
“Miu” 
Work in progress 
A screenplay by Lananh Le  
 
This is a story about how hard it is to let go of somebody that you love.  
 
Part One 
 
Today is the day of Masago's arrival. She is coming home. Conveyor belts, luggage, airport 
smells, flight-tired eyes. She walks into the train station to get a ticket toward her house. 
  
Masago has long flowing hair and a soft, curvy body. Masago rules over love affairs, art and 
beauty, adornment and decoration, social graces, affection, harmony and friendship. She is 
skillful at attracting the opposite sex. An unerring eye for design and beauty, -- knowledge of 
how to dress and present herself appealingly. She is extremely beautiful; the Goddess is 
temperamental and self-indulgent, and at times could be treacherous and spiteful. 
  
[Interior: Michiko's House, San Francisco] 
The most luxurious house with Japanese adornments in all corners. 
Her sister, Antigone, is lounging on a beautiful bed with red velvet drapes on her. There are pots 
of jasmine flowers and more green plants and white flowers around Antigone's bed. In her bed, 
there is a cat beside her. 
  
Antigone's and Masago's mother, Michiko is a renowned, award-winning Japanese artist and 
performer, (based on Brenda Wong Aoki). Michiko is a storyteller, anthologized playwright, 
producer and artistic director. Known for her agility across disciplines, she creates monodramas 
for symphony, dance, taiko, jazz ensembles etc. 
Michiko is married to a well-to-do corporate lawyer. 
  
Michiko has a removed presence in the girls' lives. She is a very busy person and is constantly 
working on various different projects all at once. 
  
[Masago enters.] 
  
[cut to: 
Masago opening up her luggage in front of Antigone, who is still lounging on the bed.] 
  
Antigone: oh my gosh, I love those pants that you brought back. 
Masago: [distant] try them on. 
Antigone: [pulls pants on and looks in mirror] I look cute. 
Masago: Like all the other happa hipster yoga goddesses in the Bay. 
Antigone: Wait, what's your problem. why are you being such a bitch? 
Masago: People have been telling me that I'm a spiky person. 
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Antigone: Like a porcupine? 
Masago: No, that's Homechild. I'm more like a sharp-edged diamond. 
Antigone: [scoffs at Masago's vain affirmation] 
Masago: Anyhow, I'm going to an audition this evening… 
Antigone: What audition…? 
Masago: Taiko audition. 
Antigone: [silent] 
Masago: [aside] I know, I know Taiko and you don't. I put effort into learning Japanese when I 
was a child and you didn't. (airs of superiority) 
  
[end scene.] 

 
 
 A STORY ABOUT WEIRD GIRLS 

 
Xu is walking. She is approaching her room. She stumbles inside and collapses on her bed.  
Dana walks in and lies down with her.  
 
Xu: I am really drunk. I am about to pass out. (Please leave).  
 
Dana continues to lie there and inches closer and closer to her; he is touching her;  
 
---  
 
Xu is walking up a set of stairs,  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
[Exterior: St. Mark's Place, New York city] 
  
Homechild and Artemis have met up near the 14th St - Union Sq station. They ran happily into 
each other and embraced. Artemis gives Homechild a bouquet of red flowers. They are very 
much in love.  
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They are eating with each other at a Vietnamese fast food restaurant (to-go Vietnamese food) in 
the East Village. They are eating their food out of styrofoam boxes, sitting on the steps leading 
to the streets, looking at the Moon. 
  
