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EXT. BLACKPOOL SEAFRONT - DAY1 1

A lone PIGEON huffs and puffs it’s way through the 
brilliant mid-morning sun, a single FAT WORM held in 
it’s beak. It batters it’s way through a flock of 
SEAGULLS who caw and snap at it, trying to snatch the 
worm away.

The plucky little pigeon soldiers on as a Seagull 
LOOMS, its body blocking out the sun, but the Pigeon 
barrel rolls away and plummets toward its overall goal; 
a huge sagging hotel that huddles on the seafront like 
an old man at a bus-stop after too many beers.  

The pigeon aims it’s stubby body at a hole high in the 
roof of the tired old building, whose features become 
distinct as the pigeon draws close; cracked windows 
filmed with a cataract-like crust of dust and grime, 
broken mouldings stained with bird crap and mould, and 
dominating it all a huge ORNATE SIGN  - several letters 
missing - that reads:

THE MAJESTIC 

A statement that may once have applied to the sunken 
rat-gnawed wreck the pigeon zooms toward, that now 
seems more like sarcasm. 

The Hole in the roof gapes and the pigeon drops through 
it...

INT. MAJESTIC HOTEL - CONTINUOUS2 2

...past blurred worm-eaten struts and broken tiles. The 
little bird zooms down and into a cavernous attic 
almost crashing into the floor.

With a CAW of triumph the Pigeon zooms up and over a 
huge mound of blankets and wings it’s way over the 
rotten landscape of the attic. It passes damp boxes 
that spill MOTH-EATEN DRESSES of surprising glamour 
onto the floor. 

A mass of REGISTRATION BOOKS their yellowed pages 
covered with names flapping in the wind of it’s 
passing. And, dominating the mass of debris, a HUGE 
SCRAPBOOK with an ORNATELY TOOLED LEATHER COVER. 

The pigeon zips over the scrapbook and heads for the 
grinning face of a SKELETON that hangs in a shadowed 
corner. The Pigeon plunges into the darkness between 
the Skeleton’s legs, through a hole in the floor, and 
zooms along a twisting mass of PIPES that lead it down 
into the fabric of the old building.
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INT. THE HOTEL’S WALLS - CONTINUOUS3 3

The Pigeon races along the pipes, which echo with eerie 
metallic clanks, muffled yells, laughter, and the 
myriad overlapping sounds of the Hotels inner life, all 
transmitted through the pipes for an audience of one, 
the Pigeon...

INT. MAJESTIC LOBBY - CONTINUOUS4 4

...who pops out through a hole in the ceiling and into 
a huge open space, the Hotel lobby. The Pigeon wheels 
in the air revealing a vast pair of CRUMBLING MARBLE 
STAIRS that swoop down the rear wall, connecting the 
upper levels of the Hotel with the floor of the lobby. 

It focuses on a TARNISHED CHANDELIER that hangs from 
the ceiling on the other side of the lobby and makes 
for it, passing over a tarnished set of BRASS ELEVATOR 
DOORS. The sound of HAMMERING rises from the half-open 
elevator. 

As the pigeon draws near to the chandelier ANGRY VOICES 
rise from below mixing with the hammering and the high-
pitched chirp of the pigeons hungry family, their tiny 
faces just visible in a nest buried deep in the 
chandelier. 

The Pigeon zooms over a VAST FIREPLACE, the remnants of 
an ancient fire barely visible in its guts. Huddled 
next to it, a mismatched pack of threadbare sofa’s and 
rat-gnawed chairs slowly leak stuffing and springs onto 
the tarnished floor.

The Pigeon zeroes in on an insistent chorus of high 
pitched chirps barely audible over the rising argument 
from below. The hammering from the elevator echoes like 
a heartbeat as the Pigeon lands and drops the fat worm 
into the eager mouths of its children. 

The Pigeon settles and...relaxes.

INT. REGISTRATION DESK - CONTINUOUS5 5

SPLAT!

Pigeon Poop splatters onto the open face of the 
registration book directly beneath the Chandelier. The 
yelling crowd recoil in disgust, momentarily silenced 
by the sticky event. 

FAT TOURIST
Oh my gawd...this place is un-
fricking-believable. 
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The woman behind the counter, strikingly beautiful with 
long thick dark hair struggling to escape from an 
untidy bun, slams the registration book. Pigeon Poop 
shoots from the book and lands on her uniform. This is 
ELIZABETH, late twenties, and she’s having a bad day. 

Beth shoots a despairing look across the heads of the 
crowd to HUGE PORTRAIT on the opposite wall that shows 
a precise looking Victorian man holding a GOLD POCKET 
WATCH. Next to him is a beautiful dark haired woman in 
a glorious velvet dress that background of the portrait 
shows an identical Hotel Lobby - albeit, brand new.

A second chubby tourist wearing a BASEBALL CAP waves 
his bill under Beth’s nose dragging her focus back to 
the drama unfolding under her nose. 

BASEBALL CAP
The pipes groaned all night 
long! 

His wife, wearing an identical baseball cap and 
similarly chubby, chimes in. 

BASEBALL WIFE
All night. 

BETH
The building’s very old and the 
plumbing can be eccentric.

FAT TOURIST
Eccentric!? Eccentric I can 
handle, bohemian is fine, but 
let me tell you, the toilet in 
that room was laughing at me. 

BETH
Oh come on that’s --

A huge RED-FACED MAN pushes his way through the crowd 
and cuts Beth off.  

RED FACE
Make way. Make way I say. 

(To Beth)
Madam. I represent EZ Glide 
Package Tours and on behalf of 
our Boston to Bangalore senior 
tour group I must protest. 

Beth visibly slumps. 

FAT TOURIST
I’m not paying. No way, missy. 
No damned way. 

Red Face turns to her. 
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RED FACE
Ms. Wisnewski please, I am 
intervening. 

(To Beth)
The facilities here are woeful. 
Breakfast was inedible, the beds 
uncomfortable, the service 
untenable, and the plumbing 
unspeakable. Madam, what exactly 
do you propose by way of 
recompense?

Beth looks from Red Face to Ms. Wiesnewski and across 
the ranks of angry guests that make up the Boston to 
Bangalore Senior Tour Group. 

Beth suddenly draws herself up; she straightens her 
uniform - ignoring the Pigeon Poop - and jabs a finger 
into Red Face’s flabby chest. 

BETH
Your guests wanted to experience 
the ‘Glamour of Old England’, 
well this is it!

Beth stalks out from behind the desk her ferocity 
driving Red Face and the angry guests back. 

BETH (CONT'D)
You people should count 
yourselves privileged to have 
stayed here at all. The Majestic 
is a legend; royalty stayed 
here, princes slept in the beds 
you’re complaining about -- 

BASEBALL WIFE
Did they die in ‘em too? 

Beth ignores the comment and gestures at the painting. 

BETH
Count Gustav Weismuller and his 
entourage summered here as the 
personal guests of my great 
great grand-parents. Our 
ballroom was the envy of Europe, 
our kitchen the pride of 
England.

Beth stretches her arms wide encompassing the entirety 
of the Hotel in her gesture, her eyes are slightly 
wild, her hair escaping from its bun, she hardly seems 
to notice the tour group lost as she is in the glories 
of the Hotel’s past. She turns to face the angry faces 
of the tour group. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Don’t you feel it..?
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She takes a breath, the wide eyes of the tour group 
fixed on her. She is centre stage, a performer 
suddenly, miraculously, communicating with the 
audience. 

BETH (CONT'D)
The weight of history.

The moment stretches...

MS. WIESNEWSKI
History my ass.

Beth snaps. 

BETH
Let me tell you where you can 
shove --

A tall handsome man holding a hammer materializes 
behind Beth and gently places a hand on her shoulder, 
cutting her off. She jumps. This is CARL her husband in 
his early thirties.  

CARL
May I help? 

I/E. HOTEL OFFICE/RECEPTION DESK - DAY6 6

A scratchy Victorian song blares from an old record 
player on the desk as Beth rips the post open. Beth 
sings along with the song - her voice pure and 
beautiful - as, one after another, the post produces 
nothing but RED BILLS.

Just visible through the door is Carl at the desk, 
smoothly dealing with the last customer. 

CARL
I’m very sorry about the noises 
from your toilet. Please do 
accept our grateful %50 discount 
-

Elizabeth winces and tears a bill in two. 

BETH
Why don’t you give her the 
filings from my bloody teeth. 

Outside, Carl’s smile becomes brittle as the guest 
glares at him, Beth’s comment clearly audible. 

CARL
- 100% discount. Free. I mean, 
free. Our guest free of charge. 
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He crumples the bill and the guest turns away, haughty, 
but finally satisfied. In the office Beth slams the 
desk shut and stalks out into reception as Carl visibly 
sags. 

INT. REGISTRATION DESK - CONTINUOUS7 7

BETH
We’re supposed to be running a 
business.

CARL
What else could I do? They were 
Americans. Americans sue. 

Beth waves her hands in dismissal. 

BETH
She was bluffing. 

CARL
I’ve never seen another human 
being actually turn purple. It 
was terrifying. She looked like 
a blueberry all puffed up and 
about to explode. 

BETH
Your problem is you have no 
backbone.

(Quoting)
‘Backbone and a firm belief that 
the host knows better than the 
guest what will make the guest 
happy is the key attribute of 
the great Hotelier.’

Carl mouths along with Beth. She spots him mocking her 
and rounds on him. 

BETH (CONT'D)
She deserved it!

CARL
What about the couple from 
Burnley last week? 

BETH
He wore shorts to dinner!?

CARL
It was  stag-do.

Beth turns her back on him. 

BETH
We never should have said yes to 
a stag-do. 
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Four generations of my family 
ran this place like a palace and 
you talk me into opening our  
doors to a bunch of drunken 
yobs. 

Carl glances up as a ram-rod straight figure sporting a 
vast MOUSTACHE with matching DUNDEARY WHISKERS marches 
across the lobby towards them. Carl massages his brow. 

CARL
He was a sixty three year hinge 
salesman from Lancashire. Hardly 
a member of the barbarian 
hordes. 

The ram-rod figure arrives at the desk. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
What-ho. 

