House, M.D. Sample Script


House: Hey. It’s not that I was trying to prove that you’re an idiot or anything, but lupus boy and I were at the beach this morning, and I noticed a rash on his left thigh.
Nurse: I checked you out. You were a pretty big deal. What went wrong?

House: Something very obvious and very boring.

Nurse: Drug related? Forging prescriptions?

House: Oh, you’re good, -- just like lupus boy will be when you start him on prednisone. Name should’ve been a giveaway. I’ll send him up.

Nurse: Why are you so sure I’m gonna do what you say?

House: Because you’re a smart, old-money, trust-fund girl who took this job because your liberal ideology makes you wanna make a difference, and because you’re already getting bored, and this is interesting.

Nurse: Why would you say any of that?

House: Your shoes—a different, expensive pair every day, but never leather, which means you’re both rich and liberal. Antique locket—it’s unpolished gold. Not some hipster thing. It’s a family heirloom, which means old money. Osler scarf—only on Fridays, which means you did your residency at Hopkins, which means you’re smarter than our interactions would so far indicate. And your eyes—the only time you haven’t looked bored in the three months since you’ve been here is been when we’ve been discussing this diagnosis. So, yeah, you’ll treat him for lupus.


