
Buddha Smiles
MINDFULNESS ISN’T ALL IT’S CRACKED UP TO BE



INT. SMALL APARTMENT - DAY

LORI and RICHARD, a pair of healthy 20-somethings, sit on 
pillows facing each other, eyes closed in meditation.

Lori looks like a mature geek girl. Richard looks like he 
might teach yoga full time.

Behind them, two tall windows. A breeze stirs the curtains. 
SOUNDS of the city drift into the room.

A shelf has been anchored below the windows, holding a gong, 
incense sticks, bonsai, and a small BUDDHA statue.

Lori peaks at Richard. He's deep in meditation. The breeze 
stirs his short hair.

Lori carefully reaches into her pocket, slips out her 
smartphone. Throws a quick glance at Richard.

She silently turns the phone on. Touches a few icons. 

Glancing up again, her eye catches on the smiling Buddha 
statue. He seems to be watching her.

Lori gives Buddha a dirty look, then lowers her eyes to the 
phone, fingers moving fluidly --

RICHARD
Lori?

Busted! Lori lays the phone face-down on the floor.

LORI
I'm trying, Richard. I really am. 
Everyday. Twice a day. Sometimes 
three. But...

Richard waits, his calm almost taunting her.

LORI
For you, spirituality means unplugging 
from everything. For me, it means 
plugging into everything. When you 
really think about it, we're just 
taking different spokes to the center 
of the same wheel.

RICHARD
You tweet and text and post -- all the 
time. You can't just be anymore, not 
even with yourself, let alone me.



LORI
I'm with you now.

RICHARD
Are you? If we continued our 
relationship online, I think you'd be 
just as happy. Maybe happier.

Lori is about to respond, ready to continue an old argument --

RICHARD
I'm sorry. You're right. You have to 
walk your own path. If online-all-the-
time is your way, it's on me to 
respect that.

He gives her a genuine smile, then closes his eyes. Lori 
watches as he settles back into his meditation.

LORI
You're good. If you can meditate after 
that, you're Buddha. You're --

Lori stops as a tear slips out from Richard's closed eyes. 

For the first time, Lori breaks. It's as if someone just 
cracked open her chest and punched her in the heart.

She starts to say something -- but what? Reaches out to 
Richard -- but just can’t.

Not knowing what else to do, Lori settles back on the pillow, 
takes a few deep breaths, closes her eyes.

But... nothing. She opens her eyes. Nothing! 

She looks down, frustrated. The Buddha statue smiles at her.

Lori rolls her neck, loosens her shoulders, bobs up and down 
like a boxer preparing for a fight.

She closes her eyes again. Breathes... Breathes...

Her eyes pop open. Nothing!

Buddha smiles at her.

Lori grabs the little Buddha statue and squeezes it. All her 
frustration pours into her fists, tightening --

RICHARD
Lori!
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Lori is so startled, her arms fly apart, left hand cracking 
hard into the metal gong.

The gong ECHOES harmoniously as Lori YELLS in pain.

INT. SMALL APARTMENT - DAY

Lori sits alone on a meditation pillow. Her left wrist and 
hand lie in her lap, wrapped in a plaster cast. 

She tries again. Lets out a long breath, closes her eyes... 
but she lasts only a few seconds. She opens her eyes.

Buddha smiles at her from the shelf.

Lori grabs the little statue, winds back, about to hurl Buddha 
out the window -- but just manages to restrain herself. She 
reluctantly puts Buddha back on the shelf. 

Lori leans in, pleading with the smiling statue.

LORI
What am I supposed to see? I hear my 
own thoughts. What good is that?

She glances over at her nearby desk: computer, multiple 
monitors, laptop, smartphone, eReader, pocket camera, iPad.

Lori gazes longingly at all her devices.

With an effort, she looks away, shakes it off, takes a deep 
breath... and closes her eyes. 

She seems to be settling in -- then suddenly leaps up, runs to 
the desk and triumphantly snatches the smartphone.

She kneels and shoves the phone in Buddha's face.

LORI
See this? This is my practice! My 
connection to the world mind! I talk 
to my spirit guides right here! I have 
a meditation app, a prayer journal --

She stops, staring at the phone.

LORI
Damn it. No signal.

She moves the phone around, searching for a signal, then holds 
the phone out the window with her right hand. Her left hand, 
in the cast, rests on the top of the open frame.
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The weight causes the frame to fall like a guillotine --  
SLAM! -- cracking down on Lori's right forearm.

Lori drops the phone and HOWLS. 

INT. SMALL APARTMENT - DAY

Lori sits on the meditation pillow. Her left wrist and hand, 
and now her right forearm and hand, are both in plaster casts.

She stares into space, numb. Glancing down, she sees the ever-
present Buddha, smiling up at her.

LORI
What am I supposed to see? I close my 
eyes and what? Images pop pop pop, 
words blah blah blah! What I ate for 
breakfast. Something I said to my dad 
when I was seventeen. Cute guy who 
foamed my frappuccino. Deadlines and 
bills and TV shows and laundry and 
food and -- it's all a jumble! It's 
all hashed browns up here! Is that all 
you got, hashed browns?!

