-defying 
as a teen’s.  Deena winks at herself in the mirror...score 

two. 
 

EXT. ANOTHER WELL-TO-DO STREET – AFTERNOON 
 
Deena holds her foil-covered baking pan, and confidently strides 
up the street...but as she notices the bumper-to-bumper parked 
cars curbside, her face clouds over. 
 
Deena stops before a mini-Mount Vernon, and heads up the front 
walkway onto the white-columned terrace. 
 
AT THE FRONT DOOR 

 
Deena knocks and a forlorn June opens it.  [MUSIC FADES.] 
 

  JUNE 
Hello, Deena.  You’re a little late. 
 

And Deena’s face falls as she sees: 
 
A HOUSE FULL OF WOMEN, FROM LATE 30S TO 60S, WITH ARMS FOLDED 
AND CRUSHED, RESENTFUL LOOKS ON THEIR FACES. 
 

  JUNE 

Two come from as far away as Georgia this 
time. 

 
Deena bulls her way through the crowd, down the hall into 
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THE DINING ROOM 
 
where dozens of casseroles cover the top of a long table. 
 
At the table’s head sits DEL SELMON, a jowly good ol’ boy with a 
beer gut and a flattop buzzcut.  Del’s face is red and blotchy 
as he bawls his eyes out in a most unmanly-like high-pitched 
squeal.   
 

  DEL 
She-she was p-p-porking Billy P-P-Porter!  
What’s wrong with meeeeeee? 

 
Libby is right beside Del, trying to mother him. 
 

  LIBBY 
Nothin’, darlin’, you’re a wonderful 
husband, I’m sure. 
 

At the same time, three other LADIES try to press in -- 
 
  LADY #1 
Here, Del, let a little comfort food 
comfort ya. 
 

-- but Libby snaps at them like a dog over a bone. 
 
  LIBBY 
BACK!  GIVE THE MAN ROOM! 
 
  DEENA 
Why’n’t you give him room, Libby? 
 
  LIBBY 
Because he needs me! 
 

Libby grabs Del’s fleshy, sobbing head and snuggles it in next 

to her heaving bosom.   
 

  LIBBY 
Delbert and I share a common bond -- 
death.  The Good Lord’s taken his spouse, 
and He’s taken two from me.  So I know 
just a teensy bit more about the grieving 
process and how to get through it than 
y’all.  Have some casserole, sugar. 
 

Libby scoops up a plate of her own food, then shovels forkfuls 
into Del’s gaping mouth.  He perks right up. 

 
  DEL 
Mmmmmmm, thssh shrrzz glllb. 
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  LIBBY 
Don’t you worry now, my little honey-
baked ham.  Libby’s here to take care of 
you. 
 
  DEL 
 (swallowing) 
Thanks, Lib.  More please? 
 

Del opens his mouth expectantly, and Libby crams double forkfuls 
into his eager maw, cream sauce splattering his multi-chins.  
Libby tosses a gloating smile at 

 
A CRESTFALLEN DEENA & JUNE IN THE DOORWAY... 
 
EXT. DEL’S FRONT TERRACE – MINUTES LATER 
 
Women with hangdog looks shuffle out the front door.   
Deena strides angrily from side to side on the porch, huffing on 
a cigarette and venting to a depressed June. 
 

  DEENA 
I HATE HER I HATE HER I HATE HER! 
 
  JUNE 

It’s not fair!  I got here first this 
time.  And I was doing so well!  Giving 
Brother Selmon the spiritual comfort I 
knew he craved. 
 
  DEENA 
You seriously think any man gives a crap 
about that?? 
 
  JUNE 
Yes, I do!  The man I marry, who fathers 
my children, certainly will! 

 
  DEENA 
 (sniffs the air) 
Hey...you smell that coffee?   
 
  JUNE 
No. 
 
  DEENA 
Well it’s time you woke up and did!  
Unless’n you fancy bein’ a old maid! 
 

  JUNE 
 (stiffening) 
Well I’d rather be an old maid than throw 
my wanton body at men! 
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  DEENA 
Newsflash, hon: that’s what men like. 
 
  JUNE 
Then why they keep divorcin’ you?   
 

And Deena is knocked for a loop. 
 

  DEENA 
I -- I don’t know.  Just ain’t met Mr. 
Right is all. 
 

  JUNE 
That ain’t why.  They tire of your easy 
flesh, and see you for what you really 
are: crude, ignorant trash. 
 
  DEENA 
Don’t you dare call me ignorant! 
 
  JUNE 
IGNORANT, IGNORANT, IGNORANT!  
 
  DEENA 
You best pray now, hon, 'cuz I’m gonna 

squash me a JUNE BUG! 
 

Deena lunges, but June ducks behind one of the white columns, 
dodging Deena’s reach. 
 

  JUNE 
NO!  Leave me be, hussy! 
 

Just then, the front door whips open and out stomps Libby. 
 

  LIBBY 
Hey HEY HEY!  Take your petty little 
catfight down the street!  I just got Del 
to sleep.  The poor man.  
 
  DEENA 
He’s gonna be, now you got your hooks in 
him. 
 
  JUNE 
It’s not fair, Libby!  You’ve had two 
husbands so far! 
 
  LIBBY 

Both snatched away from me by the Grim 
Reaper.  You call that fair?? 
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  JUNE 
Some of us would like just one. And 
children! Before they’re too old to have 
any! 
 

Lower lip trembling, June bolts down the path, crying.  Deena, 
feeling sorry for June, stares coldly at Libby. 
 

  DEENA 
She’s right, Libby.  You’ve had a kid, 
you’re worth more than Fort Knox –- 
why can’t you leave one suddenly eligible 

bachelor in this man-forsaken town to us? 
 
  LIBBY 
Because I despise you.  Always will.  
Ever since you stole Randy Rice from me 
back in high school. 
 
  DEENA 
"Stole"?  The boy was all over me like 
gravy on grits! 
 
  LIBBY 
AND SECOND, which I don’t expect you to 

understand, a woman of my station in 
society needs a companion.  An escort to 
all the right functions.  Or she’ll be 
pitied.  Looked down upon.  Whispered 
about. 
 
  DEENA 
And you’d rather be the whisperer than 
the whisperee.  Lord, you are shallow, 
woman. 
 
  LIBBY 

Please leave the premises.  You are not 
welcome here.  And take your wretched 
excuse for a casserole out of here -- or 
the trashman will.   
 

Deena turns heel back into Del’s house.  All alone, Libby beams, 
hugging herself, and tries on her new name. 
 

  LIBBY 
Libby "Selmon."  Mrs. Elizabeth "Selmon."  
No worse than the others. 
 

Deena returns, holding her casserole pan sans foil top.  Libby 
looks down at the brownish glop and smirks. 
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  LIBBY 
My God, buy a cookbook, woman.  
I wouldn’t feed that slop to a hog. 

 
Deena smiles sweetly and bats her eyes -- then dumps the entire 
pan of stewy goop onto the front of Libby’s dress! 
 

  LIBBY 
OHHH!! 
  

Deena tosses the foil pan onto the lawn, and saunters off down 
the front path feeling much, much better. 

 
  LIBBY 
Sore loser! 
 
  DEENA 
Stuck-up bitch! 

 
And Libby stalks back into Del’s home, smoldering... 
 

          

 


