Logline
Na-ri is a first-generation British-Korean immigrant caught between Eastern and

Western values facing intergenerational pressure over the course of her future.

Synopsis
Na-ri has plans for the future but finds herself caught in the middle of the

expectations of others — most notably her family matriarch, Halmeoni. Aware of her
family's sacrifices to provide her with an education and opportunities, she must
decide: live for others or herself? Which can she live with?
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| NT. TRADI TI ONAL KOREAN RESTAURANT - DAY

Qutside the window it is a bleak autumm day as peopl e pass by
clothed in multiple layers. NA-Rl (18, fresh-faced with an

et hereal beauty, but headstrong and pensive) perches on a
cushion on the floor across froman elderly woman, as she
averts her eyes.

The el derly woman gl ances up. Between themis a |ow table
wi th banchan (small side dishes), bows of cooked rice and a
bubbl i ng dol sot (stone pot) of Kkinthi-jjigae (kinthi stew).

This is HALMEONI (Na-ri's grandnother, md 70s, a weathered
face set with shrewd eyes). She stops stirring the stew and
sets down her chopsti cks.

HAL MEONI
Sohn-nya (Korean for 'granddaughter'),
you haven't touched your food.

Na-ri | ooks back at Hal meoni (Korean for 'grandnother'). A
pal pabl e tensi on hangs between them as Na-ri keeps her arns
fol ded across her chest.

NA- RI
"' mnot hungry, Hal neoni.

HAL VEONI
You need your strength to get into a
good university program

Na-ri unfolds her arnms, and picks at her food half-heartedly.

HAL MEONI
Sonet hi ng honourabl e, |ike
engi neering, law, or nedicine. They
provi de wel | .

Na-ri pauses nonentarily, chopsticks held md-air. She shakes
her head slightly, taking a small nouthful of rice. Hal meon
eats heartily.

HAL MVEONI
You'd do that to nake your parents’
sacrifice worth it, wouldn't you?

Na-ri's chopsticks clatter onto the table. Her eyes dart up,
and |l ock with Hal meoni's.

NA- Rl
Did you ever think to ask what | want?



Hal meoni | ooks at her blankly, then scoffs.

HAL VEONI
It doesn't matter what you want. The
world is unkind - it will chew you up

and spit you out.

NA- Rl
s that what it did to you?

A |l ook of renorse crosses Hal neoni's face.

HALMVEONI
| didn't get the chance. It was
decided for ne - ny job was to stay
hone and | ook after others.

Na-ri stares at Hal neoni, perplexed by her candour.

HAL MEONI
| want nore for you. For you to nake
somet hi ng of yourself.

NA- R
| can't live nmy life according to
soneone el se's plan for ne.

Na-ri fidgets, and eats sone of the stew. There is a |ong
si |l ence.

Hal meoni continues to eat, and before taking anot her nout hful
says-

HAL VEONI
| guess ny plan worked. You have a
backbone after all. The world won't

Spit you out.

Na-ri's mouth is agape as Hal neoni | ooks up, a snmall smle
etched into her lined face. Hal meoni's otherw se dull eyes
catching the |ight.

HAL VEONI
Eat up now, sohn-nya. The food is
goi ng col d.

Na-ri doesn't say anything. She | ooks around the busy
restaurant, at Hal neoni, then down at her food with a smle
of her own.