Elizabeth turns to him, ignoring Carl.  

BETH
Good-morning Colonel. How did 
you sleep. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
One eye open.  

The Colonel jabs at a faint scar on his forehead. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
Habit, you see. Saved me life in 
Motobeleland.

Carl edges down the desk away from the Colonel. 

BETH
Really, how interesting?

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
Dark night. Amoebic dysentry - 
suspect Gecko Fritter, what. A 
slip. A slam. Woke up with me 
head wedged behind the pan. Took 
my bat-man, three natives and a 
pound of butter till I tasted 
sweet freedom again. What’s for 
lunch?

Carl hands him a copy of The Times. 

CARL
Pigeon pie. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
Pigeon! Good, show. Dangerous 
little blighters. 

Copyright © Jon Hayes 7.

jon@strangeradio.co.uk

CONTINUED:7 7
BETH (CONT'D)

(CONTINUED)



The Colonel nods then suddenly leans in close to Beth 
and whispers through his moustache. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
(Hoarse Whisper)

The Hun was at it again last 
night...suicide.  

The Colonel taps his finger to the side of his nose. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
Burst pipe. Touch of flood. May 
need a spot of new room. 

The Colonel spins, twirling the folded paper like a 
rifle, snaps it smartly under his arm and strides off. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
Pip pip. 

Carl looks at Beth. 

CARL
Did he say something about 
another burst pipe?

Beth grabs a mop and bucket from behind the desk and 
heads for the elevator. Carl makes to follow her, but 
two nuns - both immaculately dressed - Sister Constance 
and Sister Abigail, arrive at the desk, smiling 
beatifically.

BETH
It’s room two thirty seven. Did 
you get rid of the burning 
smell? 

CARL
I can’t take any more of this. I 
really can’t.

Beth yanks the elevator door open and steps inside as 
Carl plasters a fake smile on his face and beams down 
at the Nuns. 

CARL (CONT'D)
Good morning sisters. Did you 
sleep well?

They smile in unison and nod at him like a pair of 
blissed out penguins as Beth slams the elevator door 
shut. 
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INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS8 8

She stabs the button for the second floor and leans 
back against the wall, closing her eyes and hugging the 
broom tight as if praying. With a JUDDER the elevator 
springs into motion. 

Beth smiles and opens her eyes.

She frowns and sniffs. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY9 9

With a juddering whine the lift arrives. The doors fly 
open and a billow of SMOKE pops out followed by a 
coughing Beth. 

She trips and almost sprawls on the stained carpet - 
the lift has stopped sic inches shy of the actual 
floor. 

BETH
Bloody hell. 

She yanks bats the smoke away and peers back into the 
lift. The smoke is gone and the shabby interior of the 
lift is revealed. Beth peers into the corners, 
examining every inch. 

Nothing. 

With a sigh she turns away and heads down the hallway. 
Behind her in the lift an unseen drop of GREEN WATER 
drips from the ceiling.

Beth marches down the corridor dragging the mop and 
bucket, oblivious to the WET GREEN STAINS on the 
ceiling overhead. She arrives at the a door marked 237 
and fumbles with her master key. 

The door swings open and Beth sees...

INT. ROOM 237/THE COLONELS ROOM - CONTINUOUS10 10

...nothing, save a militarily neat and spartan room, a 
huge UNION JACK draped on one wall. Beth heads inside 
slamming the door behind her. She peers up at the 
ceiling, but sees nothing out of place, examines the 
walls and feels them, but all seems normal. She crosses 
the room to a door and opens it, stepping inside.

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS11 11

Beth freezes her jaw falling open. 
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Directly in front of her, across the room on the 
opposite wall, is a large GREEN PUDDLE. The puddle 
hangs in the middle of the wall as if it were laying on 
the floor, defying gravity.

As Beth watches a single DROP OF GREEN WATER falls from 
a huge damp patch on the ceiling and plummets for the 
floor. Halfway between the floor and ceiling the drop 
performs a smart ninety degree mid-air turn and rockets 
horizontally directly towards the center of the gravity 
defying wall puddle.  

Beth gasps as the green drop plops into the exact 
centre of the impossible puddle, concentric circles 
radiating across its surface. 

Beth takes a step into the room and peers at the 
puddle. Something seems to be moving in its depths. Her 
eyes go wide and she recoils as a PAIR OF SHINY LEATHER 
BOOTS swing past the puddle - on the other side!

The mop clatters to the floor. 

Beth turns and races from the room, slamming the door 
behind her. 

INT. ROOM 237/MAIN ROOM - CONTINUOUS12 12

Beth scrabbles for the PHONE, slams the receiver to her 
ear and dials ‘0’. Carl picks up. 

CARL
(On Phone)

Reception, how may I help? 

Beth pauses, about to say something, the words frozen 
on her lips. 

CARL (CONT'D)
Hello?

Slowly, Beth takes the receiver from her ear and 
replaces it on the cradle with a ‘Click’. She looks 
over at the bathroom door. Slowly she creeps towards 
it. 

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS13 13

The bathroom door slowly opens and Beth’s face peeks 
round. She watches as another huge drop of green water 
detaches from the damp patch on the ceiling, zooms for 
the floor, snaps ninety degrees and splashes into the 
puddle suspended on the wall.

BETH
Wow. 
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The rippling puddle reveals the boots have gone. Beth 
opens the door wider and slips into the room closing it 
behind her.

She edges round the steady drip and sidles up to the 
puddle on the wall. She watches as more drips rocket 
horizontally across the bathroom and splash into the 
puddle. 

Another drip zooms across the floor and on impulse 
holds her hand up in its path. It splashes into her 
palm. More drips follow until she holds a small, 
impossible puddle in her palm. 

She gazes into it.

Without warning a single HUGE EYE gazes back at her 
from the other side of the puddle.  Beth yelps and rubs 
the green water onto her skirt. 

She holds her hand up. Gone. 

Beth face hardens and she grabs up the mop from the 
floor. She spins and, holding the mop in front of her 
like a spear, jabs it into the heart of the puddle. It 
sinks in slightly, then holds. 

Beth smiles. She twirls the mop, soaking up as much of 
the water as she can, then squeezes it out into the 
bucket.

INT. BATHROOM - LATER14 14

The puddle is gone. Beth stands under where the damp 
spot once was, squeezing the last of the water out of 
her mop. She carries the bucket to the nearby sink and 
pours the contents away just as the bathroom door opens 
and Carl walks in.

CARL
Do we need a plumber? 

Beth sets the bucket on the floor. 

BETH
No. 

Carl looks up at the ceiling rubbing his chin. 

CARL
Are you sure? 

A faint GROAN echoes from behind the walls and rattles 
along the pipework. Beth and Carl’s heads snap round, 
focusing on the sound. They follow the rolling groan as 
it seems to zoom along the pipework behind the walls.
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Their heads spin in unison as the groan shoots up 
behind the wall, along the unseen inner workings of the 
Hotels plumbing, across the ceiling down the opposite 
wall.

Carl and Beth both stare at the toilet, the lid up, 
which begins to gurgles and moan. They step towards it 
and look down at the churning green water. 

A huge BUBBLE forms in the toilet Carl and Beth’s eyes 
go wide as the bubble expands, accompanied by an 
undersea groan of epic proportions. 

The bubble bursts, releasing the terrible groan, which 
echoes from the toilet like a huge sob sounding for all 
the world like a German word... 

GROAN
Schiesse.

Beth reaches out and slams the toilet lid, cutting the 
profane toilet off. 

CARL
Should I call the plumber or an 
Exorcist?

INT. BATHROOM - LATER15 15

A twinkly PLUMBER, with glasses and voluminous 
Dungarees, peers into the toilet a HUGE PLUNGER in his 
hand. He scratches his chin as Beth and Carl peep over 
his shoulder. 

PLUMBER
This is no simple Plunging. This 
requires...Hydraulics!

Beth and Carl back away from the Plumber who, with a  
flourish, whips a huge STETHOSCOPE from his bag and 
begins to listen at the walls, taping them with a tiny 
silver hammer and listening intently to the attendant 
echo. 

BETH
Where the bloody hell did you 
find him? 

CARL
He comes highly recommended. 

BETH
By who? 

CARL
Experts. 

Beth rolls her eyes. 
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CARL (CONT'D)
He’s cheap. 

PLUMBER
A-HAH!

The Plumber turns to them a look of excitement on his 
face. 

PLUMBER (CONT'D)
Show me...the tank. 

INT. MAJESTIC ATTIC - DAY16 16

Carl and Beth stand beside a vast WATER TANK. Carl 
peers nervously into the water, a single bubble breaks 
the surface with a pop, as Beth shines a torch into the 
murky darkness of the Attic. 

CARL
I don’t like leaving the desk 
this long. 

BETH
We’ve got three hundred rooms 
and eight guests. I think they 
can manage for half an hour. 

Carl peers back into the tank. 

CARL
I suppose you’re right. 

INT. RECEPTION DESK - CONTINUOUS17 17

A COACH REP stands at the desk, a clipboard in his 
hand, peering at a note scotch taped to the desk: ‘Back 
in Ten Minutes’. The Colonel, carrying a Shotgun in the 
crook of his arm, walks up to him. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
I say, you a Military man?

The Coach Reps eyes bulge at the sight of the shotgun. 

COACH REP
I...pardon?

The Colonel leans in, sucks a deep breath, and suddenly 
YELLS in the Coach Reps Ear. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
(Yelling)

ARE...YOU...A...MILITARY MAN?
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The Coach Rep clutches his clipboard to his chest with 
a squeak and collapses back against the Reception Desk. 
The Colonel tries a different tack.

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
DO...YOU...SPEAKEE...ENGLISH?

The Coach Rep stares up at the Colonel in horror. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
Hmmm, French. 

Something flutters high overhead. The Colonel suddenly 
spins, brings his shotgun up and aims it vaguely in the 
direction of the fluttering. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
(Hoarse Whisper)

Pigeons, very dangerous. Shush. 

The Colonel stalks across the lobby tracking the 
fluttering overhead with his shotgun. Seizing his 
chance the Coach Rep races towards the revolving doors 
that lead into the Majestic’s Lobby and throws himself 
through. 

