
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

  

 
 

 

  
  

 
 

 

 

 
 

INT. CAFETERIA - NIGHT 

Nadya enters the dimly lit cafeteria and makes some tea for 
herself. Behind her, the spark of a lighter pierces the 
darkness, followed by the smolder of a cigar. It flares as 
Dmitri takes a puff; watching her silently. 

NADYA 

(not looking up) 
Do you intend to stare at me all 
night long, or will stinking up the 
place be sufficient entertainment 
for you? 

DMITRI 

Why not both? I am a simple man. 
Women and cigars. These things I 
cannot live without. 

NADYA 

Hm. 

DMITRI 

Want a try? 

NADYA 

No. 














