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. . SAMANTHA (v.o0.)
This is not a school-sponsored
event. And don’t forget...

MS - CRAIG

as he receives a copy of the test and passes the rest
back.

SAMANTHA (v.o.)
about Tuesday’s locker
inspection. Have a great day!

Craig flips through the test a bit, assessing the
difficulty. He lets out a sigh, then digs in.

DISSOLVE TO:

MS - CRAIG

still at the desk, staring at a problem with
consternation. He looks up to re-focus, then notices
something out of the corner of his eye.

CRAIG’S POV - ASIAN GIRL

dressed conservatively. She hands in her test while
everyone else still slaves away.

BACK TO SHOT

Craig watches her for a moment, bewildered, before getting
back to work.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY
MS - JOCKS

It is the same group of bullies from the bus--JOE, JIM,
JOHN, JOSH and MARK. They are large for their ages--all
between fifteen and sixteen--and look as white as Wonder
Bread. Only Mark stands out with his Asian features.

JOSH
That chick is fresh, man.

JOE .
I’d let her suck my dick, but she
too skanky to screw.

JIM

You homos talk all you want--I'm
gettin’ my woody waxed tonight.

(CONTINUED)
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INT. CRAIG’S BATHROOM - DAY

Craig keeps SINGING as a hand reaches for the shower door.

MS - CRAIG

inside the shower. The door slides open to reveal Denise
on the other side.

OVER THE SHOULDER - CRAIG
as he turns away.

CRAIG
RAaagghhh!!!

He shuts off the water.

CRAIG
Shit, Mom, give me some privacy.

OVER THE SHOULDER - DENISE

She holds out the phone.

DENISE
It’s for you.

MS - CRAIG

Denise leaves the bathroom as her son brings the receiver
to his ear.

CRAIG
Hello?

INT. DOUG’S ROOM - DAY - SAME TIME

The place is a pit--dirty underwear, comic books and soda
cans lie strewn all over the floor. The walls are
plastered with posters of sports cars, models anq video
games. Doug sits on his bed next to Carson holding a

crumpled piece of paper.

DOUG
Dude, we just scored!

INT. CRAIG’S BATHROOM - DAY
MCU - CRAIG

Disappointment spreads across Craig’s face as he
recognizes the voice.

(CONTINUED)
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This unexpected twist has a momentary sobering effect on

Craig.
CRAIG
Oh.
MAIKE
I just hope no one overheard
that.
CRAIG
Relax. Nobody listens to anyone

these days but themselves.

Behind them, an OLD LADY pipes up.

OLD LADY
My brother was a member of the
Communist party. Boy did
McCarthy have his ass!

193 INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT
MS - CRAIG AND MAIKE

reclining in their seats. The flicker of the screen
dances across their faces as EPIC-STYLE MUSIC resonates in
the theater. The couple shares a large tub of popcorn.

MAIKE
I'm sorry we missed the previews.

CRAIG
To hell with the previews. I
wanted to see those slides that
tell you to clap if you’re “jiggy
wid’ 1it.”
A PATRON sitting behind them gets fed up with their
chatter.

PATRON
Sssshhhh'!

CRAIG
Know what? This movie sucks.

MAIKE
It’s not Citizen Kane.

Craig roots around for something in his pockets.

MAIKE
What are you doing?

(CONTINUED)
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CRAIG
I mean, I'm just plain white.

MAIKE
But you had to come from
somewhere.

CRAIG
Well...my mom’s grandmother might
have been Scottish...or maybe it
was Irish.

MCU - MAIKE

MAIKE
And your dad?

MCU - CRAIG

He shrugs.

CRAIG
Don’t really know much about him.

EXT. MAIKE’S HOUSE - DAY

Craig’s car rolls past the BMW in the driveway and pulls
up to the curb.

INT./EXT. CRAIG’S CAR - DAY
MS - CRAIG AND MAIKE

from behind their seats. Craig doesn’t really know what
to say.
CRAIG
Here we are.
MAIKE
Yeah.
CRAIG

Your parents gonna be okay?

MAIKE .
My brother’s gotten away with a

lot worse.

CRAIG
That little guy?

-

(CCNTINUED)
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MCU - CRAIG
turning to face his mother.

CRAIG
Hope you enjoyed your little PTA
meeting.

HIGH ANGLE - DENISE

DENISE
I didn’t know he was married.

LOW ANGLE - CRAIG

CRAIG
That’s not even the issue. If
you had any idea how sordid and
wrong this man is...