EXT. MAJESTIC HOTEL - CONTINUOUS18 18

The Coach Rep burst out of the Hotel and races down the 
steps, yelling.  

COACH REP
Start the engine. Start the 
bloody engine!

The sound of a SHOTGUN BLAST echoes from the lobby and 
rolls down the steps after him. 

INT. MAJESTIC LOBBY - CONTINUOUS19 19

The Colonel looks up dust settling on his luxurious 
whiskers. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
Fore! 

Water spatters onto the Colonels face from a BURST PIPE 
overhead. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
Ah. 

INT. MAJESTIC ATTIC - CONTINUOUS20 20

Beth picks her way through the mounds of debris, her 
torch falling on a mass of trunks. 
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She edges closer as Carl peers down into the tank. He 
looks over his shoulder, but can’t see her. 

CARL
Beth...I’m getting a bit 
worried.

Beth opens a trunk and gasps as a treasure trove of 
stunning VICTORIAN DRESSES are revealed. She gently 
looks through them each one revealed as more beautiful 
than the last. She shines her torch up at the inside of 
the trunk lid. It reads: Ms. Theda Winstanley, The 
Majestic Hotel, Blackpool. 

Beth glances round and registers dozens of similar 
trunk all neatly packed away, hidden treasure troves 
containing lord alone knows what. 

Her torch probes the darkness and settles on the 
SCRAPBOOK with the ORNATE LEATHER COVER. She reaches 
down and opens it at random. She sees photographs of 
the couple whose portraits hang in the lobby; Max and 
Theda her Great-Great-Grandparents.

The photographs show them with an Indian Rajah flanked 
by tigers, a Monocled German Aristocrat dressed in an 
immaculate officers uniform, and finally with Queen 
Victoria herself. 

BETH
(To herself)

Oh my god. 

Carl peers down into the tank a worried look on his 
face. The water suddenly EXPLODES outward as the chubby 
shape of the plumber bursts from the dank depths of the 
tank complete with Swimming Goggles and a Snorkel. The 
Plumber spits his snorkel out and raises his arms high. 

PLUMBER
Quick. Nobody move. 

Elizabeth looks up. Carl freezes. 

PLUMBER (CONT'D)
Somewhere there’s a leak 
happening. 

INT. MAJESTIC LOBBY - LATER21 21

The bottom half of the plumber is all that’s visible at 
the top of a huge ladder. The rest of him is inside a 
huge hole in the ceiling dealing with the leak caused 
by the Colonel. 

Beth stands in the lobby next to the Colonel. She holds 
his shotgun. 
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BETH
Yes Colonel, I know they’re 
dangerous, but the Lobby isn’t 
the best place to hunt them. 

At the desk a defeated looking Carl is checking out a 
family of four remarkable for their lack of height and 
overabundance of girth.

FAT FATHER
50%? My lad I refuse to pay one 
single penny. 

FAT MOTHER
Tell him about the smell Arnold. 
The smell. 

FAT FATHER
Mother, please. 

(To Carl)
The plumbing in this 
establishment is sulfurous, sir. 
Simply sulfurous. 

Carl gazes at him, exhausted. 

CARL
Did the toilet laugh at you?

The Fat Mother leans forward. 

FAT MOTHER
It did.

(To Fat Father)
Tell him it did Arnold. 

FAT FATHER
Mother, please. 

(To Carl)
Not one single penny, sir. Not 
one. 

Carol looks over at Beth as he solemnly tears the bill 
up. 

INT. CARL AND BETH’S ROOMS - NIGHT22 22

Carl sits in a rocking chair, rocking back and forth in 
time with his mood. He holds the PLUMBERS BILL in his 
hand a look of shock on his face.

CARL
I thought he was cheap?

Beth lays in bed the scrapbook from the attic open in 
front of her and absently sings along, beautifully, 
with another scratchy Victorian song playing on her 
record player. 
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Carl looks over at her his hand massaging his brow. 

CARL (CONT'D)
How do we pay this? 

Beth looks up at him. 

BETH
Carl, you really should look at 
this, it’s incredible. Here’s a 
picture of Theda with Harry 
Houdini. It says ‘Dear Harry and 
I drank too much Champagne, and 
were locked out. Harry picked 
the lock in a jiffy, but let us 
into the wrong room. The 
Ambassadors wife was not 
pleased. Nor was Max.’ Isn’t 
that wonderful?

CARL
You’re not even listening to me, 
are you? We’re in trouble, Beth. 
Serious trouble. This place is 
falling apart. 

Beth turns the pages, ignoring him. 

BETH
And here’s one of Max with Henry 
Irving. Theda writes ‘Henry’s 
eye for the ladies was as --

Carl crosses to the bed and waves the plumbers bill in 
front of her face. 

CARL
You don’t understand.

Beth slams the scrapbook shut. 

BETH 
What exactly do you want me to 
do? Sell everything off

Beth jumps to her feet and jabs her finger in Carl’s 
chest. 

BETH (CONT'D)
This Hotel is my family history. 
It’s who we are. Who I am. 

Carl looks deep into her eyes. 

CARL
I love you, but I can’t take 
much more of this. 
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He grabs a blanket from the bed and turns to walk out 
of the room. 

BETH
Carl, where are you going? 

CARL
I’ve a feeling I’ll find a spare 
bed somewhere.

He slams the door behind him. The record jumps. Beth 
slumps back onto the bed and looks after him, tears 
welling in her eyes. Her hands caress the scrapbook and 
she opens it and gazes down at images of the Hotels 
glamorous past. 

BETH
You don’t understand. 

INT. MAJESTIC BALLROOM - NIGHT23 23

Carl stands in the middle of the vast ballroom his 
blanket wrapped round him. Huge windows set in the 
ceiling bathe the room in scattered moonlight. The 
shadows hide the shabbiness of the room and as Carl 
wanders across the ballroom it almost seems opulent. 

He closes his eyes and faint music rises. He opens them 
only in his imagination as, like a ghost, Elizabeth 
dances into view dressed in a glorious ball gown. 

He smiles as she opens her mouth and begins to sing her 
voice rising in sweetness and purity, filling the 
imaginary ballroom of his mind with wondrous music. 

As Carl watches he sees himself appear next to 
Elizabeth and take her in his arms. The music rises, 
lush and orchestral, as they dance moving effortlessly 
across the huge space filling it with motion and 
wonder. 

Carl smiles and opens his eyes. 

The moonlit ballroom is empty. Carl shivers and hugs 
his blanket tight. He takes a step...and recoils. He 
looks down at a puddle of greenish water on the floor. 

Inside his blanket, Carl’s shoulders slump. 

INT. CARL AND BETH’S ROOMS - NIGHT24 24

Beth lays in bed, asleep. The scrapbook cradled in her 
arms. A single drop of greenish water lands on her 
face. 

She stirs, but doesn’t wake. 
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Another drop plops onto her face. She screws her eyes 
up and brushes at it. A final drop plops onto her face. 
Beth opens her eyes and looks up. 

The ceiling above her bulges outward like an overfilled 
water balloon drops of greenish water rolling down it’s 
surface. 

Beth opens her mouth to yell...and the ceiling 
explodes, water cascading out. In a reflex Beth yanks 
the Scrapbook in front of her to block the water. 

A second passes...

Nothing.

Beth peeks out from under the Scrapbook and gasps. 

BETH
That’s not right. 

Above her the green glowing water swirls in on itself, 
twisting and boiling as it folds over itself again and 
again. As Beth watches a face begins to emerge from the 
green glowing depths of the water. Beth looks on in 
stunned surprise as high above her Great-Great-Great-
Grandfather’s face slowly swims into being. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Max..?

The hovering face above her coughs, spraying her with 
water, clears it’s watery throat and opens its mouth to 
speak. The voice seems to echo not from the face above 
her, but from the countless metallic pipes buried deep 
within the walls around her. 

MAX
Well, what on Earth have you 
done to my Hotel?

Beth screams and scrabbles to throw herself off the 
bed. The watery disembodied head turns and follows her 
with it’s gaze as she reaches the door, grabs the 
handles and tries to rip it open.

It won’t budge. 

BETH
CARL! CARL!

MAX 
Oh do please stop this 
foolishness and come here. Silly 
girl.  
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A tendril of water lances out, bounces off the door in 
front of Beth, and blast her back across the room onto 
the bed she just came from. She looks up at Max’s  
floating head.

She screams again. 

Max blinks. A bucketful of water tumbles from his eye 
and splashes directly into Beth’s face, which shuts her 
up. Sputtering she looks up at Max. 

MAX (CONT'D)
Good. Now, this isn’t easy my 
dear so please, don’t waste my 
time. I’m extremely busy. Now, 
have I got your attention?

Beth nods. 

MAX (CONT'D)
Excellent. So, for the second 
and last time, what exactly have 
you done to my beautiful Hotel? 

BETH
(Stammering)

Nothing.

The head looms, anger flashing deep in it’s eyes. 

MAX
Nothing. NOTHING! You’ve bally 
well run it into the ground is 
what you’ve done. Your Father 
was no genius, heavens no, but 
he at least managed to keep the 
plumbing in order. Unlike you!

BETH
Hey...

MAX
QUIET! I’ve watched you and that 
drone you married, and I must 
say it’s embarrassing. I’m dead 
and I run a better hotel than 
you seem capable of doing alive. 

BETH
We’re doing our best. 

The watery head shakes itself in dismissal ignoring 
her. 
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MAX
Thirty years turning the place 
into the jewel of Europe and 
just when we get it spot 
on...then a hundred years 
watching it get slowly run into 
the ground by a procession of 
increasingly less capable 
trained monkeys. 

Beth struggles to her feet and jabs a finger into Max’s 
watery face.

BETH
You think it’s easy running this 
sodding great White Elephant?

MAX
Mr. Darwin has some remarkable 
ideas about the inherent 
potential of monkeys, which I, 
sadly, fail to share. But if 
this is the material I’m 
given...so be it!

Max’s lips part round Beth’s outstretched hand. He 
sucks and Beth finds her jabbing finger sucked upwards 
into MAx’s face, which begins to swirl again, breaking 
down into a whirlpool that swiftly engulfs her hand. In 
seconds Beth finds herself a the centre of a green-
glowing whirlpool, which sucks her up off the bed and 
draws her into itself as she yells. 