Artemis: I don't know what, but something about you reminds me exactly of the moon. 
Homechild: I had a fight with Sam about the moon once. 
Artemis: What? 
Homechild: I told him that the moon was mystical, because it was, and well, the lunar tidal 
patterns in the sea, just dazzling things really and he didn't care one bit. 
Artemis: That's upsetting. 
Homechild: [stunned] you think so? People thought it was silly that I cared so much. 
Artemis: [pauses, then looks directly into Homechild's eyes and holds his gaze] Homechild, I'm 
not Sam’s friend, I am your friend. 
Homechild: that means… [laughs] You’re biased.  
Artemis: I think and feel for you, not him. And guess what, it was bullshit that he didn't care. 
Your moon-like qualities reflect the magic in you, and he didn't care? 
Homechild: [giggles] Oh my god, you are so nice to me! 
Artemis: [laughs, thinks she’s a bit silly, not in a bad way] 
Homechild: Sometimes I feel like I am so over Sam, and sometimes I’m not so sure… And then 
I think about it again, and my brain is all, “I’m so over him...” 
Artemis: Yeah, and it might feel that way for a long time too.  
Homechild: What if I’m still in love with him? 
Artemis: [tiredly smiles] Then you gotta deal with that in a way that’d help you.  
 
--- 
 
[cut to:] 
[Interior: Hotel room in Koreatown, New York city] 
  
[Bathroom] 
  
They go back to the hotel they are staying in Koreatown. Homechild gets into the bathtub after 
Artemis has turned on the hot faucet for her. He gets in with her. They lie in the tub for awhile, 
like spoons arranged in the kitchenette cupboard. Artemis gets out first, leaving Homechild by 
herself in the tub. In a white towel, he takes the bouquet of red flowers that he has brought to 
Homechild earlier, pulls off the petals and tosses the red flowers in the air 'till they land like 
feathers in Homechild's bath. 
  
[In bed]  
 
It is the middle of the night. Both Artemis and Homechild have been sleeping. 
  
Homechild wakes up in a nocturnal panic attack. 

3 



She is breathing heavily, gasping for air. 
  
A manic schizophrenic blurting of words - Homechild talking quickly, terrified. 
  
Homechild: the world is filled with adventure, new things to experience, and most of all, hope… 
faith… love,... I am so young. I should be traveling. Grand schemes, big promises…! What am I 
doing here? Why am I in New York city?! I am in New York city, right? I am in New York City 
and I have lost track of time [peering out the window to check out the streets' scenes as she is 
confirming that it is indeed New York.] It is New York city. And it is… [peering at the watch on 
the bedside table] 6:15 AM. 
  
Artemis: Baby, what's wrong? 
  
Homechild: Mercury in Cancer, Moon in Taurus, Sagittarius ascendant, Venus in Taurus, Pluto 
in Scorpio,… 
Artemis: [loudly] Homechild! 
Homechild: [shocked] 
Artemis: Are you talking in your sleep?  
Homechild: [silent, then starts weeping] 
Artemis: Babe, what's going on? Tell me how you're feeling. Please. 
Homechild: It's Masago… I didn't tell you earlier because I thought I could forget about it but it's 
haunting me in my dreams.  
Artemis: [a bit exasperated] What did she do?  
Homechild: She sent me a text this morning, saying that she had a present for me, and this link 
to her online blog was in it.  
Artemis: She wrote something for you? 
Homechild: Well…  
 
[Artemis takes the phone and reads what that is on Masago’s blog] 
 
Artemis: Oh… I’m so sorry, babe.  
Homechild: You think that it is out of line for her to do this, right? 
Artemis: I agree with you. This isn’t right. I am sorry you are feeling so upset.  
 
[end scene.] 
 
*** 
Moon Shadow City  
 
[Metaphorical: In the shadows (of the moon)]  
BOY’s kitchen.  
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BOY is sitting on a kitchen counter, dangling his legs from it. Xu is standing, leaning against a 
kitchen chair.  
 
BOY: It’s time for you to reclaim your roots now.  
Homechild: [non-sequitur] In my stories, you will find two women faced with war or with peace, 
carrying on their backs the beginning or the ends.  
BOY: Hey, Xu. Childfinder.  
Homechild: Yes? Did you call out my name.  
BOY: In your last life, you were the childfinder, your name was Xu, do you remember?  
Homechild: … a childfinder?  
BOY: psionic abilities, a wonderful talent of understanding others, a potential telepath, a not so 
inaccurate reading of the Hieroglyphics of haunting spirits of children, a connection to the moon 
and the ancestors, …  
 
BOY: What has happened to you in this life?  
 
