1 INT. MOHONK MOUNTAI N LODGE Kl TCHEN-NI GHT

A LINE OF SOQUS CHEFS behind a high nmetal counter.
Some with scarves tied over their heads. Some with

bl ue tattoos or gold hoop earrings. Sone with tall
white paper chef hats. 1In front of the counter is a
board with a DOUBLE ROW OF SPI KES; top and bottom
Guest orders with “2 Lanb” or “4 Sal nons” are
haphazardly thrust upon various spikes. Witers |ine
up along a huge long table to pick up orders.

EVE M LLER, a 28-year-old waitress. She is attractive
with very large eyes, long lids, silky dark |ashes and
arched eyebrows. Her eyes give her an exotic
appearance. Her flaw ess olive conpl exion shines from
within. Her dark brown hair is tied up but a few
strands of hair hang saucily in front of her face.

She bl ows the hairs out of way but the stands
defiantly return in front of her eyes.

Eve carries her tray of neals on her shoul der heading
to the swinging kitchen doors. Of to the side of the
doors stands MKE, 30, with sandy hair and athletic
build. He beckons to her with his hand. He keeps
glancing to the side where the chefs are, trying to
stay hidden behind a stack of cardboard boxes. He
drops a SILVER KEY into her front apron pocket.

M ke
You forgot it. Don't worry, | |ocked up.
Eve
Tsk. | always do that. Thanks. (noves with tray)
M ke
(excited)
See you tonight then. There should be a |ot of
people comng. |’ve told everyone.
Eve

(calling back to him
Sounds |ike you ve got it all under control.

She exits with the neals upon her shoulder. M ke turns
and qui ckly | eaves.



CUT TO

CU of two parallel sw nging doors, one of which BURSTS
OPEN, fromthe POV of Eve, as she travels through them
to reveal ...

2 | NT. MOHONK MOUNTAI N LODGE UPSTATE NY- DI NI NGROOW-
NI GHT

An expl osion of nusic, color and activity. A buzz of
voi ces as every table is occupied. Huge high
ceilings. Tall arched wi ndows |ine the wall,
reflecting lit chandeliers. A grand piano, center
stage overl ooks the central dance floor. Mostly Asian
coupl es swirl and spin harnoniously.

The canera follows Eve into the roomand down the

ai sl e as she passes the festivities. Captain Waiters
getting their palns greased for the best tables.
Tuxedoed nen hol di ng out seats for finely dressed

| adi es. Coupl es, holding hands, pick their way to the
dance floor. Waiters presenting bottles of w ne.

Trays of colorful cocktails in different shapes and
sizes. Busboys with polished wi ne buckets.

Eve bends down and | ands her tray of food upon the
solid waiter station. She carries two plates upon one
armand the third plate with her other hand. The

pi ano nmusi c begins to swell.

CU hands of a pianist danci ng over the keys as he
pl ays Beet hoven’s Sonata No. 23 in F mnor.

Eve | ooks up as she serves the next plate. SHE
CATCHES THE EYE OF—-

CUT TO

GLENN FARWELL, a 33-year-old CLASSI CAL Pl ANl ST who
faces her fromstage. Aenn’s body slowy tw nes as
his fingers expertly ascends the octaves. Hi s |ongish
taupe hair has a mnd of it’s own and swoops over his
right eye. He tosses it back while his whol e body
pronounces nunerous double fortes. He gently |eans
back and FLASHES EVE A SM LE during a sl ow net hodi cal

i npasse of the nusic. She quickly returns the sane.



Eve finishes serving the plates and refills gl asses of
wi ne. The PI ANO MJSI C SWARMS around her. She stops
and | eans against the waiter station a nonment. She

LI STENS to the nusic with half closed eyes. The MJSIC
keeps SVELLI NG |I'i ke waves bei ng sucked back to shore.

OPEN SKI RTS create a FEATHERY FLORAL BOUQUET upon the
dance floor. Jewelry sparkles. Eyes shine. Eve's
body rel axes. She leans back a bit. She tilts her
head back, lost in the titillation of the TRILL OF
NOTES. Her body noves slightly, like an imaginary
hand is caressing her.

CUT TO
CU EVE gently OPENS HER EYES and is net by ...
CUT TO
CU GLENN' S LONG | NTENSE STARE
CUT TO
CU Eve STARI NG back at him CAPTI VATED
KEVIN, a 29-year-old bus boy from New Zeal and with
bl ond hair and strai ght bohem an hair cut. The
rawhi de tied about his neck peeks up above his white
col l arl ess Chi nese-style jacket.
Kevi n
(catches her drifting off)

Eve, conme on. Table siven's calling you.
Eve STARTS instantly and | ooks over her shoul der at
Kevin. She shakes her head in acknow edgenent and
begins to wal k away. She is quickly stopped by Kevin.

Kevi n
(awkwar dl y)
Oh | guess I’mwong. (smles) Sorry.
Eve
(Coll ecting herself)
It’s okay.

Eve starts to | ook over at G enn again.



Kevi n
(qui ckly)
So how I ong are you and Lynne going to be bombing
around Europe for anyway? Four, five nonths?

Eve returns her gaze to Kevin.

Eve

(proudly)
Fi ve nont hs.

Kevi n
(serious)
Yeah, that’s ..a long tine.

Eve
| can hardly wait. 1’ve only got tonorrowto
finish up ny packing. You' re comng to ny good-
bye party tonight, aren’t you? At the pub?

Kevi n
(eagerly)
O course. Yeah. (looks at custoner) Ckay now
they really are calling you. (faultering) I
mean, this time for sure they're...difinitely
calling you on table siven. (as Eve goes to
| eave) You have to save ne a dance.

Eve smles at Kevin then turns back and gives d enn
anot her GLANCE before SHE WALKS AWAY. Her hands are
scrunched in her white apron pockets.

CUr 10O

d enn FOLLOANS HER wi t h SMOLDERI NG EYES t hat TURN SAD
as he | ooks at the keys and begi ns PLAYI NG Beet hoven’ s
Moonl i ght Sonat a

3 I NT. MOHONK MOUNTAI N LODGE DI NI NGROOM LI NE TO CASH
REG STER — NI GHT

There’s a back up of waiters waiting to punch up
orders on a cash register. LYNNE, a tall blond with a
short blunt haircut that matches her no nonsense
manner, cones up behind EVE in |ine.



Lynne

(coyly) _
Hm | would say you have an admrer on stage.

Eve
(bit of a smrk)
You caught that did you?

Lynne
He perforns at Julliard too. You ought to ask

hi mabout it. (grins) I've got the feeling he
m ght be very hel pful.

Eve looks in the direction of the stage where...

CUT TO

..d enn pl ays pi ano.

CUT TO

CU Eve pondering Lynne’s suggesti on.

4 | NT. MOHONK MOUNTAI N LODGE DI Nl NGROOM — NI GHT

The custonmers are gone. EVE is setting the |last few
white linen covered tables with silverware that she
mechani cal ly polishes and places. The occasi onal

BO STEROUS LAUGH of the Latvian MAITRE D is heard in
t he background along with the bartender’s RATTLI NG OF
BOTTLES and CLI NKI NG of gl assware bei ng restocked.

GLENN qui etly approaches Eve from behi nd, MJSI C Bl NDER
i n hand.

G enn
| hear you | eave for Europe soon.

Eve junps slightly. She turns around smling.

Eve
Hell o. (shakes head) In two days.

Eve continues polishing and pl aci ng SI LVERWARE on t he
tabl e as she converses.
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