With a wet sucking POP, Beth is sucked off the bed into 
the whirlpool, which collapses back in on itself and 
shoots back up into the ceiling. 

INT. THE MAJESTC’S PIPES - CONTINUOUS25 25

Impossibly compressed Beth finds herself sucked through 
the twisting maze of pipes that make up the innards of 
The Majestic. She yells as the green glowing water 
forces her faster and faster through the dizzying 
twists and turns of the pipes.  

INT. MAJESTIC BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS26 26

Carl starts awake as he hears the muffled groaning of 
something rushing through the pipes. He races across 
the ballroom to a wall as Beth’s muffled yells sound 
from down near the floor and shoot up the wall from 
inside as she follows the unseen contours of the pipe 
work buried deep in the walls. 

Carl’s mouth falls open as green glowing water spurts 
out of the walls as Beth passes deep behind and begins 
to trickle down the plasterwork. 
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INT. GHOST HOTEL/PIPEWORK - NO TIME27 27

Beth races through all encompassing green water, 
suffused with dazzling lights, as far ahead one light - 
white, not green - grows. The white light gets larger 
with dizzying speed as she races towards it. She opens 
her mouth to yell as the white light fills the entire 
world...

INT. GHOST HOTEL/BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS28 28

...with a huge explosion of green glowing water Beth 
pops out of a HUGELY ORNATE VICTORIAN TOILET. Hands 
shoot out and grab her, hauling her out of the toilet 
and onto cool tile. Her eyes squeezed shut, Beth pants 
with exhausting her forehead pressed to the intricately 
patterned ceramic tile on the floor. 

MAX
IT WORKED!

Beth opens her eyes. In front of her the outrageous 
figure of Max, Ghost, Hotelier and now penetrator of 
the veil between life and death, dances round the room. 
He wears a ridiculously overtailored parody of a 
Victorian gentlemans suit, his eyes deeply hollowed and 
his skin shades of blue and green. He is clearly dead, 
clearly a ghost, and clearly a riot of overdressed 
Victoriana.

MAX (CONT'D)
A hundred years of scraping away 
at the boundaries and finally 
we’re through. I told you, I 
said, didn’t I say? 

Beth becomes aware of two bony hands holding her 
shoulders. She looks up and screams in shock as a 
bizarre grinning face wearing a Monocle and the most 
outrageously over waxed Mustache imaginable, looms. 

She scrabbles back, pushing herself away from the 
Monocled over-waxed moustache in front of her. As she 
does the figure stumbles backwards, trips on the toilet 
and falls to the ground. 

The impact knocks his head loose and Beth watches in 
stunned shock as his head tumbles from his shoulders, 
attached only by the ever extending concertina of his 
neck, which unravels like a fleshy slinky. 

ARCHEDUKE WESIMULLLER
(Heavily German 
accent)

SCHIESSE! I’m loose again. Grab 
me, before I roll away!
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Max looks down as the Archeduke’s head rolls across the 
floor at the end of the ever-expanding slinky that is 
his neck. 

Max sticks out a foot and hooks the Archduke’s head 
towards him.

MAX
Johan, I do wish you’d stop 
pining for your lost love. After 
six thousand unsuccessful 
suicides and one notable success 
your neck really isn’t what it 
once was. 

Beth watches, her mouth wide, as Max dribbles the 
Archeduke’s head from foot to foot, flicks it into the 
air and, with a tap from a pointed boot, chips it 
through the air where it lands neatly in the arms of 
the Archduke’s body.

ARCHEDUKE WEISMULLLER  
I shall be reunited with her.  

The shock is too much for her and Beth’s eyes roll up 
in her head as she faints dead away. 

INT. GHOST HOTEL/BEDROOM - NIGHT29 29

Beth opens her eyes and looks up at the ceiling above 
her. It looks similar to the ceiling of her bedroom, 
but strangely over-decorated as if she were in the same 
room, but one re-created from a faulty memory.

She blinks, sits up and swiftly wishes she hadn’t. The 
room around her could once have been identical to her 
own bedroom back when it was first built back in it’s 
Victorian heyday, but now looks as if it’s been 
constantly re-imagined by Salvador Dali, Francis Bacon 
and Hieronymous Bosch on a really heavy acid trip. 

Cornice’s undulate across the ceiling, bulging and 
wrapping round one another, gargoyles hang from the 
corners of the room. The wallpaper is some kind of 
hologramatic flock monstrosity that changes as Beth 
looks at it. Tiny figures hidden deep in the paper’s 
design wave at her and pull faces as she stares at 
them. 

Beth blink and looks away. 

BETH
Oh god, I think I’m going to be 
sick. 

A tiny voice rings out. 
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TINY VOICE
Watch it, darlin’. If you’re 
gonna spew, aim yer spigot to 
the left. 

Beth opens her eyes and looks right. She see’s an 
overly ornate BEDPAN cast into the shape of a fat 
cherub’s head sat on a desk so over-festooned with 
intricate carving that it looks as if it might collapse 
at any minute. 

TINY VOICE (CONT'D)
LEFT. Bloody nora, don’t you 
know yer left from yer soddin’ 
right? Christ, the living are as 
daft as the Guv’nor reckons. 

Beth stares at the bedpan. She blinks. 

BETH
Er...sorry. I didn’t -

The tiny voice cuts her off. 

TINY VOICE
What are you, daft? That’s a 
flippin’ bedpan. Up ‘ere.

Beth looks up and sees a large MIRROR on the wall. By 
the standards of the decor it’s plain. A simple if 
grubby gold frame encloses a tarnished silver mirror. A 
face in a cap leers out of the mirror at her. 

MIRROR
Cor, you ain’t much to look at 
are ya? 

BETH
Aren’t you supposed to tell me 
I’m the fairest one of all or 
something. 

MIRROR
Don’t believe everything you 
read, love. Them Grims Brothers 
was full of it. 

BETH
Where am I? 

MIRROR
In bed. 

She shoots him a withering look. 

BETH
I can see that. What bed, where? 
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MIRROR
Max’s a course. 

Beth narrows her eyes. 

BETH
Then I’m in the Hotel. I’m still 
in the Majestic?

A voice answers from behind her. 

MAX
Yes and no. 

Beth spins and see’s Max stood in the doorway. 

BETH
I want to know exactly what’s 
going on.

MIRROR
You’ll ‘ave to go slow, Guv. 
This one ain’t the sharpest.

Max steps into the room as Beth turns to the Mirror, 
angry. 

BETH
I hope you crack!

The Mirror recoils, hurt. 

MAX
Elizabeth...you’re an abysmal 
Hotelier. 

Beth sags. 

BETH
I know. 

MAX
I, however, dead or alive am a 
genius Hotelier. If you listen 
to me and take my advice 
together we can resurrect the 
Majestic - my Hotel - and 
restore it to it’s former glory. 

Beth looks up at him. 

BETH
How?

INT. CARL AND BETH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT30 30

Carl stands in the middle of the bedroom looking up at 
the smashed ceiling above the bed, scratching his head. 
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A groaning sound echoes from behind the walls and Carl 
steps back. 

CARL
Not this again.

He follows the rising moaning sound with his eyes as it 
rises from a corner of the room the walls bulging out 
like skin as something large passes behind them. 

He watches dumbstruck as spurts of GREEN WATER squirt 
from the overstretched wall as the moaning lump races 
across the ceiling, making it bow out as it does. 

Carl watches as the lump races across the huge hole in 
the ceiling. He sees that the bulge isn’t simply 
something behind the walls exactly, but something huge 
being shoved through the pipes, which twist and squeal 
as the lump races through them, over the dividing wall 
and into the room beyond. 

Carl jumps for the bathroom door, his hand closing on 
the handle just as a blast of GREEN LIGHT explodes 
inside the room, visible round the edges of the door. 
Followed by a loud we ‘POP’ and a huge splash.

Carl rips the bathroom door open...

INT. CARL AND BETH’S BATHROOM/BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS31 31

...just as a mini-tidal wave cascades across the 
bathroom and crashes into him, sweeping him back into 
the bedroom and onto the bed.

The water subsides and, after a long moment, Carl 
manages to raise his head. HE peers through the open 
bathroom door.

Beth, soaked to the skin, sits in the middle of the 
bathroom floor her legs splayed out on either side of 
her staring back at him. 

She has a huge grin on her face.

BETH
I have the most amazing plan.

INT. MAJESTIC ATTIC - NIGHT32 32

Beth plunges into the darkness a torch lighting her way 
as Carl stumbles in her wake, tripping over boxes and 
falling into long forgotten piles of rags. 

CARL
Ghosts?
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Beth finds what she’s looking for - the trunks full of 
Theda’s Victorian clothes - and begins to pull them 
towards the doorway to the attic. 

BETH
In three weeks the Hotel has 
it’s hundred and fiftieth 
birthday. 

CARL
But...ghosts?

Beth rips open the lid of the trunk and begins rooting 
through the contents. She pauses and grabs a dress, 
pulls it out and holds it up against herself. 

BETH
What do you reckon? 

CARL
Explain to me again about the 
Ghosts. 

Beth walks over to him the beautiful fragile dress 
still held against her. 

BETH
We mount a Victorian party in 
the ballroom. Dress is up so it 
looks incredible with all the 
old decorations, clothes, and 
razzmatazz hidden away in these 
boxes. 

She twirls round him, spinning with surprising grace. 
He watches her dance, the dress held against her 
reminding him of his vision of her dancing in the 
ballroom. 

CARL
You look beautiful. 

She dances up to him and takes his hands. Together they 
twirl away into the gloom, dancing together. 

BETH
We invite everyone we can think 
of - journalists, gentry, 
politicians the Rotary Club the 
WI - anyone and everyone. 

CARL
A grand celebration of the 
Hotel’s History. That kind of 
thing. 

BETH
Exactly. And then at the last 
second... 
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Carl looks incredibly skeptical. 

CARL
Ghosts?

He breaks their embrace and sits on a box, looking up 
at her. 

CARL (CONT'D)
Do you remember how we met? 

BETH
The publicity will be 
incredible. 

