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1.
INT. HARPER HOME - DAY
Lazy Saturday morning. Harper family flowing in and out
of kitchen grabbing items to eat and drink. BECKY HARPER,
the mother, suddenly stops mid-movement.
BECKY
Okay, troops - listen up.
No one responds - they continue their movement. Becky
BANGS a pan on the counter. Everyone freezes and stares
at her.
BECKY (CONT’D)
Momma said listen.
Her husband, ERIC gets a wary look on his face.
ERIC
Don’t mess with Momma when she’s got a
loaded pan, kids.
Slight snickers.
I’m serious.

BECKY

SEAN
What is it, Mom?
BECKY
We’re going to have one breakfast
together if it kills us! Now, ditch your
devices -- Sherry -SHERRY rolls her eyes and drops her cellphone in a basket
on a counter by the edge of the kitchen.
Fine.

SHERRY

BECKY
...and assemble my little avengers.
SEAN
Mom - they never say that.
BECKY
They did when I was growing up.
SHERRY
That’s why comic book movies were lame
then.
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ERIC
Comic book movies were pretty much nonexistent then. Which, based on the TV
versions, was probably a good thing.
Eric...

BECKY

ERIC
I’m supporting you, honey.
SEAN
My dad, a failed comic.
ERIC
Hey - I kill in the employee break room.
SHERRY
Oh my god - don’t even think about take
your daughter to work day.
ERIC
Wow. Tough audience.
BECKY
Only cause we love you, honey.
Becky spots Sean going for cereal.
BECKY (CONT’D)
No cereal big guy. (Off his look) You get
to eat what you want the rest of the
week. Today you can eat something other
than sugar.
SEAN
(sotto, arch)
Fortified with 8 essential vitamins and
minerals.
BECKY
I mean it. Grab a plate. It’s scrambled
eggs, toast, orange slices and bacon.
Eggs?

SHERRY

SEAN
Eggs are good again. Apparently they were
framed.
BECKY
Yes, and it appears sugar was the real
killer.
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SEAN
Oh, I walked right into that one.
Mom, eggs?

SHERRY

BECKY
Oh my god -- I read the box. No cages,
all organic. These chickens live better
than we do.
Hey!

ERIC

BECKY
Just kidding, honey. But you do need to
fix the upstairs shower still. Or -SEAN & SHERRY
Call a plumber!
ERIC
Okay, no bullying. We’re still agreeing
on that one, right?
SEAN
Don’t be such a baby, Dad.
ERIC
(sotto)
I prefer the term sensitive.
BECKY
Well get your sensitive butt in line,
mister. That’s an -BOOM!!! Glass and wood shards EXPLODE into the kitchen
and the family members get SLAMMED across the room from
the force of an explosion.
No one moves for a long beat until Eric’s limbs seem to
awaken before him, twitching slightly and then moving
slowly like he was trying to swim through the rubble on
the floor.
Becky slowly shifts her head around, her eyes fighting to
open. The only sound they can hear is a high pitched
WHINE from the shock to their ears.
As Eric starts to get his bearings he instinctively moves
away from the window and starts to drag the still
unconscious SHERRY toward the center of the house. As he
returns to the kitchen he sees Becky cradling Sean’s
head.
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She seems to be speaking to him, perhaps trying to coax
him awake, but Eric can’t hear her voice for the
continued RINGING in his ears.
He moves to them and together they manage to carry Sean
to where Sherry continues to lie still as they slowly
regain their ability to hear.
BECKY (CONT’D)
Sean... Sean... baby, wake up. Wake up.
Eric -She motions to get Eric’s attention.
BECKY (CONT’D)
Eric! Wake Sherry up. Wake her up!!
Eric fights through his dazed condition and moves back to
Sherry and lifts her head into his lap. His words start
to fade in over the WHINE of the ringing that slowly
ebbs.
ERIC
Baby? Baby, wake up! Sherry, honey. You
can do it. I need you to wake up,
sweetie.
Eric shoots a concerned look at Becky.
ERIC (CONT’D)
She’s not responding.
Becky can’t make out his words.
What?

BECKY

ERIC
She’s not... I can’t wake her up!
A tense beat as Becky stares at Eric.
BECKY
Eric - what’s happening?
ERIC
I don’t know. I don’t know.
Eric rises painfully to his feet, almost blacks out from
the effort, then takes a step toward the huge hole in the
front of the living room where their picture window used
to be. He squints against the light, then suddenly sees
it.
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