MAX 

Thanks for meeting me, Mr. Blume. 

MR. BLUME 

What can I do for you? 

Max hands Mr. Blume a little white cardboard box. Mr. Blume frowns. 

MR. BLUME 

What's this? 

Max shrugs. Mr. Blume starts to open the box. Max flinches away like the box is going to explode. Mr. Blume stops. Max smiles and motions for Mr. Blume to go ahead. Mr. Blume opens the box. There are two little pins inside. 

MAX 

That's the Perfect Attendance awards and the Punctuality Award. I got those at Rushmore. I thought you could choose which one you like more, and you could wear that one and I could wear the other. 

Mr. Blume's face softens. He nods slowly. He studies the pins and says quietly: 

MR. BLUME 

I'll take punctuality. 

MAX 

OK. 

They put their pins in their lapels. 

MR. BLUME 

Thank you. 


MAX 

You look horrible. 

MR. BLUME 

You don't look too great yourself. Good to see you. 

MAX 

You here to see Guggenheim? 

MR. BLUME 

Yeah. Your partner told me he was under the weather. 

MAX 

What partner? 

Silence. Mr. Blume shrugs. 

MR. BLUME 

OK. If you want to play it that way. You getting off? 

MAX 

I'll ride up with you. 

MR. BLUME 

Suit yourself. 

Mr. Blume presses the button for the 14th floor. The doors close and they go up. Mr. Blume takes out the little airline bottle of vodka and pours some into his diet Coke. He swirls it around and drinks a sip. 

MAX 

Who gave you the shiner? 

MR. BLUME 

Honestly? I don't actually know. It was either Ronny or Donny. But I can't tell the difference anymore. 

MAX 

Well, he really clocked you. 

MR. BLUME 

Yeah? Well, kids don't like their parents to get divorced. 

MAX 

I don't blame them. 

MR. BLUME 

Me, either. 

Silence. 

MAX 

How is she? 

MR. BLUME 

I wouldn't know. 

MAX 

Why not? 

MR. BLUME 

Because I haven't seen her in six weeks. 

MAX 

(frowns) 

What happened? 

Mr. Blume shrugs. 

MAX 

She left you? 

Mr. Blume nods. 

MAX 

How come? I thought she loved you. 

MR. BLUME 

So did I. I guess maybe I am too old for her after all. 

MAX 

(sadly) 

Maybe so. Maybe so. 

MR. BLUME 

She's still in love with the dead guy, anyway. 

MAX 

You mean Edward Appleby. 

MR. BLUME 

Oh, yeah. She's fucked up. 

Mr. Blume lights a new cigarette. Max points to Mr. Blume's first cigarette, balanced on the handrail. 

MAX 

You've already got one going, Mr. Blume. 

Mr. Blume picks up his first cigarette and puts it in the opposite corner of his mouth from the second. He smiles at Max through the smoke. They get off to the 14th floor and the doors open. 

MR. BLUME 

Adios, amigo. 

MAX 

Are you OK? 

Mr. Blume looks up at Max. He laughs and shakes his head. 

MR. BLUME 

I'm kind of lonely these days. 

MAX 

How much are you worth, by the way? 

MR. BLUME 

I don't know. 

MAX 

Over ten million? 

MR. BLUME 

Yeah. I guess so. 

MAX 

Good, good. 

MR. BLUME 

Why? 

MAX 

Cause we're going to need all of it.