Beth holds the dress to her and dances with it. 

CARL
You were singing and I couldn’t 
take my eyes of you. Seeing you 
on stage, the centre of 
everything...

Beth crosses to him. 

BETH
We’ll have more bookings than we 
can handle. Imagine it, a 
genuine Ghost Hotel. 

Carl reaches out and touches her face. 

CARL
You really believe in this?

BETH
It’ll work. 

CARL
And if it doesn’t promise me 
you’ll finally let go of this 
place.

BETH
It will work. 

Carl looks at her - her eyes shine, her cheeks are 
flushed with excitement, she looks wonderfully alive. 
His eyes are as bittersweet as his smile. 

CARL 
Ok...I’ll help put you centre 
stage one last time.  

He kisses her, but neither of them notice GLOWING GREEN 
WATER begin to bubble up in the vast Hotel water tank 
behind them. 
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INT. GHOST HOTEL/ARCHDUKES BATHROOM - DAY33 33

The Archduke stands in the toilet bowl, GREEN GLOWING 
WATER pooled around his feet. His head is held securely 
in place by a scarf that forces his neck into 
concertina like rolls. He gazes at a LOCKET in his 
hand, in which is a picture of the same FACELESS WOMAN 
as on the wall of his room. 

Max stands next to him the chain in his hands. 

MAX
Ready? 

The Archduke looks up at him. 

ARCHEDUKE WEISMULLLER
I must find her. 

MAX
One...two...THREE

Max yanks the chain and the GREEN GLOWING WATER swirls 
round the Archdukes ankles. The vortex suddenly reaches 
up and engulfs the Archduke, sucking him down into the 
toilet with a wet SLURP. 

Max blinks and looks over as a huge GROAN echoes 
through the room from the pipes behind the walls. Max 
scrabbles across the room and pulls the screen aside 
that hides the worn patch. He settles his eye against 
the worn patch and peers through as the huge GROAN 
echoes away down the pipes.

He sees...

INT. THE COLONELS BATHROOM - NIGHT34 34

The Colonel sits on the toilet humming LAND OF HOPE AND 
GLORY under his breath as he flicks through a copy of 
QUEEN AND COUNTRY. 

His humming turns to singing as he flips through the 
pages, the rising sound making him oblivious to sound 
of GROANING and CLANKING as something rushes through 
the pipes. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE 
(Singing)

Land of Hope and Glory dripping 
mounds of gore and medals on 
your door and whiskers on your 
chin. 
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INT. MAJESTIC PIPES - CONTINUOUS35 35

Something races through the pipes, dodging round 
corners and heading towards the rising sound of the 
Colonel’s lusty singing. 

INT. TOILET - CONTINUOUS36 36

The Colonels voice rises as his rambling version of 
Land of Hope and Glory reaches it’s climax. His singing 
almost, but not quite, drowns out the RUMBLING GROAN of 
something rocketing along the pipes.

Above him, unnoticed, the GREEN DAMP PATCH on the 
ceiling bulges out, the steady drip increases in 
frequency. 

INT. MAJESTIC PIPES - CONTINUOUS37 37

Whatever rockets towards the Colonel along hidden inner 
pipe work of the Hotel draws closer, the Colonels voice  
reverberating as if in the next room along the pipes. 

The pipes dip down...twist round on themselves with 
sickening speed...above a dim WHITE LIGHT is just 
visible. 

The WHITE LIGHT expands into a circle that fills the 
sky above...

INT. TOILET - CONTINUOUS38 38

Sat on the throne The Colonel, his arms wide, his 
mustache bristling, throws his arms wide as he reaches 
the final huge note of his improvised version of Land 
of Hope and Glory.

The very moment he reaches the high point...

POP!

Glowing Green Water EXPLODES out of the toilet beneath 
him blowing him off the throne and hurling him through 
the air. 

The Colonels face looms large, his eyes crossed, his 
cheeks bulging, veins standing out on his red-face as 
he flies through the air. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE
(Booming)

Bloody SCHIESSE!

Glowing GREEN WATER fountains out of the toilet in a 
great waterfall that hits the ceiling, then finally 
cuts off dead.
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Silence.

The moment stretches.

The Colonel suddenly sits up, ram-rod straight. He 
blinks a few times, his hand fumbling on the floor 
beside him. His fingers find something. He lifts it up 
to his face - his READING GLASSES. The Colonel regards 
them dumbly for a second then takes them in both hands 
and snaps them in two. He takes one of the lenses and 
screws it into his eye like a makeshift monocle. 

Slowly he climbs to his feet. He stumbles and wobbles, 
collapsing in a pile on the floor. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE (CONT'D)
Scweinhunt!

The Colonel fumbles with his arms and legs trying to 
get them all moving in the right direction, but it’s a 
herky-jerky shambling walk he finally manages to 
achieve - almost as if he were trying to remember how 
al the pieces worked. 

The Colonel stumbles over to the huge gravity defying 
puddle and collapses against the wall, his hands 
slapping either side of the puddle, his face suspended 
a few inches from it’s surface. 

Max’s face suddenly appears on the otherside. Max holds 
up a piece of paper on which is written -- ‘DID IT 
WORK?’

The Colonel nods his head, YES. 

Max throws his arms over his head and dances round the 
Ghostly Bathroom visible through the puddle as in the 
living Majestic the Colonel slowly begins to sink down 
the wall. 

MAx re-appears, hurriedly writing another message -- 
‘ARE YOU IN CONTROL’. 

ARCHEDUKE/COLONEL
He is unconscious. 

Max nods. 

INT. GHOST HOTEL/BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS39 39

Max peers through a WORN PATCH on the wall, the 
Colonels face just visible on the other side. 

MAX
Exceptional, Sir. Truly 
glorious. 
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Through the worn patch Max watches as the Archduke, now 
squatting in the Colonels body, slams his hand into his 
forehead in a badly misjudged attempt at a salute. The 
Archduke topples over backwards collapsing out of 
sight. 

MAX (CONT'D)
Keep it up, Sir. I imagine it’s 
somewhat like riding a bicycle.

MAx cups his hands round his mouth band leans as close 
as he can to the worn patch. 

MAX (CONT'D)
(Shouting)

You never loose the knack!

A woman’s voice yells from outside the door.

THEDA
MAX. I simply cannot take this 
dreadful monotony one more 
second. How DARE you leave me on 
reception. MAX!

Max’s face distorts with fear and he hurriedly moves an 
overly BAROQUE SHOWER SCREEN in front of the worn 
patch, hiding it. 

He turns to face the door slipping his hands behind his 
back in a picture of innocence just as it flies open 
revealing...

Theda WINSTANLEY, his beloved long-suffering wife of 
thirty two years living, one hundred and eighteen dead. 
Theda sweeps into the room she is small, dark-haired, 
and quite lovely despite the green tinge to her skin 
and tendency towards rot at the ages. She takes centre 
stage in the middle of the bathroom floor, sweeps her 
hand to her brow radiating the poise and charisma of 
someone used to being centre stage, and declares. 

THEDA (CONT'D)
Reception have mixed up their 
arms again and its chaos down 
there. I told you not to put 
skeletons on the front desk, 
they simply aren’t flexible 
enough!

Max darts forward as, with a great flourish, she 
collapses into his waiting arms. 

MAX
Darling, don’t exert yourself. 

He gently lowers her to the floor. 
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THEDA
Maximillian...I cannot stand 
this infernal purgatory for one 
more day. 

Max smiles down at her. Love suffusing his deathly pale 
complexions with a slightly sickly blue glow. 

MAX
One day is all you must endure, 
beloved. 

Theda’s face screws up with frustration, any hint of 
faintness evaporating, and she slams her hands onto the 
floor. 

THEDA
So far, Max, that ‘one day’ I 
agreed to has lasted one hundred 
and eighteen years with no end 
in sight. 

MAX
One hundred and eighteen 
glorious years, my love.  

Max tries to kiss her cheek, but she shoves him away 
and clambers to her feet with significantly less grace 
than she displayed when she swooned. She puts her hands 
on her hips and glares down at him. 

THEDA
Bugger that!

Max rolls his eyes and stands up, straightening his 
immaculate waistcoat as he does. 

MAX
Swearing is not becoming in a 
host. 

Max marches out of the bathroom, Theda following close 
behind. 

INT. THE ARCHDUKES ROOMS - CONTINUOUS40 40

Max sweeps imperiously through the Archdukes living 
quarters a riot of over-cooked turn of the century 
Germanic decoration, one wall dominated by a HUGE 
PORTRAIT of a young woman, the face completely blank. 

THEDA
Don’t you walk away from me! 

MAx heads out into the corridor beyond a professional 
smile automatically appearing on his face. Theda eyes 
the blank face portrait for a moment and then hurries 
on into the corridor after Max. 
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INT. GHOST HOTEL CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS41 41

He waits in the corridor and locks the door behind her 
pocketing the key as she continues to talk to him. 

THEDA
I did not anticipate this 
lunatic asylum when we married. 

Max rattles the doorknob to make sure the room is 
securely locked then turns and heads down the corridor 
towards the BRASS DOORS of the elevator just visible at 
the end of the corridor. 

MAX
(Hoarse Whisper)

Please keep you voice down, the 
guests. 

THEDA
Sod the guests!

A squat powerful looking figure bound round the neck, 
wrists and feet with thick chains, comes hopping down 
the corridor towards them his blue oxygen starved skin 
standing out against the riotous colour scheme of the 
flock wallpaper. Max bows slightly as he passes the 
figure. 

MAX
Good evening Mr. Houdini.

The bound figure winks at Theda as she stumps past, 
face like thunder. 

THEDA
When will you understand that 
they are not our guest. They are 
trapped here just like us. All 
bloody Harry does all day is hop 
around looking for a non-
existent key. 

They arrive at the immaculate brass elevator doors. Max 
hits the CALL button and picks up a BUCKET FILLED WITH 
SAND that sit’s discretely by the doors. 

MAX
Such...theatrical language may 
have been acceptable backstage 
at the Lyceum, but I do wish 
you’d modify your tone here in 
the Hotel.

