
FADE IN:  
 
INT. MORGAN HOUSE – EARLY MORNING 
 
It is a small, tidy house, decorated well with low funds.  
There are quite a few tribal pieces, as well as several 
books on the supernatural.  There is incense burning, a 
several Feng Shui items strategically placed around the 
house.  There are elementary-school age toys strewn around 
the living room.  One room, in particular, is extremely 
messy, and appears to be a writing studio with a computer 
and many handwritten ideas thumbtacked to the walls.  
 
Upstairs, in the master bedroom, KATHERINE MORGAN, 46, is 
sitting in an armchair by the bed, arms and legs crossed, 
and looking angry and agitated.  Her husband, FRANK MORGAN, 
43, slumbers in the bed next to her. 
 
After about a minute, Frank wakes with a start, sitting up 
suddenly in the bed.  Katherine doesn’t blink, just 
continues staring straight ahead, angry.  Frank rubs his 
eyes and looks around him, dazed.  His eyes fall on 
Katherine and his face falls. 
 

FRANK 
(hesitantly) 

Katherine, I… 
 

KATHERINE 
(interrupting) 

Don’t.    
 

FRANK 
(scrambling out of the bed and kneeling 

by her feet) 
I swear to God, I’m so sorry. 

 
KATHERINE 

(coldly) 
This is the last straw, Frank.  I can’t do 
this anymore.   

(stands up and starts pacing)  
God knows, I love you, but enough is enough!  

 
FRANK 



(getting annoyed) 
You married me for better or for worse, 
Katherine.   

 
KATHERINE 

I gave up everything for you! You said you 
would take care of me, so I left school.  You 
didn’t want to live on the west coast, so I 
left my family.  You wanted a child, so I 
gave up my career.  And now you think it’s 
okay that you have this condition and are 
unwilling to do anything about it? 

 
FRANK 

(angry) 
I sleep a lot, Katherine.  It’s not a 
condition.   

 
KATHERINE 

You sleep through everything!  It’s not 
normal! 

 
FRANK 

What do you want me to do, Katherine?  I went 
to your stupid doctors and your pointless 
sleep clinics.  They all told you the same 
thing- I’m fine! 

 
KATHERINE 

You think it’s normal that you slept through 
your daughter’s recital yesterday?  The one 
that she was so nervous about and begged you 
to make sure you would be there?  You slept 
for fifteen hours, Frank.  That’s not normal.   

 
FRANK 

What the fuck do you want from me?  You act 
like it’s something I can control! 

 
KATHERINE 

(interrupting) 
I want you to go see Father Bishop! 

 
FRANK 

I am not going to go see your stupid- 



 
KATHERINE 

Don’t you dare.  I don’t care if you don’t 
believe in it, but I do.  Something is not 
right here, and we’ve already exhausted all 
of the other options. 

 
FRANK 

(firmly) 
I’m not going, Katherine.  There is no such 
thing as the supernatural and your priest 
friend isn’t going to make me believe that. 

 
KATHERINE 

(quietly) 
You’re going to go, Frank, or I’m taking 
Marie and leaving you.  We both deserve 
someone who is going to be there for us when 
we need him, and with your condition, you 
aren’t that man. 

 
Katherine turns and leaves the bedroom, and Frank kicks at 
the bed in frustration.   
	  


