
Tara is experienced. She speaks with her eyes. She catches

Silvia’s gaze. Tara looks down at Gunther’s card. Silvia’s

eyes follow Tara’s eyes to the card. Now she sees it.

Next, Tara casts a glance at Gunther. Silvia’s eyes follow

Tara’s to Gunther.

Gunther smiles warmly. Gunther mouths a ’Hi.’

Silvia smiles shyly.

Tara walks away. Job done.

Silvia looks down at the note written on the back of

Gunther’s white business card.

CLOSE UP OF Gunther’S CARD:

"I DON’T KNOW YOU BUT I KNOW THIS: YOU’RE THE ONLY WOMAN

UNDER THE SUN."

RETURN TO SCENE

Silvia blushes. She steals another glance at Gunther. A

girlish peek. He grins. She smiles meaningfully.

SILVIA

(mouths to Gunther)

Thank you.

Silvia glances at Murray. He is oblivious of what had

happened.

Silvia reads the note again. Her face shows she is pleased.

Appreciated. Flattered. She glances at Gunther again.

She cracks a lovely smile. Turns to Aunt Olivia and Murray.

SILVIA

One minute please.

Silvia stands. Walks to Gunther’s table.

SILVIA

Thanks for the champagne.

Gunther is nervous. To placate this he wears an act: He

switches into character. A boastful, pompous character.

Slouches. Man-spreads. Mr. Big.

GUNTHER

(cocky)

Not a problem. I’m Gunther. Gunther

Teal.
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He reaches for a handshake.

Silvia takes his hand.

SILVIA

Silvia.

Gunther holds on to her hand. Silvia tries draw back her

hand. Politely.

GUNTHER

From around here?

SILVIA

Canary Wharf.

Silvia pulls her hand free.

GUNTHER

(boastful; wears an air)

Canary Wharf? Was there last month.

At the Walton Palace - five star

hotel.

(oozes pride)

The Presidential Suite.

Silvia balks.

GUNTHER (CONT’D)

London’s my den. I could take you

around. Mayfair? Benny G’s?

Squirrel and Maestro? Chill on my

yacht in Saint Tropez?

SILVIA

(blows him off; disappointed)

Boastful. A bit contrived ...

really tacky.

(mocks)

London’s my den. Mayfair. Benny

G’s. Yacht in St Tropez. Those who

have it don’t ... say it.

Gunther looks shell-shocked. He quickly rearranges his

dressing.

SILVIA

Probably impress a school girl.

You’re not a pedophile, are you?

Gunther’s eyes blow wide open.

Silvia smiles demurely. She likes him.
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SILVIA

Still ... takes a lot of guts

sneaking up a drink on a girl in

the company of her uncle and aunt.

Lots of guts.

Again, Gunther holds her hand. Rubs the back of it.

GUNTHER

Hang with me. Please.

SILVIA

Shed the "Mister Big". I just may

consider it.

Silvia withdraws her hand. Silvia turns to go. Stops.

Wonders.

SILVIA

By the way, what do you "really" do

for a living? Not a scrounger, are

you?

Gunther is thrown back.

Silvia’s eyes go steely.

SILVIA (CONT’D)

(resolutely)

If it’s cop, fireman - anything

dangerous -

(snaps; eyes ablaze)

... forget it!

Gunther is bewildered.

Silvia struts back to her table.

Silvia rejoins Aunt Olivia and Murray at the table. In a

huff.

Silvia crumples Gunther’s card.

Gunther swallows hard.

Tara walks up to Gunther’s table. She drops the empty bottle

of Grand Thierry on Gunther’s table. He also drops Gunther’s

crumpled card. Points in the direction of Murray, Aunt

Olivia and Silvia. They raise their glasses to Gunther.

TARA

They say thanks.

Gunther looks glum. Beaten.
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Tara slaps down the bill.

TARA

Nine hundred pounds please.

Gunther gulps. Sputters. Swallows hard. He’s learnt a

lesson. Distressed. Retrieves another business card.

GUNTHER

(pleads to Tara)

Please give her another card.

Gunther peels off his cravat and hankie. Throws them to the

floor. Roughens his hair.

GUNTHER (CONT’D)

(desperate)

Tell her: I’m humbled ... I

confess: I’m not all that. Tell her

I think she’s a work of art ... and

Er ...

(thinks of a lie; guilt in his

face)

I’m a tractor salesman. I sell

tractors around the world.


