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SCENE 1: THE WESTERN SAGE HEARS " GOCDBYE"
| NT. STUDY - NI GHT

A cluttered roomfilled with heavy textbook towers, gleam ng
brass m croscopes, and humand-click nmagnetic tape recorders. A
harsh, stark desk |anp casts sharp shadows across the desk

The WESTERN SAGE sits hunched over the desk, | eaning
aggressively close to a snooth, gray river rock. H's posture is
precise, clinical, and increasingly strained.

VESTERN SAGE
(enunci ating slowy)
AL B. C Say it. Aaaa.

The stone sits in absolute, dead sil ence.

The Sage sighs, a sharp burst of air, clicking a tape recorder
toggle switch of f, then aggressively back on.

WESTERN SAGE
It’s a sinple acoustic mmcry. Look at ny
i ps. Maaaa- ma.

SERI ES OF SHOTS - Tl ME PASSI NG

-- Calipers pinch the stone's flanks to neasure physi cal
metrics.

-- Atuning fork strikes the stone, vibrating usel essly against
its skin.

-- The Sage scribbles intricate acoustic wave equati ons across
a dusty chal kboard.

BACK TO SCENE

Hours have bl ed away. The Sage is utterly defeated by the
stone's refusal to conply with human synt ax.

WESTERN SACE
(bitterly, packing his briefcase)
|"mleaving. This is a waste of science.

The Sage turns his back and strides heavily toward the exit.

Behind him a sharp, crystalline SNAP echoes.



The harsh desk | anp over the rock instantly burns out. A cold,
sudden draft sweeps the room The anbient, |owfrequency hum of
the | aboratory equi prent flatlines into dead, absol ute vacuum
si | ence.

The stone’s animate energy has vanished; it has conpletely
severed the connection first.

The Sage freezes, his hand hovering inches fromthe door
handl e. He stares back at the ink-black desk.

VESTERN SAGE
(a quiet, hunbled whisper)
You had ne at " Goodbye."



SCENE 2: THE EASTERN SAGE HEARS "HELLO'
| NT. MEDI TATI ON ROOM - DAWN

A stark, mnimalist room Soft golden norning sunlight diffuses
gently through a transl ucent paper shoji screen.

The EASTERN SACE sits in a perfect |otus position, spine
al i gned, breathing slow and rhythm c. The river stone rests
before him cradled on a snmall, purple silk cushion.

The Sage does not speak. He does not touch the stone. He sinply
mat ches his breath to the expanding |light. Eyes hal f-closed, he
listens to the baseline world outside: the coarse caw of a
crow, the rush of wind, the ancient nurmur of a distant river.

He makes no attenpt to teach or categorize. Instead, he enpties
his internal awareness until the rigid boundary between 'Self'
and ' Stone' dissolves entirely into the space.

The stone's sheer presence expands, filling the roomwth its
unnedi ated, silent is-ness.

The Eastern Sage opens his eyes fully, stripped of all human
expect ati on.

At that exact mllisecond, a stray, sharp beam of dawn |i ght
strikes an exposed cluster of quartz crystals on the rock's
surf ace.

The rock flashes with an instantaneous, brilliant spark of
light—vibrant, like a warm welcom ng eye blinking open.

Si mul t aneously, a deep, resonant chine reverberates through the
quiet room as if an invisible mallet had just struck a nmassive
bronze cerenoni al gong.

The Sage gasps softly, fully receiving the cosm c greeting.

EASTERN SAGE
(smling, bowi ng deeply to the
[ight)
You had ne at "Hello."



SCENE 3: THE AN SHI NAABE SAGE HEARS " MEGNAECH
EXT. FOREST FLOOR - DUSK

The ancient, old-gromh woods are painted in the deep anber and
violet hues of twilight. Dry | eaves dance in a gentle evening
breeze.

The ANl SHI NAABE SACE sits directly on the danp, nobssy earth
beside a small, crackling fire. He holds the river stone
protectively in both palnms, warmng it close to the dancing
flames, handling it with the instinctive reverence one reserves
for a venerabl e El der.

He does not speak to it in English, nor does he demand that it
perform Instead, he reaches into a small pouch, wthdraws a
pi nch of tobacco (Semaa), and places it gently onto the earth
directly beside the stone as a reciprocal offering.

ANl SHI NAABE SAGE
(in a soft, rhythmc voice)
Boozhoo, M shooni s.

He lifts the stone and presses its cool, textured surface
gently against his ear. He leans in to listen.

He does not listen for human words or syntax. |nstead, he
catches the deep, sub-audible, resonant humof the living
eart h—+the heavy nmenory of slow noving glaciers, the nmassive
tectonic scraping of continental plates, and the whispered
songs of ancestors who wal ked this exact ground generations
before him

The stone is fully sharing its spirit and wi sdomthrough its
sheer weight, cold history, and raw texture.

The Sage pulls the stone back slowy. Tears of deep reverence
glisten in his eyes. He is conpletely integrated into the
living web of creation.

THE STONE
Megwech.

The Sage snmiles warmy down at the stone in his hands.

ANl SHI NAABE SAGE
You had ne at "Thank you."



