Pulp Fiction – Butch and Fabienne
                                     FABIENNE

                         Keep the light off.

                                     BUTCH

                         Is that better, sugar pop?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Oui. Hard day at the office?

                                     BUTCH

                         Pretty hard. I got into a fight.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Poor baby. (beat) I was looking at myself
                         in the mirror.

                                     BUTCH

                         Uh-huh?

                                     FABIENNE

                         I wish I had a pot.

                                     BUTCH

                         You were lookin' in the mirror and 

                         you wish you had some pot?

                                     FABIENNE

                         A pot. A pot belly. Pot bellies are 

                         sexy.

                                     BUTCH

                         Well you should be happy, 'cause you 

                         do.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Shut up, Fatso! I don't have a pot! 

                         I have a bit of a tummy, like Madonna 

                         when she did "Lucky Star," it's not 

                         the same thing.

                                     BUTCH

                         I didn't realize there was a 

                         difference between a tummy and a pot 

                         belly.

                                     FABIENNE

                         The difference is huge.

                                     BUTCH

                         You want me to have a pot?

                                     FABIENNE

                         No. Pot bellies make a man look either 

                         oafish, or like a gorilla. But on a 

                         woman, a pot belly is very sexy. The 

                         rest of you is normal. Normal face, 

                         normal legs, normal hips, normal 

                         ass, but with a big, perfectly round 

                         pot belly. If I had one, I'd wear a 

                         tee-shirt two sizes too small to 

                         accentuate it.

                                     BUTCH

                         You think guys would find that 

                         attractive?

                                     FABIENNE

                         I don't give a damn what men find 

                         attractive. It's unfortunate what we 

                         find pleasing to the touch and 

                         pleasing to the eye is seldom the 

                         same.

                                     BUTCH

                         If you a pot belly, I'd punch you in 

                         it.

                                     FABIENNE

                         You'd punch me in my belly?

                                     BUTCH

                         Right in the belly.

                                     FABIENNE

                         I'd smother you. I'd drop it on your 

                         right on your face 'til you couldn't 

                         breathe.

                                     BUTCH

                         You'd do that to me?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Yes!

                                     BUTCH

                         Did you get everything, sugar pop?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Yes, I did.

                                     BUTCH

                         Good job.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Did everything go as planned?

                                     BUTCH

                         You didn't listen to the radio?

                                     FABIENNE

                         I never listen to your fights. Were 

                         you the winner?

                                     BUTCH

                         I won alright.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Are you still retiring?

                                     BUTCH

                         Sure am.

                                     FABIENNE

                         What about the man you fought?

                                     BUTCH

                         Floyd retired too.

                                     FABIENNE

                              (smiling)

                         Really?! He won't be fighting no 

                         more?!

                                     BUTCH

                         Not no more.

                                     FABIENNE

                         So it all worked out in the finish?

                                     BUTCH

                         We ain't at the finish, baby.

                                     FABIENNE

                         We're in a lot of danger, aren't we?

                         If they find us, they'll kill us, 

                         won't they? But they won't find us, will they?

                         Do you still want me to go with you?

                         I don't want to be a burden or a 

                         nuisance – (smiles seductively)
                         Say it!

                                     BUTCH

                         Fabienne, I want you to be with me.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Forever?

                                     BUTCH

                         ...and ever.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Do you love me?

                                     BUTCH

                         Oui.

She goes to touch him

                                     BUTCH

                         I think I cracked a rib.

                                     FABIENNE

                         From me touching you?

                                     BUTCH

                         No retard, from the fight.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Don't call me retard.

                                     BUTCH

                              (in a Mongoloid voice)

                         My name is Fabby! My name is Fabby!

                                     FABIENNE

                         Shut up fuck head! I hate that 

                         Mongoloid voice.

                                     BUTCH

                         Okay, sorry, sorry, sorry, I take it 

                         back!  Can I have a towel please, 

                         Miss Beautiful Tulip.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Oh I like that, I like being called 

                         a tulip. Tulip is much better than 

                         Mongoloid.

                                     BUTCH

                         Merci beaucoup.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Butch?

