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I NT. - APARTMENT - NI GHT

Ji-an, a young adult Cantonese worman, sits in a darkened
apartnent, peering through her curtain at the busy, vibrant
neon streets of Lang Kwai Fong bel ow.

JI - AN
Sonetinmes | just watch everyone go by
for hours.

After a while | don't feel rea
anynore.

She | ooks for a long nonent and then lets the curtain fall.
She snat ches her key and goes out the door and into a snal
and dirty elevator. A couple get in, loud, giggling and
drunk.

JI-AN (cont'd)
Hong Kong peopl e never notice
anything. | think all the neon's done
something weird to their retinas
because not hing surprises them
anynore.

EXT. - A 7-11 - LATER
Ji-an wal ks around a 7-11 | ooking at the itens.

JI - AN
I like trying to make people notice
me. It takes creativity and
dedi cation. (Pause.) it hardly ever
wor ks.

Ji-an eyeing the cashier.

JI-AN (cont'd)
What woul d be weird enough for himto
notice?

She noves around the 7-11, carefully selecting arnfuls of

t he weirdest conbination of itens she can find. She wal ks to
the regi ster and dunps down 4 packs of playing cards, 8

(chi nese/weird snack), and many, many packages of pocky on

t he counter

JI-AN (cont'd)

4 packs of cards, 8 (chinese/weird
snack), and |ots of pocky, please.
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The cashi er glances up once without interest and then starts
ringi ng the things up.
EXT. - QUTSIDE THE 7-11 - LATER
She is wal ki ng back towards her apartnent.

JI - AN

It didn't work. | still don't feel

like | exist and now | have 8
(chi nese/weird snack) to eat.

I NT. - APARTMENT - LATER

Ji-an is sitting on the kitchen floor eating the pineapple.
Her apartnent is cranped and crowded, dark and lit only by
the faint col oured gl ow of appliances and | anps. Scattered

around it throughout are many small, black and white paper
cranes.
JI - AN
| often feel like |I should just

finish it but then | feel too guilty.
(Pause.) What would ny things do
wi t hout me?

She wanders around her house and talks to the objects she
sees.

JI-AN (cont'd)

(To her cal endar)
You'd flip out if I didn't turn your
page every nonth

(To her cl ock)
Who woul d hel p you every tinme you got
wound up about sonethi ng?

(To her dripping sink)
There's no need to cry! I'mnot going
anywher e.

She lies on her bed in the dark in front of the flickering
TV, folding a paper crane.

JI-AN (cont'd)
Maybe if sonmeone noticed ne apart
fromny furniture | wouldn't want to
kill nyself.
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I NT. - APARTMENT - THE NEXT MORNI NG

Ji-an is lying on her bed staring at the ceiling.

JI - AN
I like to challenge nyself to lie
still for hours and hours. | think if
| do, one day, I'll trick ny heart
into thinking I"'mdead and it'll stop

beati ng.
She heaves herself up

JI-AN (cont'd)
It never works. It just neans when
do sit up | feel twce as heavy as
normal, as if ny |l egs have forgotten
how st andi ng feels.

She grabs her keys again but as she is about to go she spies
her reflection in the mrror, eyeing it with a dissatisfied
expression. Going to her bathroom she roots around and
finds sone hair dye. She runs the tap and dies her hair,
then dries it.

Looking in the mrror, her hair is now violently red.

JI-AN (cont'd)
| change ny hair nore often than
change ny sheets, but | don't know
why. What's the point of changi ng how
you |l ook if no one | ooks at you?

She grabs her keys and goes out the door. In the elevator,
t he sane woman who was drunk the other night conmes into the
lift, dressed for work and hol di ng her head.

JI-AN (cont'd)
Too hungover to notice the hair, |
t hi nk.

EXT. - QUTDOCR DAl PAI DONG - LATER

Ji-an wal ks towards a dai pai dong in an alley. The chairs
are plastic, there are many ol der people and young wor ki ng
Cant onese grabbi ng breakfast before work. She orders the
tof u brown sugar dessert and takes it to a table.

