
INT. DINING ROOM/EDWARDIAN HOUSE (LONDON) – NIGHT – 24 
DECEMBER 

A dinner table set for two.  

In the middle of the table - a tall candelabra with seven 
candles and a bottle of red wine.  

On the plates - slices of the roasted duck placed on the 
colourful ‘piles’ of steamed vegetables and boiled potatoes.  

At the table - Lina and Nicolas.  

Lina strikes a match and lights the candles in the candelabra.  

Nicolas takes the bottle of red wine and inserts an opener 
into the cork. 

NICOLAS 

(to Lina) 

Why are you alone this Christmas? 

LINA 

I'm not alone, I'm with you. 

Nicolas looks up at Lina. 

NICOLAS (CONT’D) 

Are you flirting with me? 

LINA 

Just poking fun at you. 

NICOLAS 

What about New Year’s Eve? Set for Russia? 

LINA 

French Riviera. 

NICOLAS 

(surprised) 

Didn't know you had friends there. 

LINA 

I don't. 

Nicolas abruptly pulls the cork out and spills some wine on 
his jeans.  



Lina throws her napkin to him. Nicolas vigorously rubs the 
stain on his jeans, making it worse. 

LINA (CONT’D) 

(pushing salt towards Nicolas) 

Here, ‘spice it up’, it should work better. 

NICOLAS 

(gloomily) 

I doubt it.  

LINA 

(smiling) 

Any evidence to proof otherwise? 

Nicolas stops rubbing the stain and throws Lina’s napkin back 
at her. 

NICOLAS (CONT’D) 

Any good toasts in store? 

LINA 

(raising her glass) 

Let's drink to sparkles in the eyes, to soft 
vibrations of the heart, to gentle kisses in 
the moonlight, to tight embraces of the loved 
ones. In other words, to love, the one that 
is heavenly, but true and real. 

NICOLAS 

(bringing his glass to Lina’s) 

Beautifully said, I have nothing to add. 

 

INT. DINING ROOM/MANSION (MONTE CARLO/CÔTE D’AZUR)- NIGHT – 24 
DECEMBER 

In the middle of the room - mahogany table set for twenty. 

On the table - crystal glasses, porcelain plates, polished to 
a gleam silver wear, and tall vases with pink lilies. Each 
seat is marked by a name card. 

The red dots of cigars flickering and the diamonds sparkling, 
LAUGHING and CHATTING, the GUESTS flock into the room.  



Luke finds his seat and sits down. On his right, a handsome 
gentleman, aged 70 y.o., cigar in mouth, -- MONSIEUR MOREAU -- 
sits. Luke throws a discreet glance at his name card.  

On the name card – ‘Monsieur Moreau’. 

The seat on Luke’s left is unoccupied.  

Luke checks the name card of the missing guest. 

On the name card of the missing guest – ‘Mademoiselle Du 
Monde’. 

 


