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FADE IN:

EXT. TEMPLE STEPS - DAY

The wind screams through a thick flurry of snow, changing 
patterns on the cold stone steps and beating against the 
heavy wooden door leading into the temple. 

The conditions here are harsh, but there is a serene beauty 
in its loud ferocity. We look out into the cold waste that 
lies beyond the steps for a beat. This place is an island.

A hand abruptly grasps onto the top step. It tightens its 
grip, then with much effort, JONATHAN (35) drags himself 
slowly, painfully to the top platform. A crust of ice covers 
entire body - from his grown out mustache and scraggly beard 
to the thick, brightly colored climbing gear he wears. 

The doors to the temple open, casting a warm glow on his 
face. He squints has he looks up, instantly relieved as he 
sees a BLURRY FIGURE in the doorway. Before it reaches him, 
the man passes out. 

INT. TEMPLE QUARTERS - DAY

It is dead quiet, aside from the crackle of fire emanating 
from a cutout in the wall. Jonathan lays nearby, breathing 
softly in sleep. He has been stripped down and adorned in a 
rusty orange robe. Color has flushed into his cheeks. 

On a stool on the opposite side of the fireplace, a Tibetan 
WISEMAN (90s) sits, cross-legged, smoking a long pipe. He 
regards his guest silently, blowing winding curls of smoke in 
the fire's glow.

Jonathan's eyes fly open, and he sits up, coughing. 

WISEMAN
It would be best if you started 
slow, my friend. You've been kissed 
by the cold. And she is a harsh 
mistress. 

Jonathan nods, and seeing a teapot and cup sitting next to 
him, pours and drinks it timidly, regaining his strength. He 
looks around as he places the cup back down. 

JONATHAN
I made it. I really did it. 

The wiseman cracks a smile. 
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WISEMAN
You did, my friend. You've 
suffered, through harsh winters and 
a steep climb. Some might say you 
are among the bravest of men. 

Jonathan cracks his own shy smile at this. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
Some might say among the witless. 

The climber's brow furrows at this possibility. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
But it matters not what the likes 
of men think here, on the mountain. 
What do you seek, my friend? That 
you have come so far? 

JONATHAN
I suppose I seek what every man 
wants, right? Happiness. I want the 
secret to happiness. 

Little bits of firelight glint from the old man's teeth and 
eyes as his smile widens. 

WISEMAN
Ahhh. Yes of course. Happiness. We 
will begin tomorrow. For now, rest. 
You will need it. 

JONATHAN
Thank you, um... What should I call 
you, while I'm here, sir? 

The wiseman stands and gives him a slight bow. 

WISEMAN
Here, we have no names. These are 
meaningless attachments that only 
get in the way of becoming who we 
are. Sleep, my friend. 

Jonathan smiles up at the man, then lays back down. The 
wiseman begins to walk out the door. 

JONATHAN
But- it's going to make it a whole 
lot easier to talk to you, right? 
Maybe I could just say 'teacher' or 
'sensai?' 
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WISEMAN
(under his breath)

I'm not Japanese... 
(to Jonathan)

My friend, the path to happiness 
begins with releasing these 
attachments. 

JONATHAN
(laughing embarrassed)

Right, of course. 

Jonathan gives a small bow sitting up in the bed, with prayer 
hands. The wiseman is a bit confused, but patient. 

WISEMAN
Goodnight. 

The wiseman goes to walk out, then remembers something. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
Oh, and you'll feel compelled to 
pull your cot closer to the fire as 
the chill creeps in. It is best to 
leave it be, or you may catch 
illness. Ancient Tibetan secret. 

With a wink, the man finally walks out. Jonathan settles in. 

INT. TEMPLE HALL - DAY

The two men sit facing each other, cross-legged, on straw 
mats upon the floor. Their eyes are closed lightly. The 
wiseman hums rhythmically. Jonathan attempts to imitate him. 

WISEMAN
The purpose is to be as one, as we 
all are in the universe. Anticipate 
how my voice plays. Reach out to me 
with your being. 

Jonathan nods solemnly, and the wiseman begins humming again. 
The climber struggles to follow along. Until he connects with 
something higher than himself. Jonathan's humming gets 
louder. Then it's less rhythmic, and somehow familiar... 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
Is that... Britney Spears? 

The climber's eyes shoot open. 
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JONATHAN
Of course not. I was just 
anticipating-

WISEMAN
(tentatively)

Let's begin again...

INT. TEMPLE HALL - LATER

A small table sits between the two men, cross-legged on straw 
mats. On it, a sparse vase with a single flower poking out. 

WISEMAN
But what do you see? 

JONATHAN
A flower. It's beautiful. 

WISEMAN
A flower is neither ugly nor 
beautiful. It is merely a flower. 
It does not consider whether men 
like you admire it. It only exists. 

Jonathan looks at the flower carefully. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
When we learn to be like the humble 
flower, we can-

JONATHAN
Yeah, but you admit it's much 
easier to 'not consider' the 
opinions of men when you look like 
a flower, right? 

WISEMAN
Our appearance on the outside 
determines nothing of our existence 
if we release judgement. 

Jonathan considers this and nods in understanding. The 
wiseman is pleased, and closes his eyes. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
Now we will meditate-

JONATHAN
I don't know, though. I'm just 
saying if I looked like Brad 
Pitt... 



5.

WISEMAN
Let go, my friend. Breathe... 