HOMECHILD’S MEMORY REPLAYS 
 
It was back at the White Dormitory. There was a punk show going on and the theme was 
“Prom.” Some stupid white kids stuff. Xu was there.  
She got blackout drunk on accident. She stumbled into her room and left it unlocked as she fell 
into bed… A white man came into her room, uninvited…  
The shadows…  
The shadows due to moonlight,...  
 
[end of memory-replay]  
 
BOY hops off the counter which he’s been sitting on.  
 
BOY: come on, let’s go on a short trip, i will show you something. You got three days to travel 
with me? 
Homechild: yeah.  
BOY: [grins] ya sure? It’s three days, alright!?  
Homechild: [smiles] I said, yeah.  
 
BOY: I heard the other day you were looking like the moon.  
 
[cut to:  
BOY and HOMECHILD (or XU) walking toward the subway station in New York City.  
They enter and there are quite many Asian people in the station… Some holding flowers, like 
peonies. 
 
XU: Or like tuberose.  
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BOY: Tuberose pussy.  
XU: Tuberose pussy likes to go into historical archives and talk to intimidating archivists.  
BOY: and then have them tell her that she’s very smart. The tuberose.  
 
…  
 
(Their first stop was the Museum of African Diaspora (MOAD) in San Francisco.  
Nyame Brown - Classroom in Nevérÿon) 
 
Their second stop was a movie theater… On the screen, they saw a “film” that was a projection 
of Homechild’s past life as Xu, the Childfinder. In the “film,” Xu is a telepathic worker whose job 
was to find dead corpses of children (especially those killed during the wars, by starvation, by 
abuse, by Agent Orange, in the sea while escaping on boat, etc.) and nurture their spirits.  
The spirits of the children are the ghosts that haunt the world today.  
 
The third stop was her grandmother’s bedroom. The grandmother has lost her child (her 
mother’s older sister) to a war disease. This dead child in the family is not usually mentioned. 
Grandma and ma mostly stay quiet about their pains.  
 
--- 
 
[Homechild’s and Artemis’ bedroom] 
 
Homechild wakes up. She is deeply depressed. She starts crying.  
BOY appears. He is sitting on a puff of cloud.  
 
Homechild: Why do you keep appearing…  
BOY: You don’t remember me?  
Homechild: I do,... but for some reason, I don’t know who you are…  
BOY: Are your memories all messed up? 
Homechild: It definitely feels that way…  
BOY: Are you conflating people with each other? 
Homechild: Yeah.  
BOY: Do you hear voices? 
Homechild: [beat] I think so.  
BOY: It might be an auditory gift.  
Homechild: (wtf?) You mean a mental health illness? 
BOY: … I don’t truly know how to explain this to you.  
 
Homechild and BOY start to talk in Vietnamese. Homechild looks confused… BOY is explaining 
her past life, her unconscious, the disquieting mixture of past memories and the present, her 
antisocial, her international, her irrational,..  
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Homechild gets up and is sad. BOY looks at her. He seems very caring and his gestures 
suggest that he wants to help her.  
 
Homechild does not hold her gaze on BOY but is palpably aware of his presence.  
Her body is thin and shrunken up. She is suffering from a demise: her survival skills have 
diminished greatly. She feels as if she cannot stand on her feet and she is going insane.  
 
BOY: You got this, Xu.  
 
Homechild acts as though she has not heard him but actually in her mind she is perplexed as of 
why this strange man is being very supportive to her.  
 
BOY: [aside] You got this, babe, I love you.  
 
