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EXT. NOODLE BAR, HONG KONG STREET CORNER - NIGHT

At one of the plastic tables outside the busy, neon-lit 
noodle bar sits JEFF (late 20s, t-shirt, jeans, bedhead) 
nursing a bowl of noodles and a bottle of cold beer. He is 
writing in a small notebook.

He is noticed by ÉLODIE (30, funky French girl) at the next 
table. She is sipping a black coffee from a Styrofoam cup and 
is halfway through a bent paperback.

ELODIE
You know one of the differences 
between a traveller and a tourist?

Jeff looks up and notices Elodie for the first time.

ELODIE (CONT’D)
A traveller is ‘appy to be alone 
with the city on Christmas eve, a 
tourist needs other tourists around 
him.

JEFF
Is that what you are? A traveller?

ELODIE
I don’t know. Maybe. You know 
another difference? A big one? It’s 
the journal. Travellers write in 
journals.

JEFF
Oh, no this isn’t. I’m not... This 
is kind of a tradition, I suppose. 
Every Christmas, wherever I am in 
the world I write my mother a 
letter.

ELODIE
I’m no expert but I think it may be 
too late to send your letter if you 
want it to get ‘ome in time for 
Christmas.

JEFF
Oh no, I... I never send them.

ELODIE
Oh well. Write something about how 
hard it is to find a good coffee in 
Hong Kong.

JEFF
Coffee okay at this place, then?



ELODIE
It’s possibly the worst coffee I 
have ever tasted but it embraces 
its terribleness and I respect it 
for that.

JEFF
Heh, Try Wan Chai or Central. 
There’s bound to be some good 
coffee places there.

ELODIE
Central is all Starbucks. I’ll try 
Wan Chai.

JEFF
I think Wan Chai is all Starbucks
too.

ELODIE
We can’t escape, no matter how we 
try.

JEFF
You know, a lot of people like 
Starbucks because you can be 
anywhere in the world, Kathmandu, 
Bogota and know exactly how your 
venti caramel latte will taste. 
It’s like a taste of home. And I 
find that when I’m travelling, 
Christmas is like that. I could be 
sitting across from a strange 
French girl at a noodle bar in Hong 
Kong and say merry Christmas or 
joyeux noel then we’ve shared 
something culturally significant. A 
little piece of our respective 
homes.

ELODIE
I’ll drink to that. Merry 
Christmas.

She leans over to him, holding out her cup. He taps it with 
his beer.

JEFF
Merry Christmas.

The pedestrians and traffic speed up around Jeff and Elodie 
until they are all just a blur of light and colour.
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