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ROBERTA WALLS isn’t happy as she slides a paper and pencil 
over to THERESE. THERESE quickly scribbles down an address.

INT. MIDTOWN RESTAURANT. DAY.

THERESE stands at the front of a small midtown restaurant, 
with white tablecloths and wooden rafters. She glances up at 
the clock which reads 1:12 and checks it against her 
wristwatch. She glances out the window. There, through 
beveled glass, she spots CAROL hurrying across the street. 

INT. MIDTOWN RESTAURANT. DAY. MOMENTS LATER

CAROL and THERESE are seated at a quiet table. CAROL is 
removing her hat, glancing at her menu as a WAITER hovers. 
THERESE sits transfixed, her eyes quick and alert, taking in 
everything about CAROL from the way a delicate gold bracelet 
falls against her wrist as she peruses her menu to the way 
CAROL’S fingers grip her water glass.

CAROL
I’m so sorry to keep you waiting. 
(to the WAITER) I’ll have the 
creamed spinach over poached eggs. 
And a dry martini. With an olive.

CAROL and the WAITER look to THERESE, who realizes she hasn’t 
even opened her menu. A beat, then:

THERESE 
I’ll have the same.

WAITER
The meal or the drink?

THERESE
Uhh - All of it. Thank you.

The WAITER nods, starting off, as CAROL clocks THERESE’S 
uncertainty. THERESE not wanting to stare at CAROL, now picks 
up her menu and thumbs through it. 

CAROL
Cigarette?

CAROL offers THERESE a cigarette from her exquisite silver 
case. THERESE notices that CAROL’S hands are lovely and 
smooth, salon manicured, in contrast to THERESE’S own. 
THERESE takes a cigarette from the case. CAROL lights 
THERESE’S cigarette and THERESE proceeds to smoke it, though 
not without some effort. 

CAROL (CONT’D)
So what kind of a name is Belivet?

24



THERESE
It’s Czech. It’s changed. 
Originally-

CAROL
It’s very original.

THERESE
(she feels herself blush)

Well. 

CAROL
And your first name?

THERESE
Therese.

CAROL
Therese. Not Ter-eeza.

THERESE
No.

CAROL
Therese Belivet. That’s lovely.

THERESE
And yours?

CAROL
Carol.

THERESE
Carol.

The WAITER reappears with their drinks and CAROL picks up her 
glass and toasts.

CAROL
Cheers.

THERESE
(clinking glasses)

Cheers.

CAROL sips at her martini. THERESE watches her for a moment, 
then samples hers. She tries to hide the surprise of its 
strength. CAROL smiles.

THERESE (CONT’D)
(beat) So, you - I’m sure you 
thought it was a man who sent back 
your gloves.
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CAROL
I did. I thought it might be a man 
in the ski department.

THERESE
I’m sorry.

CAROL
No, I’m delighted. I doubt very 
much if I’d have gone to lunch with 
him.

THERESE watches as CAROL massages the back of her neck for a 
moment.

THERESE
Your perfume - 

CAROL
Yes?

THERESE
It’s nice.

CAROL
Thank you. Harge bought me a bottle 
years ago, before we were married. 
I’ve been wearing it ever since.

THERESE
Harge is your husband?

CAROL
Yes. Well. Technically we - We’re 
divorcing.

THERESE
(after a beat)

I’m sorry.

CAROL
(stubs out her cigarette)

Don’t be.

THERESE doesn’t know what to say. CAROL smiles, changes the 
subject.

CAROL (CONT’D)
And do you live alone, Therese 
Belivet?

THERESE
I do. (beat) Well, there’s Richard. 
He wants to live with me.

CAROL looks up at THERESE, raised eyebrow smile.
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THERESE (CONT’D)
No, it’s nothing like that. It’s - 
he’d like to marry me.

CAROL
I see. Would you like to marry him?

A pause.

THERESE
(she makes light of it)

I... barely know what to order for 
lunch. 

CAROL nods, almost looks past THERESE - what is she thinking 
about? Suddenly it seems to THERESE that CAROL’S mood has 
somehow darkened. 

The WAITER appears with their food. He sets their plates 
down. CAROL picks up her silverware, the cloud seemingly 
past.

CAROL
I’m starved. Bon appetit.

CAROL eats and THERESE watches, almost having to force 
herself to pick up her fork and knife and join her. But she 
does. CAROL looks up at her for a moment:

CAROL (CONT’D)
And what do you do on Sundays?

THERESE
Nothing in particular. What do you 
do?

CAROL
Nothing - lately. If you’d like to 
visit me some time, you’re welcome 
to. At least there’s some pretty 
country around where I live. Would 
you like to come out this Sunday?

CAROL waits for THERESE’S answer. 

THERESE
Yes.

CAROL
What a strange girl you are.

THERESE
Why?

CAROL
Flung out of space.
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THERESE feels herself blush, and looks away from CAROL. She 
tries to attend to her lunch and martini.  

EXT. RESTAURANT. DAY.

Through passing CROWDS, THERESE watches from just outside the 
restaurant entrance as CAROL climbs into a convertible across 
the street. CAROL’S best friend, ABBY, drives. She and CAROL 
greet each other with European-style kisses. Then CAROL turns 
around and waves to THERESE. THERESE waves back as the car 
takes off, disappearing into traffic. 

INT. ABBY’S CAR. DAY.

ABBY snakes along Sixth Avenue. 

CAROL
I can just see Harge’s mother’s 
face when she sees me in this. 
Maybe I should stop home and 
change.

ABBY
Don’t be a stupe.

CAROL
Why don’t I just not show up?

ABBY
Because I’ll be blamed. So you’d 
better just grin and bear it. 
(beat) You want to tell me about 
her?

CAROL and ABBY exchange a brief glance.

CAROL
Therese? (shrugs) She returned my 
gloves. 

ABBY
And?

CAROL 
And... if you don’t get us out of 
this traffic soon, I won’t have to 
worry about any damned party. 
(bundling up): Do you ever put the 
top up?
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