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SCRIPT      page 1 
SCENE 1   THE ARRIVAL 

On a black screen we hear the sound of gently clunking glasses and mumbled conversation an atmosphere with soft music in the background. For 4  seconds.

The volume is slowly increasing (4 seconds) as we see the title words ….
And the sound of a cork popping and a fizz is being heard 
CHAMPAGNE CHAMPAGNE
…..Slowly descending from the top of the screen.

At the same time ( as the lens opens )  the patrons, in the overall shot, slowly become visible,

Talking dining and chatting and laughing.

Once the title words have descended to the last quarter towards the bottom, they fade out

And the maitre d. Andre is seen talking to some customers in an animated fashion.

We cannot hear what he is saying. (sound fades )  as….we hear the sound of

A car arriving and stopping .we hear a car door slamming 

CUT OPENING

SHOT 2

From the entrance we see

A bunch of gangsters getting out of their car  as a couple of patrons leave the restaurant and turn right.

DIALOGUE

HE

“What about the baby sitter?”

SHE

“Didn’t turn up and didn’t phone either”
SIMULTANIOUSLY …..
One gangster gets out of the car from the front seat ( The boss ) the other  two, from the back door ,and one walking around the car.

CHAMPAGNE CHAMPAGNE©     CONT.
The gangster boss, carrying a briefcase steps out  and is walking straight into the place without looking left or right.
Followed by 3 gangsters of various ages, that are checking every part of the footpath and the road behind and ahead, like security people.

At last a girl in a flimsy dress and a small hat with some feathers sticking out, labors herself out of the car and yells

“Wait for me you lot”

She slams the door closed and when she walks she realizes that a small part of her dress is caught in the car. When she unsuccessfully tries to open the door again and looks back and forth between the car and the departing gangsters, she looses her patience and rips the dress to free herself from the car.

“Great”  she mutters and runs  to catch up with her party. She slips on the curb into a puddle and breaks the heal of her stilettos.
“Shit!” She picks up her shoe and looks at the damage and puts it back on. After that she is limping into the restaurant.
At the front desk of the restaurant is a young lady in attendance and she looks somewhat bewildered at the party.

The boss walks straight past her and stops at the dining room door looking for

The maître d. 

The other gangsters check out the girl and peek into the dining room with amazement.

One of them is wearing a hat.

“I am sorry sir but hats are not allowed in the dining room, may I check the hat for you?”
The second gangster playfully snatches the hat and gives it to the receptionist.

A small altercation between the two gangsters incurs and they do a stint of mock boxing.

The girl  (Molly) with the torn dress pushes herself through the waiting gangsters and looks into the dining room

“Oh Wow.! What a posh  dump “ she exclaims. She turns around to the receptionist lady

“You wouldn’t have a safety pin love?”
CHAMPAGNE CHAMPAGNE ©    ANDRE

“Andre” the maitre d. arrives with a big smile

“Eeehhh buona sera Senior  Salvatore how nice to see you. Just one little moment and your table is ready. Please follow me …Senior Salvatores table” (he hisses to a  passing waiter)
“Table number 8 quick quick.” (turning around to Salvatore) “this way please sir”
They all follow the maitre d. who is smiling towards some other diners seated at a table
“Enchanted…Madame “ he says in passing. A Lady,  (Mrs. Cambridge) replies.
 “Ahhh Andre it’s a beautiful evening.”
 The girl is limping behind and tries to fix her dress with a safety pin.
Other diners looking at her and a young man stares at her legs.

“What are ya looking at, stupid.?” she snaps at him

They approach the table and two gangsters flunk themselves down on the seats

And pick up the menu’s.

The girl sits down also but is still fumbling with the dress.

Number 3 gangster (standing) looks around the room and discovers on the other side a group of familiar people. He nudges Salvatore and whispers into his ear.

“The nasty opposition is already here.”
Salvatore focuses onto the other group and gives them a sour smile and a nod of his head.
He turns to number 3 and replies in a whisper “

“Makes you want to puke…these filthy bastards, 
 is there nowhere safe from them ?”

Number 3 nods a couple of times and they sit down as well, when Salvatore waves with his arm and calls for Andre.

“Andre…come here Son , Yes yes come here “
He waves repeatedly for Andre to come over

 Andre approaches with his face turned into a question mark.
“Senior….?”
Some other diners look amazed at the commotion but return quickly to their own

Agendas.
“Tell me Andre, how come you let scum like this , over there, into the place ?

Is this joint slipping or something?”
He stares at the other party but gives them a smiling nod again

 Andre replies
“Ahhh mister Zanetti and his business associates on table 23.  Mr. Zanetti is a very regular customer always very pleasant and  always very V.I.P.  he’s been coming here for years“

He sends a smiling nod of recognition across the room and the party of Carlo Zanetti is smiling back and waving and toasting with their glasses.
“They are nothing but crooks and liars, Andre, watch them! Make sure they pay their bill.
CONT.
As Andre is attempting to leave the party to attend to other customers, he does not get far when Salvatore call him back.