OVER THE SHOULDER - DENISE

DENISE
I'm a grown woman. I can do what
I want.

REVERSE SHOT - CRAIG

CRAIG
Under this roof?

OVER THE SHOULDER - DENISE

DENISE
You’ll understand once you become

sexually active.

CU - CRAIG
He didn’t want to hear that.

INT. SCHOOL MUSIC ROOM - DAY
MS - CONDUCTOR

MRS. GOSBORTH, a middle-aged, conservatively-dressed music
instructor, conducts the closing measures from a piece of
CLASSICAL MUSIC.
MRS. GOSBORTH
All right, that will have to do
for now.
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CU - CARSON
with Doug in the background.

CARSON
The only way we’ll ever score is
vicariously.

DOUG
It’s all on you, bro.

CU - CRAIG

CRAIG
You guys are pathetic.

CU - CARSON

looking very pathetic. Doug pops another quarter into the
game in the background.

DOUG
I got this killer app on my hard
drive-—-generates great come-on
lines.

INT. COLLEGE MEMORIAL UNION - DAY

A NERDY MALE COLLEGE STUDENT proudly demonstrates a toy
spaceship.

STUDENT #1
It’s one of only ten-thousand
ever produced!

MCU - MAIKE

feigning to be impressed.

MAIKE
Wow.

A SECOND NERDY MALE COLLEGE STUDENT looks on eagerly from
behind her holding a plastic robot. A banner proclaiming
the “toy convention” hangs in the background.

MCU - STUDENT #1

STUDENT #1
Most of them were recalled...
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INT./EXT. MAIKE’S HOUSE - DAY
MCU - CRAIG AND MAIKE

looking into each other’s eyes, nervously glancing away,
then re-establishing their gaze as they stand on the
doorstep.

They kiss rather awkwardly, then slowly draw back,
LAUGHING at their own inexperience.

MAIKE
Craig...are you free tomorrow?

CRAIG
Definitely.

MAIKE
I’'m playing my violin for a panel
of judges.

CRAIG
I’'m there.

They kiss again, this time a little more relaxed.

A FIGURE appears in the frosted glass of the door. The
door swings open--

Craig and Maike quickly part their lips and turn their
heads in surprise.

OVER THE SHOULDER - CRAIG AND MAIKE

The back of the FIGURE’s head separates the lovers on the
screen. Both Craig and Maike look startled and
embarrassed, but Craig’s expression quickly turns to one

of shocked disbelief.
CU - MARK
returning Craig’s look.
MS - MAIKE, MARK AND CRAIG
CRAIG
(to Maike) .
I’11 see you tonight, okay?

MAIKE
All right.
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BACK TO SHOT

Craig closes the door behind him and makes his way into...

INT. KITCHENETTE - DAY
MS - CRAIG

He drops his backpack onto one of the chairs and sets down
the paper on the cluttered table.

LOW ANGLE - CRAIG

as he cpens the paper. Something catches his eye.

INSERT - ARTICLE

Small pictures of Maike, Samantha and a few other
teenagers lie beside the headline, “Young talent shines at
soloist competition.”

BACK TO SHOT

Craig looks a little sad. A KNOCK on the door grabs his
attention.

OVER THE SHOULDER - DOOR
Craig opens it to see Doug and Carson.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY
MS - DOUG, CRAIG AND CARSON

They sit on the curb sipping on slushees.

CRAIG
Am I hearing this right?

DOUG
Would we shit you?

CRAIG
I just never thought of you guys
as altruists.

CARSON .
Your depression’s contagious. We
had to do something.

DOUG

Thought of gettin’ you a copy of

(CONTINUED)
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APPENDIX
CHARACTER BIOGRAPHIES

Mark

Mark Hittner is a confused kid. His mother is
Japanese, his father is German and he’s lived his entire
fifteen years in the U.S. He sees himself as purely
American and easily passes as white, but he’s constantly
reminded of his Otherness — when he looks into his parents’
faces or listens to them speak, when he visits relatives
across vast oceans, when he hears his last name on a role
call, when he sees “Hiro,” his real first name, on official
documents. He wants nothing more than to shed his peculiar
ethnicity, and in hopes of doing so, he attaches himself to
the elements of pop culture that seem farthest from his
Japanese-Teutonic background.

