
FADE IN 

A TONY NEW YORK RESTAURANT ON THE UPPER EAST SIDE. SOFT 
PIANO JAZZ IN THE BACKGROUND. WHITE TABLECLOTHS WITH FLOWERS 
ON EVERY TABLE. NEW YORK'S MOST AFFLUENT. 

JUDITH MOORE, 40, sits across a table for two with her 
husband, BOB, 40. They are an attractive couple, well-
dressed and  sophisticated. 

Their conversation conveys the familiar hushed tones of a 
married couple in an argument in a public space. 

Judith lights a cigarette. 

JUDITH 
Don't treat me like I'm stupid, 
Bob. That's all I ask, OK? Please. 

BOB 
You're really something. You're 
really something. You're home 
getting dressed for two hours. You 
don't say a goddamn word. We get 
into the restaurant and out of 
nowhere- 

JUDITH 
So what are you saying? You weren't 
with this woman? 

BOB 
Yes, I was. I was having lunch. So 
what? 

JUDITH 
But Teddy didn't see you with your 
arm around her? 

BOB 
Don't interrogate me, Judith, or I 
swear to God-I will get up and walk 
out of here. 

JUDITH 
Teddy said he saw you with your arm 
around her. He said you were just 
about to leave when he spotted you. 

BOB 



Look, I'm not an idiot, all right? 
I know it must have looked a little 
strange or whatever with me there 
with some woman, a close friend of 
mine sees me. Even though it was 
innocent, I act as if it wasn't, so 
I say some stupid little thing out 
of nervousness. 

JUDITH 
No, no. You weren't nervous. You 
stood there and told the joke about 
the three doctors. 

BOB 
So, what, is that our joke? 

JUDITH 
Fuck you. 

BOB 
Look, let's stop it, all right? 

JUDITH 
Don't act like I'm nuts. You stood 
there and told a joke that takes at 
least two minutes. You have to do 
the pediatrician, the psychiatrist, 
the accents. 

BOB 
All right, you win. It's so 
important for you to win. You're 
right, I'm wrong. 

JUDITH 
No, it isn't. The point is you 
stood there and told a joke with 
accents to my best friend's husband 
with this woman hanging on you. And 
he laughed and she laughed and you 
just loved it. You weren't nervous, 
Bob. Don't treat me like I'm crazy. 

BOB 
I don't know what I did wrong? What 
did I do wrong? I told a joke. I 
had lunch with a female colleague. 

JUDITH 
She's a doctor? 

BOB 



Yes, pediatrics. 

JUDITH 
Then why did I have to find out 
from Ann? Why didn't you tell me? 
That's all I'm saying. 

BOB 
That's not all you're saying. 

JUDITH 
What do you think, I'm gonna be 
crushed, Bob? Like after almost 
twenty years I don't know you? You 
loved that Teddy saw you. You loved 
him thinking something was going on 
with some -- what is she, 30? Some 
30-year-old? 

BOB 
She's 34. 

A flash of devastation crosses Judith's eyes. 