“Come back here Andre I have not finished yet, we would like a bit of service you know.

Listen Son , do me a favor, get something for me, get here, get here.”

Andre returns and nervously plays with his order book.
“Here, I want to send them a bottle of something over, make it something they don’t normally have, like Champagne or something, got anything decent in the fridge ?”
Andre looks at Salvatore as to evaluate what he might be able to afford.

“Well” he says 

 “There is the local stuff and then there is of course the real thing from overseas
But not exactly cheap, if you know what I mean.”

Salvatore gets impatient 
“Bugger it. I want the good stuff you know, some crappy bubble stuff, that they cannot afford , the bastards. Get them a bottle of the best and be done with it. How much ? “
Andree is continuing his sentence 
“Of course there is Fraixnet, Krug the old Moet and of course there is the Dom,

Dom Perignon I mean  not a bad drop but well, pricy, all guaranteed from the real Champagne in France but nicely chilled in the fridge in our pantry.”

Salvatore imitates Andre

“All nicely chilled in our pantry……Smart arse…  I asked how much?
Andre is fiddling with an order book

“That would  bea round 400 Senior Salvatore, but worth every cent …considering.”
Salvatore reaches into the briefcase and pulls out  some notes and hands them to Andre.

“Here you are make it snappy and cut the crap. You understand>”
The others at their table are reading the menu as the girl (Molly) looks around as in a trance and admires the scene.

“Look how well they are all dressed , and look over there… She is wearing mink”
Gangster 2 looks up from the menu and angrily counters

“Yeahh…bastards  and that prick is wearing a hat. Wonder what makes him so special …I could just go over there and give him one, the bastard.”

He jumps from his seat and reaches into his jacket, as if to go for a gun.
Salvatore waves his hand across number 2’s face 

“Shut down OK.. we are all Gentlemen here you hear? Shut up and sit down.
Don’t wanna everyone here to think we have no class eehh.???
The girl shows a disappointed face and retorts
“I am not a gentleman, stupid. I am a bloody lady ya dumb shit”

Salvatore resigns with a sigh and looks into the menu

“Hope the Grub is better than  the  conversation ..Shut up you lot”
Other diners again wonder what the commotion is all about.
DINER 1 what is this

DINER 2 What sort of people

DINER 3 well what is happening
CHAMPAGNE  CHAMPAGNE ©  THE PANTRY  
Some waiters and waitresses are busy with preparations in the pantry as Andre shoves his way through

To the fridge and he shouts 

“Make way , my darlings  Andre has done it again, make way.!”

With great reverence he looks up and down a selection of bottles through the fridge door  and discovers his choice.

He gently lifts the bottle out of the fridge and places it into a champagne bucket.

He lifts the bucket containing the bottle

“Ahh  Champagne Champagne ! and of course the best .This my darlings is civilization in a bottle….. and a pretty penny for Andre’s retirement fund….

Make way now …and you ( he points at a waiter) will follow with the glasses .

Zanettis table…table 23 follow me!”

They both hurry back in to the dining room.

Andre is swishing through the room with a bucket and the champagne and a waiter follows with some glasses. He approaches the Carlo Zanetti party and lands the Champagne on to their table.
CHAMPAGNE  CHAMPAGNE ©      THE ZANETTI TABLE
The party of Carlo Zanetti looks amazed when Andre arrives with the champagne
“What the….”  Says one of them

“Wow Champers” Says the lady (Jacky)
“We didn’t order that” Snaps Zanetti

Andre arranges the glasses and explains

“Ahh mister Salvatore has arrived and would like to extend his compliments, by sending you and your associates a bottle of the best”

He lifts the bottle out of the bucket and shows the label to Zanetti.
“A real fine vintage champagne mister Zanetti”

Zanetti snaps at Andre 

“Bugger of with this crap, can’t  you see we drink whiskey ? Well Andre please take it back we don’t want this ,especially not from that mob over there. Just take it away.”
The lady,(Jacky) who is slightly drunk mumbles

“Champagne that’s nice I have a glass. Don’t you have the pink stuff ?”
Zanetti waves angrily  to Andre to remove the bucket, bottle and preferably himself.
The lady (Jacky) points her glass towards the Salvatore table

“Just look at stupid Molly over there. What about her hat?  She must think this is the Melbourne Cup lunch.  Ha Ha . trashy , trashy…!”

Andre reluctantly takes the bucket and gives an angry head movement to the waiter to remove the glasses also.

They both shuffle back to the pantry.

THE PANTRY CONT.


In the pantry the bottle in the bucket is placed on the desk and Andre returns to the dining room. When Zanetti waves to him and motions him to come back to his table.

Zanetti apologizes .:
“Sorry Andre, please understand we are just not happy to drink this stuff .Remenber we are having the odd whiskey. But I would like to send them over there a nice bottle , after all they are old, well..?  colleges of ours although somewhat deranged shitheads.  Send them a nice bottle and give them my regards . How much is that ?”