                                     BUTCH

                              (drying his head)

                         Yes, lemon pie.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Where are we going to go?

                                     BUTCH

                         I'm not sure yet. Wherever you want. 

                         We're gonna get a lot of money from 

                         this. But it ain't gonna be so much, 

                         we can live like hogs in the fat 

                         house forever. I was thinking we 

                         could go somewhere in the South 

                         Pacific. The kinda money we'll have'll 

                         carry us a long way down there.

                                     FABIENNE

                         So if we wanted, we could live in 

                         Bora Bora?

                                     BUTCH

                         You betcha. And if after awhile you 

                         don't dig Bora Bora, then we can 

                         move over to Tahiti or Mexico.

                                     FABIENNE

                         But I do not speak Spanish.

                                     BUTCH

                         You don't speak Bora Boran either.

                         Besides, Mexican is easy: Donde esta 

                         el zapataria?

                                     FABIENNE

                         What does that mean?

                                     BUTCH

                         Where's the shoe store?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Donde esta el zapataria?

                                     BUTCH

                         Excellent pronunciation. You'll be 

                         my little mama ceta in no time.

                                     BUTCH (O.S.)

                         Que hora es?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Que hora es?

                                     BUTCH (O.S.)

                         What time is it?

                                     FABIENNE

                         What time is it?

                                     BUTCH (O.S.)

                         Time for bed. Sweet dream, jellybean.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Butch.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Forget it.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Merde! You startled me. Did you have 

                         a bad dream?

               Butch, still trying to chase the cobwebs away, sees on TV 

               Hell's Angels tear-assin' through a Vietnamese prison camp.

                                     BUTCH

                         What are you watching?

                                     FABIENNE

                         A motorcycle movie, I'm not sure the 

                         name.

                                     BUTCH

                         Are you watchin' it?

                                     FABIENNE

                         In a way. Why? Would you like for me 

                         to switch it off?

                                     BUTCH

                         Would you please? It's a little too 
                         early in the morning for explosions and war.

                                     FABIENNE

                         What was it about?

                                     BUTCH

                         How should I know, you were the one 

                         watchin' it.

                                     FABIENNE

                         No, imbecile, what was your dream 

                         about?

                                     BUTCH

                         Oh, I... don't remember. It's really 

                         rare I remember a dream.

                                     FABIENNE

                         You just woke up from it.

                                     BUTCH

                         Fabienne, I'm not lying to you, I 

                         don't remember.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Well, let's look at the grumpy man 

                         in the morning. I didn't say you 

                         were lying, it's just odd you don't 

                         remember your dreams. I always 

                         remember mine. Did you know you talk 

                         in your sleep?

                                     BUTCH

                         I don't talk in my sleep, do I talk 

                         in my sleep?

                                     FABIENNE

                         You did last night.

                                     BUTCH

                         What did I say?

                                   FABIENNE

                         I don't know. I couldn't understand 

                         you.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Why don't you get up and we'll get 

                         some breakfast at that breakfast 

                         place with the pancakes.

                                     BUTCH

                         One more kiss and I'll get up.

               Fabienne gives Butch a sweet long kiss.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Satisfied?

                                     BUTCH

                         Yep.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Then get up, lazy bones.

               Butch climbs out of bed and starts pulling clothes out of 

               the suitcase that Fabienne brought.

                                     BUTCH

                         What time is it?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Almost nine in the morning. What 

                         time does our train arrive?

                                     BUTCH

                         Eleven.

                                     FABIENNE

                         I'm gonna order a big plate of 

                         blueberry pancakes with maple syrup, 

                         eggs over easy, and five sausages.

                                     BUTCH

                              (surprised at her 

                              potential appetite)

                         Anything to drink with that?

               Butch is finished dressing.

                                     FABIENNE

                              (referring to his 

                              clothes)

                         Oh yes, that looks nice. To drink, a 

                         tall glass or orange juice and a 

                         black cup of coffee. After that, I'm 

                         going to have a slice of pie.

               As he goes through the suitcase.

                                     BUTCH

                         Pie for breakfast?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Any time of the day is a good time 

                         for pie. Blueberry pie to go with 

                         the pancakes. And on top, a thin 

                         slice of melted cheese –

                                     BUTCH

                         – where's my watch?

