I do believe in spirits of sorts who locate ways to communicate through the walls of life as we know it.  Patrick Swayze and Demi Moore weren’t the first to fall deeper in love beyond the steps of death.  

In Ghost Town, the objective is to set souls free by means of listening. But you don’t learn that message until you’re deep into the film.  By that time you’ve been glued to a movie screen trying to understand why a dentist with a bad attitude would have the ability to warm the heart of a widow whose husband didn’t deserve to be loved on or off earth.

Greg Kinnear is back with a characterized role that seems emotionless in the way of harnessing reasons for us to fall in love with the woman he was trying to escape.  Although it was nice to see Tea Lione, the persona of what was to be received barely makes it to the first three rows of the theater.  

Even Kristin Wiig from Saturday Night Live can’t seem to shake the stupid bumbling idiot role she’s been associated with for two years.  
Cute but no Sleepless in Seattle.  