Andre scribbles something into his order book  
“That would 400 without a tip mister Zanetti “

Zanetti with a flushed face pulls out a wad of money and hands it to Andre 
“Here Son and the only tip you get is race 6 number 3 in Melbourne..
..Saturday…don’t forget.!”
SALVATORES TABLE
Andre arrives at Salvatores table with the bucket containing the bottle and lands it on to the table.

“Mister Zanetti takes the pleasure to return the favor Sir “
Salvatore lifts up his beer glass and takes a sip.
“Bugger off mate you know we never drink this imported bubble rubbish. Tell them to go to hell and take the champers with them. Tell them  it’s hot down there, they may need it.

Meanwhile take it away and leave us alone Son. We have some business to discuss. Just go away!” 
Andre takes the bottle back to the pantry .
The girl with a crying voice

“I want Champagne Yeah…lets all have some champagne.”

Salvatore angrily

“Shut up Molly you don’t know what you’re saying.” 

CHAMPAGNE CHAMPAGNE ©  THE POLICE                              
At the front desk three people arrive, two policemen under cover and a police woman in civilian clothes.

The older policeman  silently shows a badge to the receptionist who rushes around her desk and 

escorts the three to a table on the left side of the room just in the middle so they can see both gangster parties.
They  pick up the menus and pretend reading whilst looking above and observing the gangsters and the other patrons. Policeman number 1 asks the police woman
“Ever been here before? Nice isn’t it ? “

The woman looks around
“No”

“Where are they?  every one looks the same here, what are they up to?
Number 1 retorts

“Just on the left from us and the other bludgers are on the right .The funny part is that we are once again sitting in the middle like raisins in a cup cake.

Keep the expenses down number two, remember, we are on short hours already.”
He picks up the menu and starts reading to himself
Andre passes by hurriedly. He nods and whispers

“Ahh  the constabulary has arrived and not to soon either. Good evening Madame 

I hope you enjoy your evening in our humble establishment…if there is anything you wish for, please call on me ,your wish is my command. Ohh  I will have to return shortly,  Mrs. Cambridge seems to have a little problem.”
With that he walks away from the table to attend to other matters .
The police woman squints her eyes

“Who in the name of the Lord is that ? Is he for real ?
Number 1 answers 

“Best Maitre D. in town apparently and quite a character”

She replies

“More like a pervert it seems, I should have to look him up in our files.”
Number 2 looks up from the menu

“Look at this, twenty five bucks for a lousy hamburger…they must be kidding”

THE GANGSTERS

Meanwhile both tables with the gangsters have noticed the police to arrive 

The try and hide their faces and whish that they could be invisible 

But Carlo Zanetti will have no bar of this 

“Andre..!” he shouts through the room to the dismay of other patrons 

“Listen here son ! we would like to send  one of those bottles of plunk over there to those three  ehhh…. friends …of ours . Same as before .Tell them it’s from Zanetti they know me they know what’s it’s all about. Here “

With that he hands over several dollar notes which Andre folds over and puts in his pocket. 

CHAMPAGNE CHAMPAGNE © POLICE TABLE
Andre arrives with the bucket and bottle at the police table and is in the process of arranging the glasses  when policeman number 1 questions him

“What is this then? We didn’t order that. You know we cannot afford this and 

Besides we are on duty, so no alcohol, or such like .”

Andre replies 
“Oh no.! this is with the compliments of mister Zanetti”
He nods towards the table of the Zanetties and they are raising their glasses for a cheer.

“Excuse me please “ Andre departs . 

Now he is hurrying over to the Salvatore table because Salvatore is franticly waving his arms for Andre’s attention.

“Come here son. We need you here, now listen, these people you are talking to are some friends of mine, do me a favor and send a bottle of the bubbly over will ya. Here is some dough.”
Andre pauses for a while thinking
“Well Mister Salvatore , I of course know your generosity and “ aaaahemm” your connections with our friends from headquarters  therefore I took the liberty of sending it over already. I hope that this will meet with your approval ?”

Salvatore gives Andre an investigating look and puts his hands into the briefcase

“Approval my arse …here is the cash and I don’t want to hear that champagne bullshit ever again you hear….son???” They toast with their glasses to the police
Andre walks backwards whilst folding the money
“Thank you indeed Mister Salvatore. Thank you indeed… not again ..thank you”

Subserviently he retreats back to the table with the police present.
THE POLICE 

Policeman number 1 shoves the bucket across the table 

“Take this away mate, take this away “tout suit” or I shove it somewhere, where the sun don’t shine. Do you think we sit here, taking bribes eh..??

Andre mumbles under his breath

“Oh .Sorry Sir….sorry…”

He retreats to the pantry carrying the bucket and champagne.
“CHAMPAGNE CHAMPAGNE” ©

THE PANTRY   FINALE        
CANNOT GIVE THE INDIANS AWAY 

THEREFORE

THE ENDING IS…
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…PRESENTLY A SECRET
