
WHITE PALACE

NORA:  Well, look who’s here...

MAX:  Excuse me?

NORA:  Ah, c’mon, don’t you remember me?

MAX:  Sorry.

NORA:  I’ll give you a hint, “Fred”.

MAX:  Oh, shit.

NORA:  “Oh, shit” what?

MAX:  I don’t know. Just “oh, shit.”

NORA:  You’re still mad at me, ain’t you?

MAX:  I paid for forty burgers, I received thirty-four burgers and six empty boxes. I’m just saying you should be more organized is all.

NORA:  I’ll put a memo in to the corporate office, how’s that?

MAX:  Great.

NORA:  What’re you doing in a place like this -- looking for trouble?

MAX:  I’m having a drink.

NORA:  [Offers cigarette.] Want one?

MAX:  Nope.

NORA:  I know. Smokin’ll kill me.

MAX:  That’s right.

NORA:  Well, go on, lecture me.

MAX:  I don’t lecture.

NORA:  Ah, Fred, I bet you lecture everybody.

MAX:  Not tonight.

NORA: My name’s Nora, what’s yours? [No response...]  C’mon, Fred, let’s pass the peace pipe. Let me buy you a drink. What’re you having -- scotch?  Jimmy, give me a vodka and tonic and a scotch for my friend here. [Takes out cash.]

MAX:  [Takes out credit card...] No, no...

NORA:  C’mon, let me buy you a drink.

MAX:  I don’t want you to buy me a drink.

NORA:  C’mon...

MAX:  I don’t want you to buy me a drink!

NORA:  Look at you! You’re so tense and wound up just like a little kid... [hands all over him]

MAX:  Excuse me!

NORA: Anybody ever tell you that you look like Tony Curtis?

MAX:  All the time. It’s constant.

NORA: Look at that gorgeous face. [To the bartender:] Harry, you ever seen a face like that? What’s with the monkey suit? 

MAX:  Bachelor party.

NORA:  Ahhh. Yours?

MAX:  Nope.

NORA:  Have a naked girl?

MAX:  Dozens.

NORA:  Gotta wife?

MAX:  Nope.

NORA:  You’re not sure? 

MAX:  I don’t have a wife. 

NORA:  What’d she do? Dump you? Is that why you’re feeling so sorry for yourself?

MAX:  I’m not feeling sorry for myself.

NORA:  Are so.

MAX:  Am not.

NORA:  Are so – you’re feeling sorry for yourself.

MAX:  Why don’t we change the fucking topic?

[Beat.]

NORA:  Do you swim?

MAX:  Do I swim?

NORA:  Yeah, you look like you swim. I mean, you’re not real big or anything, but you look strong.  [Marilyn quote...]  From Some Like it Hot.  Ever see it? Hey, ever see Some Like It Hot?  It’s not a tough question. Marilyn Monroe. God, I think she’s great. Hey, Tony... Hey Fred... C’mon, tell me your name.

[Nothing. She moves to leave.]

MAX:  Max.

NORA:  Max. That’s cute. What’s your favorite color, Max? What kind of soap does your wife use?

MAX:  Why don’t you get your hand off my thigh?

NORA:  Honey, my hand ain’t on your thigh.

MAX:  Goodnight. [Signs the credit card slip.] 

NORA:  Sorry ‘bout your lady dumping you.

MAX:  She didn’t exactly dump me.

NORA:  What’d she do, then?

MAX:  She died.

NORA:  She died? Really. [Laughs out loud.] Died?!! How’d she do that?

MAX:  Car turned over. Real mess.

NORA:  [Laughing...] I don’t know why I’m laughing -- your wife died!

MAX:  Well, maybe you’ve never had someone die on you before.

NORA:  Me? Sure, Charlie died.

MAX:  Charlie? Is that your dog?

NORA:  Nah, Charlie’s my kid.

MAX:  Your kid?

NORA:  Yeah.

MAX:  How’d he die?

NORA:  Leukemia.

MAX:  I’m sorry.

NORA:  Hey, the world spins round, right?

