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I NT. HOTEL BAR - NI GHT

Several well-dressed wonen sit separately alone - sone at
the bar, sone at tables - surrounded by coupl es.

LUKASZ, the Polish barman, |eans towards his coll eague,
M NNA.

LUKASZ
Every Valentine’'s Day is sane.
Everyone playing ’Strangers in
Bar’ .

M NNA
What you nean?

Lukasz indicates as a man in an EXPENSI VE SU T approaches
one of the well-dressed wonen - highly grooned, in her
early forties with suspicious-I|ooking BLONDE HAI R

LUKASZ
Thi s her husband. Watch.

Expensive Suit starts to engage Blonde Hair in
conversation. She seens reluctant at first, then he says
sonet hing that nakes her |augh. She plays with her hair.

M NNA
But she does not know him |
think she i s hooker. Dress too
ni ce.

Expensive Suit turns to Lukasz and raises his hand.

M nna watches with interest as Lukasz takes their order
and turns back to the bar.

As Lukasz turns away to pour the drinks, he nmutters to
M nna.

LUKASZ
No, every year, is sanme. Husbands
and wi ves get bored, they cone to
hotel, neet in bar, pretend they
are strangers. |s sex gane, spice
up boring same-old sane-old.

He turns and points to various single wonen and nervous
coupl es around the bar.

LUKASZ
There. They are strangers in bar.
Strangers in bar. Strangers in
bar .

He takes and places the drinks down in front of the
coupl e.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

M nna | aughs, slightly shocked.

M NNA
So we should pretend to be
strangers?

Lukasz smles, puts his arm around her.

LUKASZ
How coul d we be strangers? You
are nny little friend. Is for
| overs, not friends.

I NT. HOTEL LIFT - N GHT

Mnna is at the back of the lift, trapped behind the
couple fromthe bar who are | ocked in a drunken, nessy
snog.

The worman’s bl onde hair slithers to the ground. She
doesn’t notice as Mnna picks it up and slips it behind
her back.

EXT. HOTEL KI TCHEN DOOR - NI GHT

Lukasz is by the door, snoking a cigarette. He | ooks up as
a pair of heels clack-clack round the corner.

A woman with blonde hair is silhouetted in the
streetlight.

M NNA
(attenpting a posh English
accent)
Hel | o. Maybe you help ne. | got
lost and I'mtrying to find the
front door of hotel.

Lukasz stands up to neet her and | aughs in disbelief.
LUKASZ
M nna, sweetest, | told you. W
cannot play. Is for |overs.
She puts her fingers to his lips to silence him

M NNA
| want to be stranger. To you.

Lukasz | ooks down in realisation.
He starts to smle.

FADE OUT