HOMECHILD: [unconsciously] Why do you still care about me?  
BOY: I don’t believe it. You do remember some things about me…  
HOMECHILD: Wait, what?  
BOY: [aside] Ah, the amnesia game…  
HOMECHILD: It’s not a game.  
BOY: [laughs, a release of his own nerves] Goddamn, you can still read other peoples’ 
thoughts…  
HOMECHILD: [stares at BOY] you know, this is quite a bad time for me, but I do really 
appreciate that you’re here now.  
BOY: [grins] Of course you do.  
--- 
Flashback  
 
[exterior: saigon bridge, Ho Chi Minh city] 
 
Boy sitting by his moped on a bridge in Ho Chi Minh city…  
Xu is born out of an egg glowing in gold in front of him… She is acting like a terrified stray cat.  
Suddenly, in utmost anger, Xu is tearing down the bamboo trees alongside the bridge. At first, 
Boy is laughing, intrigued and amused at her childish outburst. But after a while, as Xu’s 
aggression escalates, he starts to become worried.  
 
Xu stops, gasping for air, waking up from dreaming in anger.  
She starts running down the bridge, away from Boy. She starts sprinting.  
 
Boy gets onto his moped and starts to speed after her.  
 
Boy: Come back! My moon queen.  
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From behind her, on his moped, Boy can see Xu turning into a centaur. Her legs are 
transforming into four horse legs. Xu stops, stoops as though grazing for grass, and continues 
to dart into the dark… Boy speeds up on his moped, chasing after her.  
 
In the moonlight, Xu leaps with her half-horse body, and shoots an arrow into the sky…  
 
--------- 
 
[Xu’s cottage]  
 
Xu, in her human form, is sitting with her friend, Lim.  
 
Xu: I think I’m in love with Boy.  
Lim: Girl, do you even know his real name?  
Xu: It’s Vu Tien Dat.  
Lim: [laughs] Urg!  
Xu: I’m serious. I think I’m in love with him.  
Lim: Are you serious about getting him? 
Xu: Yeah, are you going to teach me a love spell? 
Lim: Isn’t Dat a Scorpio?  
Xu: His birthday is in November. 
Lim: So yeah, he’s a Scorpio. Here’s a spell to get a Scorpio.  
Xu: Hit me.  
Lim: Wear a pig costume, break into his house, and lock yourself to the radiator. When he gets 
home, sing a lullaby. 
Xu: [laughs hysterically] Stop it. You’re fucking insane. 
 
--- 
 
[interior: Boy’s kitchen] 
 
Miu: I love you...  [aside] Do you want to go out with me? 
Boy: [aside] Not really,... but I’d love to lead you on for several years, if that’s cool.  
Miu: [happily] okay.  
 
--- 
 
 
[exterior: Football Field, Ho Chi Minh City]  
Boy sitting at a plastic stool in a cafe after playing soccer with his friends.  
 
Boy: I think I like a girl.  
Friend 1: Ooh, who is it?  
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Boy: She’s cute.  
Friend 2: Have you done anything with her yet? 
Boy: No, dude, it’s not like that. I actually like her. I don’t want to rush her into anything.  
 
They all laugh at Boy’s naivete.  
 
--- 
 
[Masago’s luxurious bedroom]  
 
Masago: You’re clinging onto what’s already yours and inviting chaos…  
Homechild: [silent]  
Masago: One small disappointment doesn’t mean things aren’t turning. They are. Buy new 
underwear. Listen to Prince.  
Homechild: Reading Sontag only.  
Masago: On Photography? [raises her eyebrows knowingly]  
Homechild: Yeah. 
Masago: [pause] …’Cause you’re thinking about Dat again…?  
Homechild: [pause] … Yeah.  
Masago: You are such a Gemini, dude… You made him chew cotton candy gum for luck, 
wanting the forever kind of love with you. Then you spent one whole year pushing him away. 
Now he’s gone and you are miserable.  
Homechild: [defeated] … Yeah. Lots of regrets about that. 
Masago: Are you gonna start doing anything about it? 
Homechild: Well, I messaged him and told him that I missed him and that he meant a lot to 
me….  
Masago: And what did he say? 
Homechild: Nothing.  
Masago: [silent]  
Homechild: This week’s been a struggle. I feel so much anger in me. I want to lash out against 
someone.  
Masago: [exasperated] Well, don’t. 
 