The doors ping open as Theda throws her arms wide. 
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THEDA
People, living people, holiday 
at Hotels, Max. They don’t get 
consigned to them.

Max sweeps inside past a squat CHARRED FIGURE who 
stands in a burnt uniform smoke rising from his 
blackened skin. 

MAX
(To lift operator)

Lobby please Urquhart. 

INT. GHOST ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS42 42

Theda stumps in after Max, the doors smoothly closing 
behind her. 

MAX
Mr. Houdini is a perfectly 
wonderful guest. Quiet, 
unobtrusive -- 

THEDA
Dead. 

MAX
Aren’t we all?

The Elevator jerks into motion. The blackened and 
charred figure of the elevator operator inserts a 
cigarette into the corner of his mouth and looks up at 
Theda. 

URQUHART
Got a light, ducks? 

MAX
(To Urquhart)

Urquhart, what have I told you 
about smoking on duty? 

Urquhart gazes at Max and blinks, wisps of smoke gently 
rising from his head. Theda suddenly shoves her face 
into Urquhart’s and yells --

THEDA
BOO!

The tiny blackened stump of a man suddenly BURSTS INTO 
FLAME! Max sighs and dumps the BUCKET OF SAND onto 
Urquhart dousing him. 

MAX
Must you always do that? 

THEDA
He likes it. 
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Urquhart grins as he lights his cigarette from a tiny 
flame on his sleeve. 

URQUHART
Ta ducks. 

MAX
You shouldn’t encourage him. 
Smoking is a filthy habit. 

THEDA
But that’s exactly my point, 
Max. Everything here is just 
habit. Harry searches for his 
key, which he never finds in the 
hope that once free he’ll be 
able to contact his wife as he 
promised her on his deathbed. 

The elevator PINGS at is reaches it’s destination. The 
doors open and Max steps out. 

INT. GHOST HOTEL LOBBY - CONTINUOUS43 43

He hands the empty bucket to a waiting Zombie who takes 
it and heads into the elevator with a DUSTPAN AND BRUSH 
to begin sweeping it up. 

THEDA 
Urquhart bursts into flames. You 
put him out. The Errol sweeps it 
up and leaves it by the door for 
you to pick up. Over and over 
the same dull, unchanging 
monotony.

Max marches on into the lobby oblivious to Theda’s 
rising voice. Which carries on getting louder and 
louder as they pass through the crowded lobby, which is 
dominated by the huge sweep of the marble staircase at 
one end, the vast intricate chandelier overhead, the 
shinning wooden reception desk manned with a dozen 
skeletons, and the huge slowly revolving entry doors. 

THEDA (CONT'D)
Over and over and over and over. 
Until I think I shall become 
quite hysterical.

Max flinches as her voice rises, smiling at passing 
guests each one showing the effects of whatever 
horrible event put and end to his or her life -- a man 
with an axe in his head glides by a woman with a huge 
hole in her chest on his arm, they both frown at Theda. 
The woman holds a very worn copy of THE HANDBOOK FOR 
THE RECENTLY DECEASED. 
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MAX
Theda, please. The guests are 
staring. 

Theda stops dead in the middle of the lobby, puts her 
clenched hands to her temples and SCREAMS at him. 

THEDA
MAX! I swear on the ghost of 
Henry Irving that if you do not 
do something I will PASS OVER 
WITHOUT YOU. I SWEAR I’LL GO 
THROUGH WITH IT THIS TIME. I’LL 
LEAVE YOU HERE AND MOVE ON 
WITHOUT YOU. 

The whole lobby freezes. 

The assembled ghosts all slowly turn to face a tall 
slim figure who steps out of the shadows by the 
fireplace -- the ghost of the legendary Victorian 
Theatre actor Sir Henry Irving. 

The tall figure pauses for dramatic effect...but then 
he would, wouldn’t he. 

Max smiles, nervously at him. 

GHOST OF HENRY IRVING
Good sir...I fear...

Irving pauses his face crumpling with emotion, pathos 
fights bathos, the emotions that play across the great 
actors face, a masterclass in performance. 

The assembled lobby of Ghosts - now an audience welded 
into a singular perception by the masters exquisite use 
of tension - tremble as he reaches out his hand towards 
Max, every fibre of his being imploring. 

The lobby gasps as one. 

GHOST OF HENRY IRVING (CONT'D)
(Stage whisper)

She means it. 

Irving allows his outstretched fingers to crumple in on 
themselves, crushing the emotion into a tiny ball. The 
lobby explodes with applause. In the elevator Urquhart 
bursts into flame. Calls of BRAVO echo. The great actor 
bows as a bouquet of flowers lands at Sir Henry’s feet. 

Max glares at Theda, furious. She meets his glare, her 
eyes hard.

Copyright © Jon Hayes 37.

jon@strangeradio.co.uk

CONTINUED:43 43



INT. GHOST HOTEL OFFICE - DAY44 44

Max stands in the office gazing out at the baroque 
lunacy that is the hotel in full swing. 

MAX
I have never cared for your 
Music Hall acquaintances, living 
or otherwise, far 
too...theatrical. 

Theda’s splutters.

THEDA
Music Hall! You stuffed shirt. 
Sir Henry Irving was, is, ever 
shall be a genius of the stage!

Max continues gazing out at the Lobby, which runs like 
clockwork. 

MAX
I recall you once referred to 
him, a Knight of the Realm, as 
‘Perving Irving’.

Theda’s complexion darkens - her green tinged skin 
almost looks healthy - but with a vast effort of will 
she manages to control herself. She crosses to Max and 
looks into his eyes, takes a deep breath 
and...implores.

THEDA
(Gently)

Max, please listen. 

She gesture out at the lobby as Ghosts glide past.

THEDA (CONT'D)
What more can you accomplish 
here? 

Max looks out over his kingdom. 

MAX 
Backbone, a firm belief that the 
host knows better than the guest 
what will make the guest happy, 
these are the qualities that 
make a great Hotelier and a 
great Hotel. 
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Theda looks over and watches as, like clockwork, the 
ghosts move around the lobby carrying out their 
endlessly repeated identical actions: the skeletons 
behind the reception desk turn to answer questions of 
guests a beat before the undead guest speaks, chairs 
slip soundless into place beneath others as they sit, 
like a great clockwork ballet the swirl and turn of the 
guests and staff in the lobby is revealed as simple 
patterns...repeated over and over.

Max smiles and see’s perfection, Theda shudders and 
sees purgatory.

THEDA
But there’s no change here, no 
variation...no future.

Theda puts her hand on his arm.

MAX 
Three hundred rooms fully booked 
for one hundred and twenty two 
years. Every guests needs 
perfectly catered to.

Max looks into her face and smiles. 

MAX (CONT'D)
It is time to change. 

Theda looks up at him, shocked. He takes her hand in 
his, a light suddenly burning in his eyes.

THEDA
Do you really mean it? 

MAX 
I am a man of my word.

Max looks out at the lobby an almost religious light 
burning in his eyes. 

MAX (CONT'D)
We must have...variation.

Theda steps towards him, excited, hardly able to 
believe her ears. He turns to her. 

MAX (CONT'D)
For the first time in one 
hundred and twenty two years the  
Majestic Hotel - the afterlife’s 
foremost destination for the 
discerning deceased - will 
accept new bookings!

Theda’s smile freezes on her lips. 
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THEDA
WHAT!?

Max suddenly hugs her tight.

MAX
An innovation, my love, that I 
cannot, nay, will not discuss 
now. The first experiments have 
been a glorious success and I 
believe we may double, triple, 
perhaps even quadruple our 
capacity!

Max release her and steps back his arms spread wide, 
beaming. 

MAX (CONT'D)
We shall have change...just as 
you want. 

Theda slumps back - a chair zips across the room and 
catches her before she hits the ground - a hand held to 
her head. 

THEDA
I feel a migraine approach.

Max dashes past her to his desk and pulls out an 
IDENTICAL SCRAPBOOK to the one Beth has. He begins 
flipping it’s pages.

EXT. LIVING HOTEL - DAY45 45

The plucky little pigeon pulls itself through the air 
high above The battered Majestic. Far below the 
Seagulls circle unaware that high above the Pigeon has 
a new strategy.

Carefully the Pigeon lines itself up directly above the 
hole in the Hotel roof, just visible far below. With a  
few upward beats - the Pigeon equivalent of taking a 
deep breath - the Pigeon suddenly folds in it’s wings 
and aims itself at the hole far below.

ZOOM!

The Pigeon plummets out of the sky, its eyes narrowed, 
the worms whipping in the wind as it arrows directly 
for the flock of Seagulls massed unawares between it 
and the entrance to the Hotel.

Closer...

CLOSER....
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The Pigeon flashes through the massed rank of Seagulls 
who SQUARK, CAW and flap at each other in shocked 
confusion as the tiny dark shape of the fearless Pigeon 
bashes through their lines in a blizzard of chutzpa, 
speed and feathers.

The hole in the roof LOOMS...

INT. LIVING MAJESTIC ATTIC - CONTINUOUS46 46

The Pigeon ZOOMS through the hole and into the attic at 
fearsome speed with a herculean effort it tries to pull 
up before it slams into the floor, but it’s moving too 
fast. 

The Pigeon throws itself to one side -- the WATER TANK 
full of GREEN GLOWING WATER fills it’s vision  --

PLOP

INT. MAJESTIC WATERTANK/PIPES - CONTINUOUS47 47

The Pigeon dives through the GLOWING GREEN WATER is 
sucked through into the pipes below and finds itself 
zooming through the innards to the building.

A GREEN FLASH...POP!

INT. ARCHDUKES GHOSTLY BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS48 48

In burst of green water the Pigeon - worms still held 
defiantly in its beak - pops out of a toilet, zipping 
between the legs of a Ghost who stands in the toilet 
and almost colliding with Max who stands slightly to 
one side holding the chain.

The pigeon banks as the rough looking Ghost who wears a 
PINSTRIPPED SUIT, has a LARGE SCAR down one side of his 
face, and is riddled with BULLET HOLES - spits out the 
cigar he’s chomping and aims a TOMMY GUN at the Pigeon. 

He pulls the trigger and yells...

SCARFACE
(Mimicking Tommy 
Gun)

Nah-nah-nah-na-na.

