
EXT. FLORIDA NEIGHBORHOOD - HOUSE - DAY

SARAH, 17, stands in front of a dilapidated house, disgusted. 
She looks down at the clipboard which reads, “55 Hedley 
Avenue. Old, white lady, 70s. Widow.”

Sarah looks up again at the house.

Car doors slam.

Sarah jerks around to see NEIGHBORS at their car. Sarah turns 
away and sticks the crumpled paper back in her pocket.. *

SARAH
Here goes nothing.

Sarah, hesitant, walks up the driveway. She looks around at 
the other homes with well-cared for lawns. 

She looks back at the house in front of her. The hedges and 
lawn are overgrown, the gutters are full of their own 
ecosystems, and a shutter hangs off a window. 

Sarah goes to knock on the door but it opens in front of her. 
Sarah jumps back. WOMAN, short, 70s, appears in the doorway. 

OLD WOMAN
Can I help you, young lady?

The Old Woman smiles. Nervous, Sarah shifts on her feet. 

THUD. *

SARAH
I’m, uh, Sarah.

THUD. *

OLD WOMAN
Hi, Sarah. I’m Ruth.

THUD. Ruth’s smile does not waiver.  *

SARAH
I’m, uh, with a local cleaning 
business. We’re expanding our, uh, 
clientele and giving out free 
estimates for a limited time offer.

RUTH
Oh, wonderful. Come in, Sarah, *
please. 

THUD is another. *