This thirst for self-denial partially explains why Mark
has never really gotten along with his older sister, Maike.
She’s always been more comfortable with who she is, and it
doesn’t help that she’s also the talented one. Mark eschews
her interests, choosing gangsta rap and American sports over
her classical music and violin. The trouble is, he’s not
nearly as good at football or basketball as she is with the
bow. His jock friends never fail to remind Mark of his
athletic shortcomings, and his parents constantly encourage
him to devote more time to academics, like his sister. He’s
hit with feelings of inferiority from both sides, but he
doesn’t try to impress his parents like he does his friends.
He spends most of his spare time cultivating his jock image,
both by developing his modest athletic skills and by.
spending his allowance on overpriced sports merchandlsg.

Mark still comes up short of full acceptance by his
peers, however. Fortunately, he has found one thing that
helps him allay his gnawing feelings of worthlessness,
something he has learned from his friends. There are these
three guys that sit in the same part of the cafeteria every
day. They don’t play sports, they don’t have girlfriends,
they don’t even put any thought into what they wear. They
talk about weird stuff, like computer programming, and they
don’t talk to anyone outside of their miserable little

clique. They’re so pathetic, it’s funny. It feels good to
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approach them as a group and hurl clever insults worthy of
prime time TV. Mark has thought up some great lines
himself, and his friends have given him high fives for his
wit. He doesn’t feel bad about exercising his talent;
certainly the geeks don’t suffer any more than he does, but
that’s beside the point — any remorse on Mark’s part would
imply that the objects of his wit are human. The cafeteria
geeks are anything but human. Sure, Mark isn’t the most
popular kid in school, but at least he tries. He beats
himself to a pulp trying to be one of them; the idea that
someone else could not even care and still be in his league
is absolutely revolting. Most infuriating is the geeks’
feigned ignorance of the social hierarchies around themn.
They know they’re at the bottom, yet they pretend to be
either unaware of or indifferent to their pathetic reality.
Mark loathes those creatures with every fiber of his body.
It is this unalloyed hatred that enables Mark to define who
he is. By asserting his superiority over the geeks he can
become Mark the athlete, Mark the gangsta, Mark the
anything-but-a-miserable-little-half-Asian-Jap-Kraut-freak.

Doug

Doug lives in a very traditional family. His father
brings home the bacon (he has a middle management position
in a blue collar enterprise), and his mother is a housewife.
Doug is an only child, so there are no other siblings to
help absorb the brunt of his father’s verbal abuse. His
mother does her best to protect her son, but even her good
intentions have led to excess; she tries so compulsively to
shield Doug from all danger that she has inadvertently given
him a complex. Smothered in mother-love as he struggles
through puberty, Doug wants nothing more than to claim
independence from his parents. His desire for self-
determination extends into other areas of his life as well;
Doug insists that he is in control of all situat@ons, a
policy that frequently drives him to denial Of'hlS less-
than-ideal social standing. He refuses to admit, for
instance, that girls have no interest in him, or that the
school’s jock bullies aggravate him. There’s always a girl
at some other school (or on the Internet) who’s crazy about
him, and he gets even, not angry, with his tormentors.

Doug is no shining star at school, though he could be a
straight A student if he applied himself. He reserves his
real energy for his one passion — computers. Hls.mastery of
technical minutiae gives him an upper hand over his
computer—-illiterate parents, whom he can shut out for hou;s
at a time while he trades pirated software with cher gnllne
hackers. His proficiency in the digital realm gives hlm a
sense of power and control that he lacks elsewhere in his
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of his.apathy. He is basically waiting out his high school
years in the hope that college will be better. After all,
both his parents and his sister consider their teen years a
write-off and insist that their lives didn’t really start
until they reached their twenties.

All of his anxieties, his resignation and his contempt
for the present make Carson a very cynical individual. He
puts just enough effort into his easy-as-pie classes to
maintain his four point average, but no more. He abhors all
school-sponsored extra-curricular activities. He’s
attracted to numerous girls, but he sees them all as ditzes
and airheads. And he uses his caustic wit to ensure that
his friends don’t rise above his misery.

Carson’s insecurities certainly make him a tad
malicious at times. This bad temper doesn’t seriously
injure his friendship with Doug and Craig, however. Doug
lashes right back, and Craig is secure enough not to let
Carson’s comments seriously affect him.