Homechild: Dat emotionally manipulated me in his handcuffs.  
Masago: Xu, he’s also tired of you manipulating him.  
Homechild: Whatever. [storms out in anger]  
 
Homechild: I don’t care if he manipulated me or fucked me over…  
I still love him so, so much. It’s too hard to not love him.  
 
----  
 
[A misconception] 
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Miu is walking down a dark alley.  
Somebody, a man, is walking down the alley as well. She walks faster and turns onto another 
street. The man is nowhere in sight. She arrives at her apartment building.  
 
---- 
 
[Homechild’s and Artemis’ kitchen. They are living with Artemis’ uncle in Artemis’ hometown. TV 
sound in the background]  
 
Homechild: I think that love restricts a person, but love also is transcendent.  
Artemis: I don’t think anyone could belong to anyone, because belonging to someone is like 
being their slave.  
Homechild: [looks right at Artemis] 
Artemis: What, don’t you think that all your classes in 19th century American history helped you 
think about something like that…?  
Homechild: [silent]  
 
Artemis is half-naked, wearing black jeans.  
He is cooking rice: pouring rice into a measuring cup and washing it.  
 
Homechild: [calmly] You are a beautiful man.  
Artemis: [smiles] Thank you.  
Homechild: I don’t understand why you are still so kind to me. I smashed your phone today.  
Artemis: Because you’re my wife.  
Homechild: But I can be such a bitch.  
Artemis: You’re not a bitch. You also know that I befriend solitary misfits and human trash and 
help them through the days. 
Homechild: Are you saying that I am human trash? 
Artemis: Hey, hey, everybody can be human trash sometimes. It’s not personal.  
Homechild: [silent, then smiles] 
 
--- 
 
Xu: It’s been three years and I haven’t once told you about how I feel. 
 
Boy: immigrant “dreamers” as an example of young people “who are growing up multi-cultural, 
who are growing up in a more trans-national world, with a much more cosmopolitan view of the 
world.” 
 
Xu: Because of my constant tendency to search for things to observe and explore, I wonder if I 
have an inherent desire for optical perceptions. 
I’ve been aware of this ‘tendency’ for awhile, and that awareness often makes me think of you.  
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--- 
 
The sap-tree forest we drove to on your little low-power, lightweight motorbike stands in the 
middle of the course of my life and demands to be a point of reference for something that I don’t 
even know.  
 
--- 
 
“maturation like citrus minty rind” 
 
[Miu’s kitchen]  
Miu is making tea. Ripping up a tea bag. Pouring hot water into mug.  
 
Miu: Dat doesn’t even think about her dark sides. As though they’re not obvious.  
Pierre: Obvious even to people that don’t know her.  
Miu: She’s disorganized, inconsistent. [beat] Superficial, cunning, manipulative.  
Pierre: Well, she is superficial in some ways, but…  
Miu: I know, her writing sounds deep. Profound thoughts, so what. It’s whatever. She’s always 
fearing on missing out so she has to be everywhere. But then she gets so overwhelmed and 
stressed that she actually ends up going nowhere. In other words , a waste of my time.  
 
---  
 
[Bedroom laughs]  
 
[Homechild’s bedroom]  
 
Homechild: [laughs but in misery] What Miu will never know is that I secretly find her superbly 
cool and lovely…  
Boy: You don’t wanna hold onto life-long meaningless grudges now.  
Homechild: If you could ask me any question, what would you ask me?  
Boy: Am I your rebound?  
Homechild: [confused] Who am I rebounding from? 
Boy: Artemis.  
Homechild: No.  
Boy: Are you still having an affair with him? 
Homechild: No...  
Boy: Okay.  
Homechild: [looks right at Boy] Dat, I love you only for you. Not anybody else.  
 