Max falls to the ground his hands over his head as the 
Pigeon sweeps round the room, looking for away out. It 
spots the WORN PATCH on the wall, another bathroom just 
visible through it, and aims itself at the patch.
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SCARFACE (CONT'D)
(Yelling)

I’m top o’ the world, Ma. Nah-
nah-nah-na-na.

The Pigeon slams into the worn patch...

INT. THE COLONELS BATHROOM/LIVING HOTEL - CONTINUOUS49 49

...and pops through it into the Colonels bathroom. It 
zooms round the 90 degree drip - which is now a steady 
trickle - through the room beyond, and is gone. 

The Colonel walks into the bathroom and salutes himself 
in the mirror. He looks bizarre, half his face is the 
Colonel, the other half that of the Monocled Archduke.

Faintly the sound of a flushing toilet is heard. The 
pipes GROAN and GREEN WATER spurts out of the walls in 
the Colonel’s bathroom as something rockets through the 
pipes, the walls bulging out as it does. A faint voice 
can be heard yelling from deep inside the pipes. 

FAINT VOICE
(From pipes)

I’m on Top of the World, Ma.

INT. LOBBY - DAY50 50

The Pigeon, still holding the two worms in it’s beak, 
zooms out of a corridor, over the sagging twin 
staircase, and across the vast lobby towards the 
Chandelier. 

Scratchy Victorian music rises from below mixing with 
Beth’s voice as she sings. The Pigeon races towards the 
Chandelier, dodging multiple GREEN DRIPS that ooze from 
damp patches all across the ceiling as it goes. 

The tiny chirping heads of the baby pigeons - now 
noticeably, bigger, older and stronger - pop out of the 
nest, which can now barely contain them.

The Pigeon arrives, drops the two worms, then collapses 
into the nest. The toddler’s nuzzle up to him and he 
finally...relaxes. 

INT. RECEPTION DESK - CONTINUOUS51 51

Beth looks over, recoiling as a white streak of PIGEON 
POO splatters onto the desk. In front of her a a large 
NOTEBOOK and the SCRAPBOOK. She looks up at the 
Chandelier. 

BETH
Your days are numbered.
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She looks out into the lobby where Carl is engaged in 
mopping up the constant puddles of GREEN WATER. 

BETH (CONT'D)
(Calling to Carl)

Should I call the Plumber again?

Carl shakes his head. 

Beth shrugs and picks up the phone. She dials a number 
as she looks down at a series of Photographs of Max and 
Theda with a well-dressed, but hugely fat man. The 
caption reads: Dear Reggie, such a fool for actors.  

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. LORD BUXUMLEY-SMYTHE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS52 52

A frumpy middle-aged woman with a large hooked nose 
dressed in a twin-set, peers down her impressive 
proboscis at a ringing telephone on her desk. She 
sniffs, then answers.

TWIN-SET
Lord Buxumley-Smythe’s office. 

BETH
May I speak with Lord Buxumley-
Smythe’s Secretary please. 

TWIN-SET
This is Ms. Hatchett. 

BETH
Theodora Hatchett? 

MS. HATCHETT
To whom am I speaking?

BETH
This is Elizabeth Embling owner 
of the Majestic Hotel. We’re 
holding a small event next week 
to celebrate the hundred and 
fiftieth anniversary of the 
opening of the Hotel. Due to 
close links Lord Buxumley-
Smythe’s family have with the 
Hotel we’d like to invite him.

MS. HATCHETT
Good lord, one assumed the 
Majestic was derelict. I’m 
afraid there’s no question of 
Lord --

Beth cuts her off. 
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BETH
I realise it’s short notice, but 
perhaps you received my formal 
invitation? 

Ms. Hatchett’s draws herself to her full height, 
peering down her nose imperiously. 

MS. HATCHETT
Ms. Embling Lord Buxumely-Smythe 
is exceptionally busy and simply 
does not have the time to attend 
every event --

Beth cuts across her again. 

BETH
You really should open the 
invitation. 

Ms. Hatchett’s face darkens. 

MS. HATCHETT
Madam. You are extremely rude 
and impertinent. Lord Buxumley-
Smythe will NOT be attending. 

BETH
I think you’re mistaken. We’ll 
expect him at 8. Please don’t 
bother to RSVP. 

Ms. Hatchett’s mouth falls open at Beth’s presumption. 

MS. HATCHETT

How dare you...the answer is no. 
Absolutely no, definitely no and 
unequivocally no! Good day 
Madam.

Ms. Hatchett slams the phone down and dabs at her brow 
with a spotless handkerchief. A plummy voice echoes 
from another room. 

BUXUMLEY-SMYTHE
I say old hen, what’s the bally 
ruckus? 

The florid overfed face of Percy Buxumley-Smythe, 14th 
Lord of Blackpool, appears in the doorway. He’s the 
spitting image of the HUGELY FAT MAN in Beth’s 
scrapbook. 

MS. HATCHETT
Nothing at all, Percy-poo. You 
go back to your research. 

Percy grins and bounds off. 

Copyright © Jon Hayes 44.

jon@strangeradio.co.uk

CONTINUED:52 52

(CONTINUED)



LORD PERCY                     
Good show!

Ms. Hatchet’s hand trembles as she takes a fortifying 
sip of tea. Much restored Ms. Hatchett turns to the 
morning post. She picks up a large CREAM COLOURED 
ENVELOPE, slits it open with a knife. She pulls the 
contents out take sone look at them and SCREAMS.

INT. LORD PERCY’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS53 53

Lord Percy jumps at the sound of Ms. Hatchett’s scream, 
spilling tea all over his book. 

LORD PERCY
Dash it all!

He drops the book and dashes out. The book lays on the 
floor open to a set of Photographs that show dancing 
girls in various states of undress. 

LORD PERCY (CONT'D)
(Off Camera)

What’s all the bally hoo-hah?

INT. LIVING MAJESTIC OFFICE - DAY54 54

Beth grins, the phone held to her ear. 

BETH
Thank you so much for RSVP’ing 
on his behalf Ms. Hatchett. 
Goodbye.

She hangs up, giggling. Carl sits on the other side of 
the room looking at a large double spread of photo’s in 
Beth’s scrapbook. They show the elder Lord Buxumley-
Smythe in various states of undress with a parade of 
comely young theatrical women. 

CARL
I’m not sure how I feel about 
this. It is blackmail, sort of. 

Beth hops off her chair, smiling, and heads over to 
him. 

BETH
It’s not my fault if people hold 
onto the past too hard. 

She kisses Carl on the forehead and grabs the scrapbook 
from him. 

CARL
Yes, but...
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She cuts him off. 

BETH
Oh please stop worrying Carl. If 
Lord Percy shows up everyone 
who’s anyone will feel obliged 
to come. 

Beth hugs the scrapbook tight and starts to sing to 
herself as she pirouettes. Carl scratches his head. 

CARL
It just seems terribly 
manipulative.

Beth waves his objections away. 

BETH
You just wait till they see the 
real show.

Beth walks out into the lobby humming to herself. Carl 
follows. 

INT. LIVING MAJESTIC LOBBY - CONTINUOUS55 55

Beth leans against the desk and begins to pour through 
the scrapbook.

BETH
We won’t be able to make it 
perfect, but we should be able 
to just about pull the ballroom 
off. 

CARL
Listen, about the ‘real show’.

Beth looks up. 

BETH
Don’t worry about it.

Carl frowns.

CARL
I’m not worried, it’s just...

He trails off as a bizarre figure catches his eye 
across the lobby, The Colonel.

CARL (CONT'D)
Bloody hell. 
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The Colonel stumps across the lobby, half his face and 
body look like his old self, but the other half...he 
wears the lens from his broken reading glasses as a 
monocle, half his moustache is waxed into a vicious 
point, and half of him walks with a jerky gait as if he 
were trying to remember how his leg works. 

And he appears to be arguing with himself. 

CARL (CONT'D)
Do you think he’s had a stroke? 

(To The Colonel)
Colonel, are you alright?

Beth looks away as the Colonel looks overt replying in 
a bizarre mix of German and English accented words.  

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE/ARCHEDUKE
What ho...Jawhol! Quiet you 
blighter. I vill not be 
silenced, dumpkopf.

BETH
He’s fine. You know what he’s 
like it’s probably Malaria or 
shell-shock or something. Ignore 
him.

Carl walks towards the Colonel.

CARL
Colonel, you look a little...out 
of sorts. Are you sure 
everythings ok?

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE/ARCHEDUKE
Bloody Hun squatting in me 
cranium gettin’ uppity, what.

Carl has no idea how to respond to that. 

CARL
Oh...er, can I help in any way? 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE/ARCHEDUKE
(German Accent)

Ya, this dumpkopf claims that 
simpleton Franz Ferdinand 
started a World War. Absurd!

(English Accent)
Perfectly true. Shot by a 
midget. 

Beth rolls her eyes. 

BETH
(Stage Whisper)

He’s mad.
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CARL
That’s, erm...I don’t think it 
was a midget that assassinated 
Franz Ferdinand. 

Using the side of the body under his control, The 
Archduke waves a dismissive hand at Carl.

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE/ARCHEDUKE
(German Accent)

Enough lies, I wish to eat!

Carl watches open mouthed as The Colonel wheels and one 
side of his body, the Archduke’s, drags the other, The 
Colonel, into the restaurant. 

COLONEL MUYBRIDGE/ARCHEDUKE 
(CONT'D)

(English Accent)
No sausages! Bad experience with 
Warthog Bangers in Sumatra put 
me off for life... 

The bizarre composite figure disappears into the 
restaurant. Carl slowly turns to look at Beth. Beth 
shrugs.

BETH
Mad. 

Carl takes on step towards Beth, but jumps back out of 
the way as Sister Constance swaggers past, a Cigar 
clamped between her lips, and a scowl on her face. 
Sister Abigail rushes after her a worried look on her 
face. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Morning Sisters. 

SISTER CONSTANCE/SCARFACE
Top a the morning to ya 
dollface. 

Beth looks up, surprised. The other Nun smiles 
apologetically.  

SISTER ABIGAIL
Sister Constance isn’t feeling 
quite herself this morning.

