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INT. CHRYSANTHEMUM TOURS OFFICE - DAY

Xue Lin looks up from her computer as Jack enters cautiously
with the Louis Vuitton bag. Lin recognises him - and the bag
- at once.

LIN
You!
JACK
Yes, 1 know, 1°m terribly sorry.

Lin rises up from behind her desk, 5-foot-4 of unadulterated
rage.

LIN
You ...son of a turtle egg!

Jack had resigned himself to the other "son-of-a" and is
rather amused.

JACK
Son of a what?

LIN
Oh - tamade hundan! you know
exactly what 1 mean.

JACK
Look here, 1 came to apologize--

LIN
No you didn’t! You came here
because you want your ridiculous

bag.
JACK

You’ve got my bag?
LIN

See? You don’t want to apologize!
JACK

OK, thank you, let’s get this over

with--

Jack plonks the Mother-in-Law’s holdall on Lin”’s cluttered
desk. She takes i1t and dumps it behind her.

LIN
Well, 1 haven”t got it. Now go.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

JACK
Hang on - so, where i1s 1t?

Lin pushes him towards the door.

LIN
Exactly where you left it.
JACK
At the airport?
LIN
Oh boy, are you British stupid or
what?
JACK

Oh, God, 1°ve got to go all the way
back to that Godforsaken bloody
airport ...

Lin finally loses her temper.

LIN
Look, Mister - stuff your stupid
luggage! You just lost me two weeks
work with that family, and the
Consulate don’t want to refer me
any more - in other words, you’ve
wrecked my business. Now fuck off.

As Lin closes the door In his face, Jack manages to say:

JACK
Sorry--

CUT TO:



