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FADE IN:

INT. REC ROOM - DAY

Above the door frame in the community center rec room is a 
sheet of paper scribbled with “Today: Spoonie Yoga.” 

Bars on the windows, plastic mats pushed up against the wall. 
This is the middle-school gym room that the 1980s forgot.

MIA, 26, shuffles in with a yoga mat and joins several 
OTHERS, none of them Olympic athletes. YARA, 25, little 
person, joins her. 

YARA
OK, we can go. 

MIA
Class hasn’t even started. 

YARA
Teach signed my paper, we can 
scoot. 

MIA
Don’t you even want to hear what 
she has to say?

YARA
No, it was either this or anger 
management... again. Let’s bolt. 

MIA
Give it a chance. 

YARA
I’m no damn spoonie. I’m just tired 
and in pain all the time. 

A LADY IN A TRACK SUIT on the other side of Mia pipes up. 

TRACK SUIT
Um, excuse me. What’s a spoonie? 

MIA
Oh, it’s just a term for people 
with chronic illnesses or something 
weighing them down. Spoons are like 
units of energy. A typical person 
has tons of spoons, can do whatever 
they want and recharge with just a 
cup of coffee. 
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MIA (CONT’D)
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Spoonies have limited spoons and 
can’t really control when they’ll 
get more. Right, Yara?

Mia turns to Yara, but she’s vanished. 

A petite fit YOGA INSTRUCTOR walks into the room looking like 
she's just got into the catnip. She beams at her small class 
of losers.

YOGI
Namaste to you.  Namaste to you 
all.  

MIA ET ALL
Namaste. 

YOGI
Hello, my spoonies. I want you all 
to know that I see you—every single 
one of you. You’re here in this 
group because you are trying to 
better yourself even though there 
is a voice in the back of your head 
that says you can’t, even though 
the deck is stacked against you, 
even though your spoons grow 
smaller and fewer by the day. 
Namaste.

MIA and a few others offer a half-hearted "namaste" in 
return. 

YOGI (CONT’D)
Today I want to focus on gratitude 
because no matter how you feel 
today, it’s probably the best 
you’re ever going to feel. 

We move closer to Mia’s face as the dread of what the Yogi is 
saying sinks in. 

YOGI (CONT’D)
With each passing day, your body 
will betray you just a little bit 
more. With each passing breath, you 
sink a little more into the abyss, 
so relish this moment and celebrate 
the now because it literally won’t 
get any better. Namaste! 

Mia looks horrified. Track Suit lady holds up a soup ladle. 

MIA (CONT’D)
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TRACK SUIT
I think I’m in the wrong class. 

INT. MIA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Black.

The door to the bedroom creaks open casting light onto the 
bed piled high with coats. AUDREY, late 20s, enters.

AUDREY
Mia?

Audrey flips on the light. The bed fills up most of the room.

AUDREY (CONT’D)
Mia!

The pile of coats moves and groans. Two hands appear from 
beneath the coats and push them out of the way so Mia can be 
seen—her face, anyway.

AUDREY (CONT’D)
Will you get out here and mingle?

MIA
Five more minutes.

AUDREY
You said that two hours ago.

MIA
I don't think I'm up to mingling 
tonight.

AUDREY
You do look kinda shitty.

MIA
Thanks.

Audrey sits on the edge of the bed, places her hand on Mia's 
forehead before whipping it away.

AUDREY
Ick, and sweaty. I mean, more than 
usual.

MIA
Stop with the sweet talk.

AUDREY
You wanna take something?
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MIA
No, I'm fine. Well, not fine, but 
you know, my normal terrible. It's 
fine.

Knock, knock. Audrey answers the door. She pokes her head 
out, sticks out an arm, pulls it back with a coat in her 
hand, and shuts the door.

AUDREY
So, does that mean I'm going to be 
out there drinking alone? As usual?

MIA
You can drink on my behalf.

AUDREY
And you're not even going to make 
an appearance.

MIA
But who would look after the coats?

AUDREY
Jesus, live a little.

Audrey gets up, shuts the light off, leaves. Audrey opens the 
door again and tosses the coat on Mia's face.

INT. HAPPY HEART INSURANCE OFFICE - DAY

Mia sits in her grey cubicle, living her grey life, tapping 
away at her keyboard. She answers the phone. 

MIA 
Happy Heart Insurance, how can I 
help you? Please hold, I’ll 
transfer you. 

BOB, 30s, portly, pops up from the neighboring cubicle. 

BOB
God, Tuesdays, am I right?

MIA
It’s Wednesday. 

BOB
You look tired. 

MIA
The wall is grey. The light is 
fluorescent. The carpet is dirty. 
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BOB
What?

MIA
I thought we were just stating the 
obvious. 

BOB
Ha! Oooowww. 

Bob laughs, then groans in pain. 

MIA
What’s going on there?

BOB
Sprained a rib muscle chasing my 
toddler up the stairs. 

MIA
I didn’t think you could sprain a 
rib.

BOB
They said I did at the ER. Gave a 
month of oxy. 

MIA
Figures. 

PERKY COWORKER, young, fit, office hottie stops by the 
cubicles holding a plate of cake. 

PERKY
Hey, somebody in accounting is 
having a birthday, you gotta get a 
piece of this cake. It’s so yum. 

MIA
Oh, I can’t have gluten.

PERKY
Oh right, you’re the fussy eater. 

MIA
I’m not- 

Perky flounces away. 

BOB
I’ll take your piece. 

MIA
Knock yourself out. 
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Bob starts to leave. 

MIA (CONT’D)
Hey, what’s the quickest way to a 
man’s heart?

BOB
Through his stomach?

MIA
With a bonesaw!

BOB
Ha! Oooooowwwww. 

Mia evilly laughs to herself. She looks down the aisle to a 
large poster of the company CEO, CHARLOTTE HARPER FRAISER-
EVERHEART. On the poster, Charlotte smiles with perfect teeth 
while the message below reads: 

“At Happy Heart, we’re all a Happy family!” 

Mia sneers at the picture. 

INT. SENATOR’S RECEPTION AREA - DAY 

CHARLOTTE HARPER FRAISER-EVERHEART, 40, statuesque, money in 
the way she carries herself, marches into the room and tosses 
her (designer) trench coat onto the desk of the lowly 
ASSISTANT. 

The assistant, 28, leaps up like a fluster bomb has gone off 
in his pants. 

ASSISTANT
Oh, Ms. Davenport, he’s in-I 
wasn’t expecting you today-I don’t 
think-

SENATOR’S OFFICE

Charlotte flings the door open to the office, inviting 
herself in and practically posing at the door. 

The assistant, shitting bricks, meekly pokes his head in. 

ASSISTANT
Ms. Charlotte Harper Fraiser-
Everheart is here to see you, 
Senator. 
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CHARLOTTE
Hello, Steve. 

SENATOR 
Charlie, always a pleasure. 

The Senator waves his assistant away. 

The SENATOR, 62, round and mediocre, like a reheated 
meatball, fits in with his office: old money and no 
taste. 

CHARLOTTE
I haven’t heard from you in a 
while. Should I assume no news is 
good news?

Charlotte sits on the edge of his desk, the Senator leans 
back, both exhausted and intimidated. 

SENATOR
Look, it’s not for lack of trying. 
I’ve had meetings with several of 
my committees. It’s just-

CHARLOTTE
What is your particular aversion 
to money? 

SENATOR
Well, I’m doing all right now. 

CHARLOTTE
How blue-collar of you. 

SENATOR
No need to get nasty. 

Charlotte fixes Senator’s tie as she talks. 

CHARLOTTE
Maybe you need to work on your 
pitch. Pharmaceutical 
manufacturing, dispensaries, and 
insurance are all under one roof. 
It’s simple, and America loves 
simplicity. 