Boy: How are you feeling now?  
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Homechild: So strange, isolated, like in a bubble, my head disconnected from my body, my 
body disconnected from my feelings…  
Boy:  If you could ask me any question, what would you ask me?  
Homechild: If I move to Queens to be an artist will you come stay and make collages with me on 
my living room floor?  
Boy: Yeah.  
Homechild: I love you.  
Boy: [beams] I love you too.  
 
---  
 
“Keep Loving You”  
 
[Boy is with Miu and Pierre]  
 
Boy: She’s going through a very hard time right now; I want to be there for her.  
Miu: But she calls you every minute of the day. It’s retarded.  
Boy: She’s really vulnerable and I am her only system of support right now.  
 
[cut to:  
Miu in the Library of Art and Film where she works. She is arranging reels on a shelf.]  
 
Miu: [daydreaming to herself] “Forty reels of a film it says was produced by Edgar Rice, in 
1991?” Oh, to be included in the Underground canon… [beat] And remember… that art itself is 
expensive.  
 
[Xu walks in, not as Homechild, but as the Childfinder. She is disguised and Miu cannot 
recognize her. Xu walks in and starts talking to Miu] 
 
Xu: The organized American Underground Film is anti-capitalistic in a sense…  
Miu: [with an air of superior disinterest] It is no accident that Andy Warhol’s films, during his first 
three years of making them, had very little directional power.  
Xu: Your works. A bold use of the documentary film.  
Miu: Already went to Cuba to make one.  
Xu: About artists there? 
Miu: Also about contemporary dance.  
Xu: Oh. [beat] How scientifically valuable.  
Miu: Before that, went to Prague to make a series of sex and birth films… as illustrations of 
something unquestionably bona-fide… Candid and straightforward. 
Xu: But also poetic?  
Miu: [continued superior indifference] Mm-hm.  
Xu: Do you think you’d be free after your shift? 
Miu: Why? 
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Xu: I wanted to ask you if you’d like to get coffee with me.  
Miu: “Old forgotten silent movies turning to jelly in warehouses all over SoCal: Anaheim, 
Burbank, Tarzana.”  
Xu: Is that from Geoff Ryman’s “The Filmmakers of Mars?” 
Miu: Yes, correct. Wow, you must be well-read.  
Xu: Did I answer the question to your heart…  
Miu: [laughs] Ha-ha, actually, though.  
 
---- 
 
In California, I drove to the airport in the sun. The memories belong to the summer. My passport 
was left forgotten at our old house, at the dark bottom of a foreign box, never found again.  
 
--- 
 
She got up late and biked to work. I filled out paperwork at the travel agency. That summer the 
red was draped on a strange bed, which was empty, but she smoked every night. We both 
missed the magnolia tree. 
 
--- 
“I wish he gets me more,” “Our room smells like tree,” “Where’s my drink,” “I want to be kissed 
on the eyelid,” “You are my best friend,” “Back to the body words jump like salmon,” “Murmuring 
bones and the deep water like wind.” 
 
--- 
Part Two 
 
[Masago’s bedroom, San Francisco]  
 
Homechild and Masago are getting ready for “Prom” in front of a body-length mirror. Masago is 
wearing quite an unusual dress that is the material and design of a basketball jersey… She is 
wearing a fake pregnant belly. She is putting makeup on herself. Homechild is sitting on 
Masago’s soft pink bed. She is wearing a puffy dress that is made out of soft pink silk.  
 
[Homechild’s dorm room, on the San Francisco Art Institute campus]  
 
Homechild is almost blackout drunk, still in her silk dress and has collapsed onto her bed.  
A white man opens the door into her room and comes in, uninvited.  
He gets into bed with her.  
He starts touching her.  
The shadows… The moonlight….  
 
--- 
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[interior: The Library of Art and Film, San Francisco Art Institute]  
 
Miu is finishing up rearranging reels on the shelf.  
 
