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“Beijing, California” is a 6 part mini-series for the stage that chronicles China’s invasion of the U.S. beginning in 2050.  This excerpt takes place 3 years into the incursion, and shows how Americans have had to adapt to living in third world conditions under another country’s rule.  

Elaine is a 3rd generation Chinese-American who speaks reasonably good Mandarin and so has been able to get a better job than most.  Still, she is impoverished, subject to searches, and relegated to living in the worst part of San Francisco.  She recently witnessed an accident and in this section of the play, she has interested a Chinese journalist, Li Dazhao, in publishing the truth about the occurrence. The scene is conducted in Mandarin.
(LI DAZHAO’S suite at the Four Seasons Hotel.)






LI DAZHAO 

What do you want to do now?






ELAINE

You never told me that you would do the story.  You started it—






LI DAZHAO

We have to do it, we’re just waiting for the next installment.  I can’t not publish the story.






ELAINE

But what matters is how you write it.






LI DAZHAO

Of course it matters, it’ll be the truth.






ELAINE

But it’s 4 days.

LI DAZHAO

Elaine.






ELAINE 

What?






LI DAZHAO

The events . . . 






ELAINE

Don’t tell me how it’s so hard to write.





LI DAZHAO

The events will boil over.  I checked your story out.  It’s iron-clad.  The boy was an artist, his grandmother died, and he was not all – up there.  There’s no way he was a terrorist.  The story may have a more explosive impact if we see where thing go for a while, and then we break our story.  I am not a fan of General Niu.






ELAINE

And.






LI DAZHAO

It’ll be published tomorrow.






ELAINE

Thank you.  I ​do trust you.  



(pause)

You have nice fingers.






LI DAZHAO

I’m glad you like them.






ELAINE

Where did you get your fingers from?







LI DAZHAO

My mother.






ELAINE

She must be beautiful.






LI DAZHAO

She’s nice.






ELAINE

Where is she?






LI DAZHAO

China.  Let’s stop talking about her.  There are so many better things we can do with our time.  

(They interlace their fingers.)





ELAINE

They write great stories.  The truth people want to hear.  You have powerful fingers.






LI DAZHAO

I can show you other things they can do.





ELAINE

My mom never goes to bed until I come home.  That’s why I can’t stay.  She’s American – what can I say.






LI DAZHAO

Call her.






ELAINE

We don’t have a phone.






LI DAZHAO

I’ll get her a phone, but just stay over this once.





ELAINE

My pass has expired. 






LI DAZHAO

You know.  For a while let’s forget about the pass.






ELAINE

I can’t.






LI DAZHAO

Why not?  No one’s going to come in and arrest you.  We’re a couple, aren’t we?  Just a couple.  A man and a woman.






ELAINE

Maybe four years ago it could have been.  But now there are men with guns in the streets.






LI DAZHAO

Take it easy.  Come lie down. 






ELAINE

I don’t know whether I love you, but I like you a lot. 






LI DAZHAO

Well,






ELAINE (getting anxious)

And I might say I love you at any moment.  So don’t make me just leave, I almost love you.






LI DAZHAO

They why haven’t we—






ELAINE

Wait.






LI DAZHAO

No. 






ELAINE

Do you have your pen?  






LI DAZHAO

Calm down for a fucking minute.  I’m trying to talk to you and all you’re doing is talking about this fucking pass.






ELAINE

I’m sorry.  I know it’s pathetic, but poor me.  But I’ve  got to have this. (crying) You never had this.  Nothing like this.  Wherever I go they check.  And I need this.



(LI DAZHAO tears up the pass.)






LI DAZHAO

Just shut up for a second.






ELAINE 

No no, no what are you doing?






LI DAZHAO

I have a pad of them, I can give you – they’re like nothing.






ELAINE 

What are you doing?  Calm down.  What are you doing?






LI DAZHAO 

I am trying to talk to you  and you’re not listening to me.






ELAINE 

Okay, I’m listening.






LI DAZHAO

I have come here and I’ve been trying to help you out.  Trying to break this story for you because I care.  You saw how Zhu De treated you.  He didn’t care.  No.






ELAINE (calm) 

Right now if you really care, please let me go, and give me a pass.






LI DAZHAO

I don’t see why you’re being so difficult.  I thought this was how you American girls were.






ELAINE

What are you talking about?






LI DAZHAO

What?







ELAINE

You being Chinese and me being American, what’s that got to do with it?






LI DAZHAO

I don’t know why you’re being so fucking difficult.  I’m trying to be the nice guy here and you’re just throwing everything back in my face.

(ELAINE throws the torn up pieces of the pass at LI DAZHAO.)






ELAINE

What are you doing?







LI DAZHAO

Don’t fucking throw that at me.  This is my fucking hotel, why don’t you get the hell out?  I already have your facts.






ELAINE

Where’s the other half?






LI DAZHAO

Yeah, tape it back, and get the hell out.  And “poor me” that sounds so stupid in Chinese.  Like a cartoon.  

(BLACKOUT)