Senator rolls back, away from Charlotte’s reach. 
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SENATOR
Maybe so, but there are always 
those two words that stop the 
conversation dead: vertical 
integration. That’s still pretty-

CHARLOTTE
Illegal?

SENATOR
Well, yeah! 

Charlotte rolls her eyes, stands. She can hardly bare the 
idiocy of this man. 

CHARLOTTE
Oh, Steve. Sometimes the lack of 
imagination in this place makes me 
worried for the future of this 
country. 

Charlotte takes a poster board on a stand in the corner 
and flips it over. 

CHARLOTTE (CONT’D)
Marker. 

Senator rushes a marker over to her like a good little 
boy. 

CHARLOTTE (CONT’D)
When they bring up vertical 
integration and how bad it is, you 
agree with them. 

She draws three lines, one on top of each other, numbers 
each. 

SENATOR
Agree with them. So we think this 
is bad now, too?

CHARLOTTE
Of course it is! This is vertical 
integration. Bad. But we’re not 
talking about vertical 
integration. 

SENATOR
We’re not?

Charlotte turns the board so the lines are next to each 
other, not on top of each other. 
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CHARLOTTE
This is entirely different. This 
is lateral integration. A family 
of businesses working together. 

The light bulb goes off in Senator’s face. 

SENATOR
My God, it’s brilliant. 

CHARLOTTE
I know. 

Ugh, the weight of genius. SIGH. 

SENATOR
Another issue came up in my 
conversations. This consolidation 
will lead to job loss. Big time. 

CHARLOTTE
Just for the little people, the 
lowly grunts. 

SENATOR
Yes, but that still matters. I 
still-

CHARLOTTE
Oh my God, are you going to say 
“care?” 

SENATOR
Yes! 

CHARLOTTE
Steve, name one lowly grunt you 
actually spend time with. 

Steve starts to point in the direction of his assistant. 

CHARLOTTE (CONT’D)
-Outside of work. 

Steve puzzles. 

CHARLOTTE (CONT’D)
Take your time. 

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY

Mia fidgets impatiently across the desk from DR. ANNAN, 
40s. Dr. Annan flips through pages in a folder. 
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DR. ANNAN
So you are feeling better, Mia?

MIA
No, not really. Not at all 
actually. 

DR. ANNAN
So, you’re feeling worse. 

MIA
No, just the same. 

Dr. Annan finally looks up. 

DR. ANNAN
Good, sounds like we’re in the 
right place. 

MIA
No, I’d like-

DR. ANNAN
According to your bloodwork, 
you’re in very good health. 

MIA
I don’t think this is what very 
good health feels like. 

DR. ANNAN
You are feeling tired, run down?

MIA
Yes, exactly. 

DR. ANNAN
Yes, I can tell by looking at you. 
Your face is very tired. Very 
tired. Like you have the face of a 
sleeping person, but your eyes are 
open. 

MIA
OK. 

DR. ANNAN
How’s your diet?

MIA
I eat pretty carefully, I avoid-

Dr. Annan pulls a head of broccoli out of his desk 
drawer. 
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DR. ANNAN
This is a vegetable. 

MIA
You just keep that in your desk?

DR. ANNAN
I know it looks like a little 
tree, but you can eat it. 

MIA
I believe you. 

DR. ANNAN
See how it’s green? Green is good. 
Green means go. Maybe that will 
help you remember. 

MIA
Remember what?

DR. ANNAN
OK, I don’t think you’re getting 
it. 

MIA
That was a joke, I get it! I do. 

DR. ANNAN
All right, good. Just keep taking 
the Spazzacorp and try to eat a 
little healthier. 

Pissed, Mia hops up to leave. 

MIA
Thanks, I’ll try. 

Dr. Annan holds out the broccoli. Mia stares. 

MIA (CONT’D)
I don’t want your desk ruffage. 

Dr. Annan holds it up higher, like a green microphone. 
Mia snaps it up. 

MIA (CONT’D)
Thank you. So much. 

Mia leaves. 
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