Michiko: You’ve done a beautiful job today, Miu. Manual work is just so rewarding.  
Miu: [bashfully, Michiko has been underpaying her] Yes…  
Michiko: So I have an offer for you.  
Miu: Okay.  
Michiko: You have been working so hard and helping us out in the department. As the chair, I 
have proposed them to reward you with a bonus project… You will be paid for it. As of 
September, I will hire you as the media collaborator at our new dance center, Glassbox.  
Miu: Oh, wow.  
Michiko: Restoring old film is an art, but I don’t know if your talents should be wasted on it. I 
think you should be out there, behind the camera.  
Miu: But I was a Film Theory student, Film Theory doesn’t teach you anything about actual 
filmmaking.  
Michiko: Don’t sell yourself short now, Miu. I know that you can do it.  
Miu:...  
Michiko: You know where Glassbox is, yeah? It’s on Kearny street, right before you hit 
Japantown. I expect to see you there, Thursday at eight o’ clock.  
[Michiko exits]  
 
[Miu would be filming Michiko’s choreographed group performance at the Glassbox.]  
 
[cut to:  
Interior: Japanese noodle bar, “Porn Palace”, San Francisco.  
 
Miu is sitting with Pierre.  
 
Miu: So she wants me to start doing these video installations. It’s quite interesting, conceptually 
speaking. I will be editing footages to make kind of these video collages to present every week 
to the department.  
Pierre: Sounds amazing, Miu! Congratulations.  
Miu: When talk is dirty, and we do it.  
Pierre: I am eating breast milk (goat cheese) with small white flowers.  
Miu: Unease comes and plucks the babe.  
Pierre: I found him beneath a tree.  
Miu: Last night the room was vast and white.  
Pierre: His small apartment  
Miu: It was a theater.  
Pierre: “He struggles into life”...  
Miu: And so Earth burps as wasting disease takes Michigan deer. The plucked babe sneezes.  
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[Xu walks in] 
 
Xu: Hey… [beat] So I guess… This is where you’ve asked me to meet you.  
Miu: Hey, [beat] I see… [beat] We both missed the magnolia tree.  
Xu: A body grieving. [beat] A body grieving in Japantown. “In her lifeless body grieved her so 
she made the groan.” [beat] And after all that, to be discovered by a white boy...  
Everything hurt but her lungs most of all…  
Miu: This is reminding me of my story….  
Xu: “Both women come to us deeply embedded into histories, beliefs and landscapes that share 
ghostly traits of our own, stretched and blasted and made strange.” 
Miu: Yes, correct, that is a line from my story… [beat] The goddess gave me roses… Several 
loose blooms.  
 
[Xu looks around, a Korean waitress with short pixie hair walks by with a tray of sake] 
 
Pierre: You… wanna sit down?  
Xu: [looks at them, and takes a seat next to Pierre] …  
Miu: … Are you a screenwriter too? How did you learn about my stuff? Are you a SFAI student?  
Xu: My friend’s mom is your advisor, Michiko Wais.  
Miu: Oh… I never even knew that Michiko had children. She’s like, always working, … or talking 
about work.  
Xu: Yeah, I heard that she’s been working on a research project on hip hop and also she’s the 
curator and choreographer of the next Glassbox dance series… That sounds like a lot on her 
plate.  
Miu: Urg, yeah, [rolls eyes and shrugs] she’s hella underpaying me.  
Pierre: But she’s just given you a promotion!  
Miu: Yeah, she’s just given more work to be done.  
Xu: That’s so inspiring. I’ve always wanted to do the kind of work that you do.  
Miu: Well,... what kind of work do you do?  
Xu: I’m an artist… And… well, I was working at the Balboa Theater in the Outer Sunset for a 
while, but I just quit last week… So,... right now, I’m an artist without a day job. [nervous laugh]  
Miu: Oh no, I’m sorry to hear about that. What happened?  
Xu: Um… [furrows her brows, then an overwhelming release] My boss was drinking hard alcohol 
at work; he’d start drinking whiskey out of a bottle that he’d stash in the backroom cabinet not 
long after we’d opened up the theater (which would be at noon). Then he’d be drinking it all day. 
He wasn’t paying me properly either… And… he was kind of coming onto me? Like… staring at 
my boobs, and asking me out to drinks and to stay at his house overnight… [by now Xu has 
overwhelmed herself by talking endlessly, secretly terrified] Shit like that… 
Miu: Woah, you know, that’s sexual assault in the workplace right? 
Xu: [diverts eye gaze] Well, it could theoretically be typified as sexual assault, but I didn’t have 
the energy to push it… What could have been done anyway? I just quit.  
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Miu: Oh man, I get it. It must have been exhausting while trying to keep your job and educating 
people about how to behave decently as employers…  
 