JI - AN

I think 1'Il sit here all day and eat
as many of these as | can.

( CONTI NUED)
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She begins to slowy eat the dessert.

I NT. - DAI PAI DONG - SAME Tl ME

A young Cantonese man, H RO, w pes down the Dai Pai dong
counter and cl eans up. He gl ances out at the tables.

H RO
Cups, rags and sinks don't tal k. Even
if they did, | don't think they'd
have anything very interesting to
say. That's why | like to |ook at al
t he peopl e who cone here, and imagi ne
their lives and stories. Cleaning is
such a sloppy job anyway - it's just
wat er and soap, doesn't nmatter where
you splash it. So | can afford to spy
on the custoners and not pay
attention to my rag. W get nore
i nteresting people than you'd think.

I NT. - DAl PAI DONG - THE N GHT BEFORE

The sane couple fromthe elevator stunble in to the dai pa
dong.

H RO
Just last night we had a drunk couple
who t hought that we could marry them
here. W asked themto | eave but they
insisted, so we threw sone rice
grains over them and gave thema free
dessert and then told themto get
out .

I NT. - DAI PAI DONG - PRESENT MOMENT

Hro tosses the rag he was cleaning with into the sink and
yells back to the kitchen

H RO
I"mgoing to clean the outside
t abl es!

He wal ks out and starts to clear the enpty tables and their

dirty dishes. He notices Ji-an, and then continues to gl ance
at her and clean, trying to be inconspicuous.

( CONTI NUED)
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H RO (cont' d)
No conpetition, though, this one's
probably the oddest costuner we have.
Al ways al one, and with different hair
every week.

She gets up abruptly and Hro hurries to | ook away and | ook
busy. She counts out sonme noney, lays it on the table, and
wal ks away.

He goes to her table once he's sure she's gone and spreads
the noney out, collecting it up. He finds anong it a tiny
fol ded white paper crane.

I NT. - APARTMENT - DUSK

Ji-an sits by her window again with the curtain raised. This
time it is open. She deftly folds a small paper crane.

JI - AN
I don't just watch people, sonetines
I throw things at themtoo. Well,
just ny paper cranes. There's a
Chi nese folk legend, it says if you
manage to make 1, 000 paper cranes,
any wi sh you make will cone true, but
| don't think I plan to live that
| ong.

She throws the paper crane down and watches it flutter. Once
it is at ground |level it cannot be seen through all the
peopl e and is crushed underfoot. She stares out the w ndow
and then slanms it, turning away and brushing away a tear.

I NT. - APARTMENT - NEXT MORNI NG

She is frantically folding a crane. She throws it out. She
| oses sight of it and she collapses for a nonent onto the
wi ndow pane, then heaves herself up. She folds several unti
she has a whol e handful. She throws themall out of the

wi ndow except one, which she takes to the sink. She fills
the sink and places the crane to float in the little | ake
she has created.

JI - AN
(Whi spering to the

t ap)
Don't m ss ne too nuch!

She | eaves.
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EXT. - DAl PAI DONG - LATER

Ji -an takes her dessert to her table and sits.

She eats painstakingly slowy.

Hiro spies Ji-an when she is buying her dessert and he

foll ows her outside. He cleans the table just to the side of
her and gets the paper crane out of his apron pocket.
Looking at it, he frowns and gl ances at her.

Her shoul ders are slunped and she | ooks defeated, but nore
inportantly, she appears black and white to him

He drops the crane in surprise, and she is back to nornal
He picks it up again and she is black and white.

Hrois frozen, stunned.

JI - AN
If by the tine | finish this bow, no
one has | ooked at nme, I'mgoing to go

honme and do it. Two bottles of
sleeping pills, grind in a coffee
machine, mx with warm water, drink.
Goodni ght .

H RO
(Qut 1 oud)
What did you just say?

Ji-an whirls around and stares at him then turns back and
hi des her face. H ro wal ks over and hol ds out the paper
crane to her. She slowy turns and | ooks at himwth
amazenent. She takes the crane.
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