                                     FABIENNE

                         It's there.

                                     BUTCH

                         No, it's not. It's not here.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Have you looked?

               By now, Butch is frantically rummaging through the suitcase.

                                     BUTCH

                         Yes I've fuckin' looked!!

               He's now throwing clothes.

                                     BUTCH

                         What the fuck do you think I'm doing?! 

                         Are you sure you got it?

               Fabienne can hardly speak, she's never seen Butch this way.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Uhhh... yes... beside the table drawer 

                         –

                                     BUTCH

                         – on the little kangaroo.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Yes, it was on your little kangaroo.

                                     BUTCH

                         Well it's not here!

                                     FABIENNE

                              (on the verge of tears)

                         Well it should be!

                                     BUTCH

                         Oh it most definitely should be here, 

                         but it's not. So where is it?

               Fabienne is crying and scared.

               Butch lowers his voice, which only serves to make him more 

               menacing.

                                     BUTCH

                         Fabienne, that was my father's fuckin' 

                         watch. You know what my father went 

                         through to git me that watch?... I 

                         don't wanna get into it right now... 

                         but he went through a lot. Now all 

                         this other shit, you coulda set on 

                         fire, but I specifically reminded 

                         you not to forget my father's watch. 

                         Now think, did you get it?

                                     FABIENNE

                         I believe so...

                                     BUTCH

                         You believe so? You either did, or 

                         you didn't, now which one is it?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Then I did.

                                     BUTCH

                         Are you sure?

                                     FABIENNE

                              (shaking)

                         No.

               Butch freaks out, he punches the air.

               Fabienne SCREAMS and backs into a corner, Butch picks up the 

               motel TV and THROWS IT AGAINST the wall.

               Fabienne SCREAMS IN HORROR.

               Butch looks toward her, suddenly calm.

                                     BUTCH

                              (to Fabienne)

                         No! It's not your fault.

                              (he approached her)

                         You left it at the apartment.

               He bends down in front of the woman who has sunk to the floor.

               He touches her hand, she flinches.

                                     BUTCH

                         If you did leave it at the apartment, 

                         it's not your fault. I had you bring 

                         a bunch of stuff. I reminded you 

                         about it, but I didn't illustrate 

                         how personal the watch was to me. If 

                         all I gave a fuck about was my watch, 

                         I should've told you. You ain't a 

                         mind reader.

               He kisses her hand. Then rises.

               Fabienne is still sniffling.

               Butch goes to the closet.

                                     FABIENNE

                         I'm sorry.

               Butch puts on his high school jacket.

                                     BUTCH

                         Don't be. It just means I won't be 

                         able to eat breakfast with you.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Why does it mean that?

                                     BUTCH

                         Because I'm going back to my apartment 

                         to get my watch.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Won't the gangsters be looking for 

                         you there?

                                     BUTCH

                         That's what I'm gonna find out. If 

                         they are, and I don't think I can 

                         handle it, I'll split.

               Rising from the floor.

                                     FABIENNE

                         I was so dreadful. I saw your watch, 

                         I thought I brought it. I'm so sorry.

               Butch brings her close and puts his hands on her face.

                                     BUTCH

                         Don't feel bad, sugar pop. Nothing 

                         you could ever do would make me 

                         permanently angry at you.

                              (pause)

                         I love you, remember?

                              (he digs some money 

                              out of his wallet)

                         Now here's some money, order those 

                         pancakes and have a great breakfast.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Don't go.

                                     BUTCH

                         I'll be back before you can say, 

                         blueberry pie.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Blueberry pie.

                                     BUTCH

                         Well maybe not that fast, but fast. 

                         Okay?  Okay?

                                     FABIENNE

                         Okay.

               He kisses her once more and heads for the door.

                                     BUTCH

                         Bye-bye, sugar pop.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Bye.

                                     BUTCH

                         I'm gonna take your Honda.

                                     FABIENNE

                         Okay.

               And with that, he's out the door.

               Fabienne sits on the bed and looks at the money he gave her.