Jonathan quiets. The wiseman takes his leave of the room. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
(under his breath)

When Brad Pitt came here, he did 
catch on easier...

INT. TEMPLE HALL - LATER

Jonathan sits on a mat next to the empty low table. His eyes 
are closed in meditation. The wiseman enters, with a small 
porcelain dish cradled in his hands. 

The wiseman sits the dish on the table. Jonathan inhales 
deeply, a smile curling at his lips. He opens his eyes. A 
spoon pokes out of the stewed rice pudding. 

JONATHAN
Mmm. That smells delicious... 

The wiseman smiles faintly. He turns, and begins pacing the 
room as he speaks. 

WISEMAN
The khir represents your worldly 
possessions and the impulses we 
feel toward them. 

(beat)
If we are to find happiness, we 
must resist craving-

As the wiseman turns back to his guest to continue the 
lecture, he is halted. Jonathan is already halfway through 
the bowl of rice. He stops mid-bite. 

JONATHAN
Sorry, Rick. 

The wiseman looks at the man in complete confusion. 

JONATHAN (CONT’D)
(defensively)

You look like a Rick. 

The wiseman grimaces. 
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MONTAGE - VARIOUS TEMPLE LOCATIONS

A) INT. TEMPLE HALL - DAY - The wiseman attempts to teach 
Jonathan balance with a one-legged standing pose, but he 
consistently keeps talking and can't stay upright. 

B) EXT. TEMPLE STEPS - DAY - The wiseman points out how the 
snow dances on the steps, without care or cause. Out of 
nowhere, a snowball flies and hits him. Jonathan giggles 
sheepishly. 

C) INT. TEMPLE QUARTERS - NIGHT - The wiseman lays sleeping 
on a sparse cot, away from the fire. A loud screech wakes him 
up. In his own room, Jonathan is dragging his cot closer to 
the fire. The wiseman shakes his head and goes back to sleep.

D) INT. TEMPLE KITCHEN - DAY - The two men sit eating plain 
rice for breakfast. Jonathan is shivering, sniffles. The 
wiseman looks at him disapprovingly. 

E) INT TEMPLE HALL - DAY - Jonathan rakes a rock garden in 
the corner of the room. The long strokes feel soothing. The 
wiseman walks up and finds that he's created a design in the 
likeness of a phallus between two rocks... the climber 
stifles a laugh, and coughs instead. 

INT. TEMPLE HALL - DAY

The two men sit again cross-legged on mats, with the short 
table between them. On it, a small dish with a pile of white 
dusty powder. 

JONATHAN
Drugs.

WISEMAN
We need to allow you to open you 
mind, my friend. 

Jonathan considers it, then shrugs. He picks up a small spoon 
laying next to the pile, and scoops the tiniest amount. He 
looks to the wiseman, who nods to add more to the spoon. The 
climber cautiously adds more. 

Out of nowhere, Jonathan lets out a large sneeze, blowing 
both the dust from the spoon and all of the powder. The 
wiseman is now covered in a thin layer of dust. 

INT. TEMPLE ENTRANCE - DAY

Jonathan is once again in his coat and full climbing clothes, 
and the wiseman ushers him toward the door. 
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JONATHAN
I expected this to take much 
longer. Are you sure there's 
nothing else left to teach me? 

WISEMAN
You are what they call a quick 
learner, my friend. I've given you 
everything I have to give. 

The climber looks at the man appreciatively. 

JONATHAN
Thanks, Rick. I'll never forget 
this experience. 

The wiseman smiles. 

WISEMAN
Me either, my friend. 

Jonathan grabs the heavy metal ring and pulls the door open, 
letting in a gust of snowy wind. He gives another smile to 
the small man, and walks out the door. The wiseman looks 
relieved, but then Jonathan pops his head back in. 

JONATHAN
But I still don't feel like I have 
the secret to happiness. 

WISEMAN
Keep looking inward, my friend. Our 
teachings will show you the way.

Jonathan nods solemnly, then retreats again. The door begins 
closing, then stops. The man pops back in again. 

JONATHAN
Are you sure there isn't something 
you're forgetting. Something extra 
that I can consider on my way back 
down the mountain? 

WISEMAN
(getting more impatient)

My friend, you know all of the 
answers to your own questions. 
Continue to meditate. 

Jonathan laughs embarrassedly. Of course he does. The door 
begins to close once more. The wiseman begins walking back 
into the temple. The door is so close to being shut when-
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JONATHAN
But if it were inside me this whole 
time, why would I need to travel up 
the mountain? 

The wiseman gives a deadpan. He turns back to the climber.

WISEMAN
You are supremely wise, my friend. 
At three requests, I must now let 
you in on the true secret of 
happiness. 

The climber lights up, proud. He has uncovered the secret. 
The wiseman leans in. Jonathan leans in even closer, 
anticipating the wiseman's words. 

WISEMAN (CONT’D)
(beat)

Puppies. 

Jonathan's brow crinkles.

JONATHAN
Puppies. 

The wiseman nods solemnly. 

WISEMAN
Puppies.

Jonathan regards this incredulously, then a smile slowly 
forms on his lips. 

JONATHAN
I knew it! 

The climber points at the wiseman, laughing as he exits the 
temple. The door finally clanks shut, the sound reverberating 
through the now-empty halls of the temple. The wiseman sighs 
heavily. 

WISEMAN
I need a drink. 

FADE OUT.
 

The End. 


