
I watched The Farewell 
on a cool night one year ago. 

Don’t you wish 
you could go back?

Don’t be a bull endlessly ramming its 
horns into the corner of the room.the good 

chinese 
death



it was A new plague 
of the nervous system. 

It came in 
fevers, seizures, 

a stiff neck.

Heat,
 

lethargy, 

you were
either 
killed

or crippled.

organ
failure.

It destroyed 
the spine from 

the top down, 

occluding the 
brain with fluid 

and lulling it into 
a coma. 

They hypothesized the Virus was 
bioterror from abroad.  

Others claimed it was 
a big pharma experiment.

In any case, 
things fell apart.

Faster than 
anyone foresaw.



And where 
my parents’ 
house still 

stood.

 
a stronghold of 
Asian immigrant 

affluence 
under New York’s 

shadow.

I had caught the last flight 
to northern New Jersey:

Fractured across shuttered state borders, 

I was 24 and had 
a year of a medical 

residency 
under my belt. 

All my plans 
and all my friends. 

But it doesn’t matter that I never 
got my license or swore my oath. 

We formed communes quickly 
and at times with disturbing violence. 

Tracy, good morning.
2 patients urgently 

need to see you.

Brief Me 
Through it.

People had to choose 
if they wanted to die from

fighting each other 
or from the virus.

In both 
circumstances, 
they need me.

cut power lines,
and toppled cell towers. 



one year ago

Hey, mom. Have you 
seen this movie, 
The Farewell?

Your father showed 
it to me two weeks ago. 

Old news, dear.

Yea. What 
did you 
think?

Nothing 
special, 

dear. Have 
you been 

eating
well? 

Yea. 

What did
you think

of the
ending?

It was normal. 
I don’t know why 

they made a whole 
movie out of it.

Because...
it was 

boring? Dear, it’s 
just normal
 procedure 

in China. 
Everyone 
does this.



I know. You hid 
Grandpa’s cancer from him. 

And you didn’t tell me 
until I was 21. 

you 
sound
angry,
dear.

I just got into 
med school but Even then 

I knew the rules about this. 
Like how it’s illegal to 
lie to a patient about 

their diagnosis. 

They do it 
differently in China. 
You were not close 

to him either,

you rarely 
called.

Doesn’t mean it’s 
not wrong. How 

do you trust a doc 
who deceives 

dying old people?

At the very 
end, Grandpa 
knew, and he 
was grateful.

Dear, did 
you pay 

attention 
to the movie 

at all?

I hated 
this movie, 
honestly.

Did the 
grandma 

seriously have 
to live? 

You wanted 
her to die?

They should 
have kept 
the ending 

vague.
Since she didn’t 

die it was obvious 
they were arguing that 

this Chinese method...
of like...hiding shit 

to avoid a self-fulfilling 
prophecy worked! Why do 

you call 
when you’re 

mad?

You’re supposed to 
tell people what you 
want before you die. 
They have forms for 
this and everything. 

Like Mom, do you 
want to be put under 

a ventilator if you 
stop breathing?

Or which stage 
of chemo is the 
last one? You 

choose when to 
pull the plug. 

But you didn’t let 
Grandpa choose.

TRACY 
LIU!

How dare 
you bring 
up such 

gruesome 
things 
to me. 

It’s not 
gruesome, it’s 

medicine.
and it’s 
the law.



His spinal 
chord is 
deterio-
rating.

I’d say he 
won’t be 
able to 

walk within
a week.

No 
fever… 

no 
seizure…

Just 
fatigue, 

you 
said?

 He came in a week ago 
asking for Ibuprofen 

for a headache. He’s been 
lying here since. 

He’s 
waking 

up.

run the 
questions.

Sir? How 
are you 
feeling?

You––

Can you 
tell me 

what date 
it is?

Do you 
know 
where 

you are?

Can you 
tell me 

your 
name?

He’s not 
oriented.

Does this 
mean––

he’s 
gone.the worst fucking news.

   it must be a new strain.

present day



Does 
anyone 

else know 
about this 
patient?

no. he’s been kept 
separately.

this is 
new; it’s 

back-
wards.

what is 
this, dr. 
singh?

Most likely 
a mutation. We must try to 

treat it with the 
normal reserves 

of antivirals.

But keep 
this down.

what?

It’ll be 
chaos if 

this gets 
out.

We’re low 
on reserves 

as it is.

You 
can’t be 
serious.

Paul, this 
isn’t the 
New York 
Presby-
tarian.

We do 
things 
differ-
ently.

If you want the 
militia to abandon the 
commune because we 
have an out-of-con-

trol mutation,

then you can 
tell everybody.



Tracy! Our 
doctor!

Please don’t 
come near me 

yet, Auntie. I need to 
wash up.

Tracy.

We saved 
you a 
plate. 

Tracy. 
How is 

the 
infirma-

ry?

tracy!

We 
saved 
you a 
plate.

Tracy, how 
is my son?

i hope he’s 
helpful!

it’s 
going 
well.

thanks 
for the 
plate.

it’s late. 
Chenqi! zhangqi! 

Gaofei! Go 
to bed.

let tracy
take her
shower.



Potluck 
every 
day. 

You 
would 

think it’s 
thanks-
givng.

I should 
stay 

somewhere 
close to the 

infirmary.

I don’t 
want to 

get all the 
aunties sick 
now that 
they’ve 

moved in...

No...
your 

father 
wants 
you 

here.

...Plenty of empty 
apartments 

around town…
and i’d still visit...

are 
you 

okay?

I am 
tired...

It’s 
just a 

headache.

I’ll finish the rest 
of the dishes. Go 
upstairs to bed.

what 
are you 
doing?

this 
head-
ache...



My mom is sick with 
the new strain and I 
know it in my bones.

I’ve become a good liar.

mom, here’s 
your tea.

is this enough?

is any of it 
enough?



When there’s a 
shortage, and 

there will 
definitely be…

what 
do we 
do?

You know, it’s strange
to be treating 

hundreds––thousands––
in hallways that my 
daughter painted.

ajooni went 
to this 

school?

she was 
in her 
senior 
year 

when she 
died.

Perhaps we should 
be saving the most 
life-years, instead 

of lives. 

Any 
parent 
would 
give up 

treatment, 
for their 
children 
to have a 
chance.



If this was any other situation, 
if I was outside this relationship

I would get an ethics consultant to mediate 
or persuade the family to tell the patient the truth.

But I am family, doctor, 
and consultant now. 
What is the truth?

I see your neurodegeneration but

I don’t want you to know you are 
slipping away



What do you tell her? 

When you know the only 
answer?