Buddha smiles.

LORI
Bet you got beat up a lot as a kid.

With nothing else to do, she shrugs in defeat. 

LORI
Fine.

She settles, lets out a long breath, rolls her shoulders, 
closes her eyes. 

Her face starts to relax. Her breathing grows more balanced. 

On her desk, the big computer BEEPS with incoming emails. The 
laptop CHIMES with incoming tweets. The smartphone, screen 
cracked, VIBRATES with incoming text messages.

Lori tries to ignore it. The BEEPS, CHIMES and BUZZES become 
an odd symphony, picking up a rhythm.

Lori's face tightens. The rhythm picks up speed. Lori tries to 
resist, but like an addict, she feels the pull.

The rhythm reaches a digital crescendo, BEEPS, CHIMES and 
BUZZES all hitting at once --
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Lori leaps to her feet and runs for the desk. 

Her arms, both in heavy casts, throw her off balance. She 
trips over an extension cord and flies through the air.

Unable to catch herself, she lands hard at the foot of the 
desk, the wind knocked out of her body.

She rolls over, fumbling for support with her half-fingers 
sticking out of the cast.

Still dazed, she grabs a thick monitor cable and pulls herself 
up. Her weight draws the big flat-screen monitor to the edge 
of the desk -- directly over her left leg.

Lori looks up in time to see the monitor tip off the desk. 

Her eyes widen.

On the sound of a CRASH and SCREAM, we CUT TO:

INT. SMALL APARTMENT - DAY

Lori sits in a wheelchair. 

Her left wrist and hand, right forearm and hand, and now her 
left leg from her knee to her foot -- all in plaster casts.

She stares into space, then lowers her eyes.

Buddha smiles up at her.

LORI
I'm not talking to you.

Lori looks away. 

Relenting, she turns back to Buddha.

LORI
Maybe. Maybe I need a little 
mindfulness. A bit of self-reflection. 
But this? Not fair. Not fair. You 
lived in a simpler time. If you were 
born today, would you be you? Come on. 
And what about Richard? I love him. He 
loves me. You know how that feels? 
Ever been in love? You're all about 
Nirvana, no attachments, woo woo. But 
come on. Without love, isn't Nirvana 
just narcissism in a robe? 

Buddha smiles at her.
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LORI
Enlightened asshole. 

Lori shakes her head, at a complete loss. 

LORI
Fine. 

Surrendering with a frustrated sigh, she settles into the 
wheelchair, closes her eyes, tries again.

She sits in complete stillness for a few seconds. Breath 
slowing. Face relaxing --

Until her stomach RUMBLES. She tries to ignore it. Her stomach 
GROWLS louder.

Aggravated, Lori gives up and opens her eyes. She awkwardly 
wheels herself over to the computer desk. 

Leaning forward, she grabs the smartphone between her hands. 
She manages to turn it on -- then fumbles it to the floor.

Cursing under breath, Lori wheels back, raises her good leg, 
and fumbles for a stylus on the desk. 

Finally, she picks it up between her toes.

She hovers her foot over the phone on the floor. She taps the 
rubber end of the stylus to the screen.

She taps a folder named YUM. The folder opens, revealing 
several food apps. She taps a PIZZA ICON. The app launches.

Lori squints, trying to see the faraway phone.

She taps on REORDER. Taps on PLACE ORDER.

After a moment, a message appears on the phone:

ORDER RECEIVED. Estimated time of 
delivery: 35 minutes.

Lori leans back and closes her eyes. She's so pleased with 
herself she doesn't notice the wheelchair rolling slowly away 
from the desk.

LORI
Let's see Buddha do that --

Suddenly, her wheelchair falls backwards down the stairwell.

Loud CRASHING, THUMPING, SHOUTING --
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Lori opens her eyes.

She lies in a hospital bed. Both her arms and legs are now in 
casts -- her right leg suspended in traction. 

Richard sleeps in a chair by the bed: slept-in clothes, 
unshaven face. He's been here all night. Lori gazes at him.

Her eyes pull focus to the bedside table: sympathy cards, 
flowers -- and the little Buddha statue.

Lori stares at Buddha.

Buddha smiles right back.

Lori's stare softens. A small smile appears on her face.

LORI
OK.

Buddha smiles.

Lori closes her eyes. Breathes deep.

LORI
OK.

As her breathing grows deeper, all the tension, frustration 
and fear melt away, leaving her face bright with joy.

She laughs softly. 

Richard wakes at the sound. 

He leans closer, surprised by her expression of quiet joy on 
Lori’s face. Puzzled, he leans even closer.

Lori opens her eyes. They gaze into each other. 

LORI
I think I'm getting the hang of this.

Richard laughs. Tears well up in his eyes.

Lori glances to the bedside table... and sees only cards and 
flowers. There is no Buddha. 

Lori stares at the space, then smiles.

RICHARD
You OK? 
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LORI
I'm fine.

They gaze at each other. Richard leans in. Their lips hover so 
close. Breathing each other's air. 

As their lips touch, we FADE OUT.

- THE END -
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