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FADE IN:

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

A hooded woman sprinkles herbs into a concoction off screen. 
On closer view, we see that MORGAN (30) is stunning, even 
with ominous shadows cast on her face. She works studiously.

She grabs a root and grates it carefully. 

MORGAN
Yep, that's about right. 

She grabs a small apothecary bottle and droppers a 
nondescript liquid into the mix carefully. Morgan whispers 
something that sounds like gibberish under her breath. 

A mouse squeaks quietly. Morgan puts the bottle down and 
picks up the creature carefully. 

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I'm sorry, my little friend. 

She kisses it softly on the nose, then we hear a CRACK, and 
the mouse squeaks no longer. Morgan holds her hand over the 
concoction and closes her eyes - until she remembers she 
forgot an ingredient and they pop open. 

She grabs a handful of diced pineapple in two hands, and 
dumps them into the mix. Her eyes close once again, takes a 
deep breath, and then pushes a button. 

The sound of a blender grates through the room. 

She's in the kitchen, wearing expensive workout attire. Her 
hood is attached to a sweatshirt. 

Morgan opens her eyes, grinning. She pours the liquid into a 
protein shaker, snaps the lid on tight. She pulls down her 
hood, grabs a yoga mat, and walks out of the room. 

INT. YOGA STUDIO - DAY

Several YOGIS file into the studio - it's full, but not 
overly packed. Morgan surveys the room and sees ASHLEY (30) 
smiling and waving wildly on her mat. Morgan sighs just 
slightly and walks over to the woman. 

ASHLEY
Namaste, bitch!
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MORGAN
Good morning, Ashley.

Morgan sets down the shake, takes off her hoodie, and begins 
to roll out her mat. 

ASHLEY
Morgan. You never told me about 
Friday. Bradley...? The investment 
banker? How was he? 

Morgan joins her friend on the floor. 

MORGAN
He was... acceptable. But I haven't 
heard from him since. Asshole. 
Ghost me? I can introduce him to 
some ghosts... 

ASHLEY
He was no good for you anyway. Tiny 
hands. 

A YOGA INSTRUCTOR walks through the door with her mat. 

INSTRUCTOR
Alright, everyone. We'll be getting 
started shortly. 

Morgan anxiously looks around, searching for someone in 
particular. 

ASHLEY
Is this pineapple kale? 

Ashley is sniffing the contents of the shaker. 

MORGAN
I wouldn't do that if I were you. 

Morgan grabs it from her. Ashley shrugs, and starts 
stretching in place. 

ASHLEY
This is not the place to be 
worrying about men, however. We're 
here to let it all go.  

Morgan looks around one last time, and is disappointed to not 
find who she's looking for. 
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MORGAN
You know, you're right. I need to 
just relax more. Focus on me. I'm 
so bored with this century, I've 
stopped even wanting to toy with 
its rulers. 

Ashley has no idea what her friend is talking about, but nods 
supportively. 

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Maybe it's high time I take up a 
new hobby. Like watercolors. Or 
vlogging. 

ASHLEY
See, you're embracing the yogic 
mind. Putting good into the 
universe.

The instructor positions herself at the front of the room. 

INSTRUCTOR
Okay. We're going to start, if 
you'd all like to sit at the front 
of your mat with your legs crossed. 
Lotus pose. 

The girls get into their poses and smile at each other. 

Two latecomers file into the studio, apologizing in whispers 
- JEN (30), a gorgeous blonde, and her equally gorgeous 
husband BRIAN (30). 

Morgan lights up as she sees the couple making their way. She 
grabs the shaker bottle as the woman approaches her. 

MORGAN
(whispering)

Jen! I remember you said you were 
having that serious back pain. 

She hands her the shaker. 

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Family secret recipe. 

Jen graciously accepts the bottle. 

JEN
Thank you so much, you are so 
sweet. 
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She continues on, and Brian follows, his gaze lingering on 
Morgan. 

BRIAN
Hi, Morgan. 

MORGAN
Hi, Brian. 

As the couple passes, Morgan notices Ashley giving her a 
judgemental look. Morgan shrugs, looks forward, closes her 
eyes, and smiles mischievously. 

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I feel calm and peaceful already. 

FADE OUT.
THE END.