--- 
 
[cut to:  
Miu driving Xu to a Health Foods store in the Mission, San Francisco]  
 
[cut to: 
Miu and Xu inside the Health Foods store]  
[Miu is picking out incense]  
 
Miu: How about this… Maybe you should come to my house for dinner tonight. [laughs and 
looks at Xu] I don’t usually do this, but I did get a promotion right after you’ve come by my work 
today, and they never give graduate students like me promotions like that… Maybe you brought 
me some good luck or something… A gift from heaven, or whatever, like [smiling charmingly, a 
little dazed from the sake that she’s had from “Porn Palace”].... Maybe I should show some 
gratitude. Brings good karma, right?  
Xu: … Alright… Thank you for taking me in.  
 
---  
 
[Papaya Dog, downtown San Francisco] 
 
Xu and Artemis have just finished working installing for a show at the Luggage Gallery. Now 
they are standing by the Christmas lights in Union Hall, waiting for their hot dogs.  
 
Artemis: I think I got contact high from hanging around you.  
Xu: Yeah? Well, I’m trying to get less high.  
 
Both laugh.  
 
Xu: A quick squibble, what is it that you prize?  
Artemis: Your winsome vibe aside, to whip the moon.  
Xu: Papaya Dog’s in San Francisco now. Remember the days when it was only in New York 
City. Oh, how I want to move to New York so badly. Peace the hell out of the Bay Area…  
Artemis: I only am interested in living in New York city when I have money…. You know, when I 
don’t have to hustle anymore.  
Xu: I don’t know why, but I just have this luscious aggrandized idealization of New York city in 
my mind! I could make so much magic there. 
Artemis: Or work your ass off to pay for your closet-sized apartment in Brooklyn…  
Xu: Urg, I hate Brooklyn.  
Artemis: [laughs] You are like, all over the place.  
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--- 
 
“seeing as America stands for the civilized world - how much injustice there is fucking grinds my 
gears because we're all here like sitting ducks trying to emulate some bullshit pretense”  
  
--- 
 
“I’m sorry I’ve been a bad friend lately.”  
“Where are you right now?” 
“In my apartment.” 
“Jesus, do you ever leave?” 
 
--- 
 
[INT: Miu’s kitchen]  
[Miu is making meatballs] 
 
Miu: She just texted me. She’s not coming. 
Pierre: Strange, she seemed really interested in you.  
Miu: Whatever, it’s not meant to be. She’s just a stranger.  
 
--- 
 
[INT: Artemis’ car] 
[Aleta, Artemis and Xu are driving on the 280, away from San Francisco. The bay glitters around 
them, and below, there’s also the beautiful dark water.] 
 
Aleta: Where would you want to be, ideally? I guess New York, but you didn’t apply to New 
York.  
Xu: I guess California’s my best bet.  
Aleta: Can you stay though, with Donald Trump’s new immigration policies?  
Xu: Yeah, but I just have to be super vigilant to not get into trouble. 
Aleta: It’s such bullshit, his immigration ban.  
Xu: I mean, hey, there was this white choreographer I met the other day and I really did not like 
her!  
Aleta: Your thoughts are everywhere. I cannot keep up with the number of thoughts that pass 
through your head every single minute.  
 
--- 
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