Samantha

Despite the ring through her nose, the noisy color of
her hair, and the radical slogans sewn onto her backpack,
Samantha has a very deliberate and precise demeanor; up
until last week she might have been just another goody-goody
in search of a new identity. Of course, it’s not surprising
that she has identity issues considering that she’s best
friends with Maike Yoshida. Samantha, a white, taller-than-
average girl, feels ethnically boring in comparison to her
mixed-up companion. Her liberal upbringing by ex-hippie-
turned-yuppie parents has also left her with a hefty dose of
white guilt; she’s heard plenty about all the terrible
things that white people have done, but she doesn’t see her
parents doing anything about it. By adopting an outlandish
style and counter-cultural fashion trends, Samantha hopes to
distance herself from what she sees as the evil of White
America.

Samantha’s parents couldn’t be more supportive. They
understand perfectly the need of their eldest daughter to
explore her identity through dress and even got her a gift
certificate to the piercing shop for her birthday. Of
course, this unconditional acceptance spoils much of the fun
of teen rebellion. In the end, Samantha still feels the
same, and authority figures (ie parents, teachers,
administrators) adore her more than ever with her nose ring
and her punk hair.

If only guys would pay as much attention to Samantha’s
crazy style as her elders do. No one has ever asked her
out, and although Shelby, the school drug dealer, seems to
have a crush on her, she is not interested. She’s
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comfortable enough around the boys from her Unitarian youth
group, but they all seem too goofy to imagine in any kind of
romantlc context. Her one, bona fide crush is on her

neighbor, Craig Johnson. She hasn’t told anyone about this

infatuation, however, laregely out of shyness and fear of
being rejected.

Maike

To: Riotgrrl <newmans@hiwire.com>
From: Maike Yoshida <yoshim@hiwire.com>
Subject: Crazy night!

You’re not going to believe what I just went through.
Craig has got to be the weirdest guy on the face of this

planet. I can’t tell if he’s got some kind of chemical
imbalance or if he just chews on caffeine tablets all day.
Get this -- he shows up at my door like 20 mins. late, and

then he tries to get me to hurry so we can make the movie.
Of course, he couldn’t help but succumb to the curiosity
that gets them all. I’m sure he would have interrogated my
dad right there on the doorstep if he hadn’t been so antsy
to get going. He saved that for me over dinner. It’s
almost like a routine I’ve memorized by now: the guy asks me
where my parents are from, I tell him either Japan or
Germany, and just when he thinks he’s got it figured out, I
drop in the other one. Gets ‘em every time. I just get so
tired of it. I would kill just to hear some stupid question
like, “so when’d ya dye your hair green?” ;-)

Oh well. Believe it or not, it did get better than
that. The service was terrible and the food was vile, so
Craig gets this idea of just taking off. The only thing
weirder than him suggesting it was me actually doing it, as
if it were the most natural thing in the world. Can you
believe it? Me, the girl who’s never even kicked the
machine at school that gives you free Sprite. And the
strange thing is, I don’t even feel all that bad about it.
It’s like they had it coming, you know? It was liberating
to feel fed up and just let it out. None of the usual
growing frustration that sits there and eats at you, just a
simple reaction to a simple problem. I suppose 1t will come
around to me some day, but then maybe Craig and I were just
sending their lousy service karma back at them. Who gnows.

So getting away was another crazy adventure. This guy
from the restaurant saw us sneak out and threw an egg at the
back window as we drove away. Craig wanted to get out of
there as fast as he could to make sure the guy didn’t have
time to take down the license plate -- I hope he didn't.
catch it. But even after we were light years away, Craig
kept driving like the guy was right behind us. He had a
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better chancg of getting pulled over for reckless driving
;han of getting caught by that restaurant guy. He said he
]gst wanted Fo get to the movie on time, but he didn’t even
like the movie. You won’t believe this, but he hated it so
mugh,.he started throwing those little white fire-cracker
thlngles'at ;he screen. We wound up getting thrown out.
You can 1imagine my embarrassment, and that was after he
asked me if I had any Nazi relatives right in the middle of
the ticket 1line.

I don’t know what to make of Craig. Part of me just
can’t forget that his name rhymes with “plague.” For some
reason, I keep thinking of that story you told me about him
chasing you with the garden hose when you were kids. I
guess he’s just an overgrown, immature brat. He doesn’t
seem to care much for school, even if he does seem pretty
sharp in other things. Sooner or later he’ll probably wind
up in some sort of serious trouble. He’s rude, impulsive,
inconsiderate and just plain nosy, but somehow he doesn’t
guite come off as being annoying. It’s really bizarre how
he just doesn’t care what people think of him, even kind of
refreshing in a weird sort of way. But don’t worry or
anything; I doubt anything could ever happen between me and
him.

Maybe this odd affinity for him comes from growing up
in such an unusual environment. I know you’ve heard it a
million times, but just this feeling of not knowing what'’s
expected of me drives me nuts. Like my dad might want one
thing, my mom another, and everyone else wants something
else. I think that’s why I just play it safe most of the
time. I don’t think I’m an inherently boring person; I Jjust
need to act that way to keep a handle on things, you kngw?
I just wish I could be more spontaneous or casual sometimes.
It’s like I have to keep this guard up with most people, gnd
that makes everyone think I’m a priss or something. I think
you and Craig might be some of the only people at schgol who
I don’t have to be careful around -- you because you just
know me, and Craig because, well, how can you be serious
around a guy like that? _ '

I don’t know. I guess it’s getting late. You doing
anything tomorrow? Maybe we gould share some symphony
gossip over cookies or something. Looks like 5 11 have Fo
go —-- Nick’s teasing me about my “}ove letter. $omeone s
going to find his action figures with superglue-simulated
arthritis ;-)

Heart,

Maike
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Journal #23

Just got back from my first real date. I think I
completely blew it. I was so goddamn nervous -- the only
thing I could do to keep from losing it was to keep moving.
Got it off to a bad start. I was trying to get some Java
code to work right and completely lost track of time.
Needless to say, Maike was not amused. She must think I'm a
freak, which is probably somewhat true. Might have won her
over a bit pulling the dine-n-dash, but I erased any gains
with intrusive questions about her past. I hate it when
Doug & Carson do that to me. Why do I feel so compelled to
ask annoying questions myself? Maybe it keeps people too
busy to ask about me-?

Note to self: got to resist the temptation to drive
like a maniac (normally) w/Maike in the car. Definitely put
her off w/Dukes of Hazard routine. Unfortunately, I get the
feeling like all this is moot. Chances of 2nd date are like
an asymptote approaching the x-axis -- virtually zero. And
now Mom thinks I’‘ve got a girlfriend. She was so excited,
you’d think she was the one that had been on the date. I
knew something like that would happen. Maybe it explains
why I’ve taken so long to try in the first place. I don’t
see why she can’t just ignore some aspects of my life -- I'm
tired of her 2-parents-in-one excuse. It would be easier
sometimes to have 2 that just didn’t care.

Maike’s dad seemed pretty cool. Nice house they live
in, or what I could see of it, anyway. Even with their
background, they seem so normal. Abnormally normal. Like a
Leave it to Beaver American dream with different
nationalities. No real Americans are like that anymore. 2
parents, 2 kids, 2 cars, etc. What a weird way to live.

I guess Carson & Doug will want to know all the details
Monday. Can’t believe they asked me to put a tape recorder
in the glove box. Cost allowing, they probakly would have
put one of those thumbnail sized cameras in the back seat.
How did I wind up with friends like that? I wonder how much
my connection with them has retarded my personal growth.

But then who else would I hang out with? Chad Stockhammer'
and that crowd? One thing that C & D have going for them_ls
honesty -- they have no pretenses about who they are, upllke
99.9% of the school. Guess I just wish they had something
to be pretentious about. Then maybe they wouldn’t stick to
me like leeches. I like them and all, but the amount of
time I spend with them is what most people would reserve for
a s se.

pogut back to the real reason I started this entry --
it’s like I’ve almost been afraid to get to the point --
Maike. It took me so long to muster the guts to ask her
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out, and where has it gotten me? But it’s all my own fault.
I'm not even sure what it is about her, exactly. Maybe it’s
something about her cautious smile -- like she thinks she
shouldn’t be smiling in the first place -- that makes her so
beautiful. I can see it cracking at the corners of her
mouth and just dying to break free across her face, but she
just won’t let it. There were only a couple times tonight
when it actually managed to escape, but what moments those
were! And her face -- I don’t think I’ve ever seen a face
quite like that, so different and so ordinary at the same
time. She’s got this quality to her, like a familiar
product in an exotic package. She doesn’t even realize how
gorgeous she 1is, like she’s afraid to admit it. I wish I
could take her and show her that everything’s 0.K., that she
can just relax and enjoy the gift that she has. 1If only I
hadn’t totally freaked her out tonight. I could have gotten
to know her better, maybe even started something. Maybe in
some parallel universe we’re chatting over coffee right now,
forging little bonds of friendship that could grow into
something big. But I’'ve completely fucked up, and that
option has expired.

Maybe some late night TV will cheer me up. Even if
it’s not funny (imagine that!), it might get my mind off of
this hopeless crush. Till next time..

Craig