SISTER CONSTANCE/SCARFACE
Stow it sister.

Carl and Beth watch as Sister Constance walks through 
the front doors. 
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EXT. LIVING MAJESTIC/FRONT DOORS - CONTINUOUS56 56

The second Sister Constance’s foot lands on the ground 
outside the Hotel she freezes. Her face contorts. 

INT. MAJESTIC LOBBY - CONTINUOUS57 57

Sister Mary Abigail is about to push the revolving door 
open when...

POP!

An explosion of GLOWING GREEN WATER splashes against 
the revolving door from outside. Sister Abigail 
recoils. 

SISTER ABIGAIL
Sister Constance?

Carl races across the lobby and through the doors and 
outside. He sees...

EXT. MAJESTIC HOTEL - CONTINUOUS58 58

Sister Constance laying on the floor soaked to the skin 
and looking completely dazed. 

SISTER CONSTANCE
Goodness, have I been 
sleepwalking?

CARL
Are you alright?

Sister Constance smiles up at him. 

SISTER CONSTANCE
Oh yes. My sleepwalking is quite 
the joke at the convent. 

Sister Abigail rushes down the steps to help Constance. 

SISTER ABIGAIL
Sister, praise be you’re awake. 
Your behaviour this time was 
terribly un-Christian. 

Sister Abigail helps Constance to her feet and together 
they head back inside the Hotel. 

SISTER CONSTANCE
I must say Abigail, have you 
ever really considered the 
attraction of criminality? It’s 
most liberating.
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Carl scratches his head and watches as Sister Abigail 
ushers Sister Constance back inside the Hotel. 

SISTER ABIGAIL
I think some prayer and another 
course of sleeping tablets is 
called for. 

INT. THE COLONELS BATHROOM - DAY59 59

With a CRACK part of the damp bulge in the ceiling 
falls away. A gout of GREEN GLOWING WATER explodes from 
the ceiling, plummets for the ground, turns ninety 
degree’s six feet from it and SPLASHES into the GRAVITY 
DEFYING PUDDLE that hangs on the far wall.

The puddle increases in size by a quarter and deep in 
it’s centre begins to slowly swirl a tiny vortex 
forming. 

The pressure released, the damp patch in the ceiling - 
now a jagged hole - trickles water at an increased 
rate, from multiple new streams.  

As the new streams all hit the gravity defying puddle 
the vortex begins to swirl faster.

INT. GHOST HOTEL/THEDA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT60 60

Theda lays in bed her arm across her forehead. Music 
plays from a vastly over-decorated gramophone. The 
mirror looks down at Theda with a worried expression on 
his face. 

MIRROR
Er...

THEDA
Shut up. 

MIRROR
Well, it’s just, I was finkin’, 
right an...

THEDA
I am depressed in the dark and 
plan to stay depressed in the 
dark until this damned Hotel 
collapses under the weight of 
itself. 

MIRROR
A change is as good as a rest, 
you need a break. 

Theda scowls at the mirror. The mirror grins at her.
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MIRROR (CONT'D)
A holiday.

THEDA
Who in the name of Sir Henry 
Irving am I supposed to go on 
Holiday you idiot?

The mirror shuffles inside it’s frame.

MIRROR
Well...

INT. GHOST HOTEL BALLROOM - NIGHT61 61

The ballroom is vast and so over decorated it appears 
like a parody of itself, as if someone had designed it 
from a faulty memory with the emphasis on chintz and 
velvet. If the room were a cake one look would be 
enough to cause terminal sugar poisoning. Max looks 
round the room, enraptured.

MAX
Wonderful.

He turns and faces his assembled desk staff - the 
skeletons - each of whom has an axe. Max sighs and 
nods.

The skeletons march up to the walls like extras from a 
Ray Harryhausen film, raise their axes, and bring them 
down, cutting deep into the walls. Ripping them open to 
expose the hidden, mysteries of the Hotel’s plumbing.

INT. LIVING HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT62 62

Carl slides a finger under the collar of his too-tight 
starched shirt. The lobby has been considerably tidied 
and is lit only with flickering GAS LAMPS. Carl is 
dressed as a VICTORIAN GENTLEMAN in a stiff looking 
suit, in which he fidgets constantly. 

The gaslight and candles cast most of the lobby in 
shadow and hide its excessive shabbiness. That combined 
with the obvious effort to tidy it cast makes the vast 
space feel more intimate, and eerily similar to the 
lobby of the Ghost Hotel.

Behind Max Beth pokes her head out of the ballroom 
doors. She looks incredible, very much like Theda in 
the photographs as she wears one of the ornate 
VICTORIAN DRESSES from the attic trunk and has styled 
her hair to match her Great-Great-Great-Grandmothers. 

BETH
Anything?
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Carl shakes his head. 

CARL
Nothing. 

Beth scurries up to him, chewing her thumbnail. She 
glances up at the clock high on the wall over the lobby 
desk. It reads SEVEN FORTY FIVE.

BETH
Where are they?

Carl shrugs. 

Beth scampers over to the revolving doors and peeks 
through them. HEADLIGHTS glint in the distance. She 
smiles. 

BETH (CONT'D)
I see them!

She turns and races back to the ballroom. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Thank god! Show them inside as 
soon as they get here. 

CARL
I think I can remember my lines, 
Mr. DeMille. 

Max walks over to the revolving doors. They spin and 
spit out a half dozen figures, the first being Lord 
Percy and Ms. Hatchett. 

LORD PERCY
Ye gods, what a gloomy place. 
Lets go back to the pub!

He turns to leave, but Ms. Hatchett grabs him and 
swings the slightly drunk aristocrat round till he once 
again faces towards Max. Without breaking his stride 
Lord PErcy stumps up to Max and shoots out his hand. 

LORD PERCY (CONT'D)
Percy Buxumley-Smythe. 

He looks round, suspicious.

LORD PERCY (CONT'D)
Funny sort of car-park. 
HATCHETT!

Ms. Hatchett materialises at his elbow as the small 
group of people who accompanied them snigger. 

MS. HATCHETT
We’re still inside, Percy. 
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LORD PERCY
But I left? I’m sure I did, I 
turned round, which normally 
reverses the rudder.  

Max seizes his chance.

MAX
Thank you for coming, your 
Lordship. 

LORD PERCY
Why? 

MAX
Er...I’m not sure I understand.

LORD PERCY
I go all over and no-one thanks 
me for that. Seem’s bloody 
suspicious that you’d get all 
excited by me coming here. 

(To Ms. Hatchett)
Where are we? 

MS. HATCHETT
The Hotel I told you about. The 
anniversary. 

LORD PERCY
Dash it all, sounds like a bally 
civic duty. Right. About face 
and back to the pub. 

MAX
There’s some refreshment inside, 
your lordship. 

Percy eyes him suspiciously. 

LORD PERCY
Port? 

MAX
Lots. 

Percy puffs his chest up and marches past Max, Ms. 
Hatchett and the sniggering men follow. 

LORD PERCY
Right, onwards then. Keep up 
chaps the story is wherever I am 
and I plan to be wherever 
there’s Port in the next three 
minutes. Chin chin. 

Percy, Max and the entourage sweep into the ballroom. 
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INT. GHOST HOTEL BALLROOM - NIGHT63 63

The skeletons step back from the walls. Max steps 
forward, rubbing his chin. The hotel pipes stretch 
upwards and outwards like veins. They writhe and 
undulate, moving over one another like snakes. GREEN 
GLOWING water drips from the joints and oozes between 
them like lubricant. 

Max reaches out a hand and touches one of the pipes. 
The pipe warps under his touch and he pushes a little 
harder. His finger slip into the pipe. A touch alarmed 
he pulls them out, GREEN GLOWING WATER covers them.

Max steps back and yells to his assembled skeletal desk 
team. 

MAX
Form a LINE.

The skeletons line up. Max looks down the perfectly 
straight line and nods, satisfied.  

MAX (CONT'D)
By the LEFT. At my order advance 
and insert.

Max eyes the skeletons who wait, poised. 

MAX (CONT'D)
ADVANCE!

The skeletons step forward as one, reach the wall and 
the mass of undulating pipes. Without pausing the 
skeletons thrust their faces into the pipes and, with a 
POPPING sound, their heads all disappear into the pipe-
work. 

Max steps forward and shoves his own head and arms into 
the pipes. The moment he enters the pipework himself a 
jolt of GREEN LIGHTENING flashes out along the pipes, 
rolling over all the inserted skeletons.

They jerk and spasm like frogs-legs attached to an 
electric current and MAx is the ultimate source of the 
Green Electricity. It arcs off him and energizes the 
assembled ghosts, binding them together like a huge 
supernatural battery. Max’s voice rings out from the 
pipes.

MAX (CONT'D)
Wait for it. WAIT FOR IT!
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INT. LIVING HOTEL BALLROOM - NIGHT64 64

Lord Percy barrels into the huge room where a couple of 
dozen assorted local dignitaries, journalists and well-
wishers are gathered. A banner hung from the ceiling 
reads,

ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY YEARS OF MAJESTY

The same GAS LIGHTS cast most of the ballroom in 
shadow, but what’s visible is pure Victorian; the 
wallpaper has been replaces, the ballroom floor 
polished and photographs culled from the scrapbooks 
have been blown up and arranged along the walls where 
tables groan with food and drink. 

The photographs show Max and Theda with an array of 
Victorian dignitaries; Sir Henry Irving, the Indian 
Rajah, Queen Elizabeth and many others. Beth’s beloved 
Victorian music plays in the background as the scant 
few attendee’s hover in groups.

The moment Lord Percy enters the room seems to focus; 
The journalists - including a bored looking TV CAMERA 
CREW - stop stuffing their faces and hurry over to him. 

LORD PERCY
Back you swine! 

He swings his CANE at them as if they were dogs, 
driving them back. At that moment Beth steps on-stage 
clutching the SCRAPBOOK at the far end of the room and 
addresses them all. 

BETH
Welcome to our tiny taste of 
Victorian splendor, re-created 
here for you to enjoy. Thank you 
all for coming, especially Lord 
Percy whose family have a long 
history here at the Hotel. 

Ms. Hatchett scowls at Beth and looks over to see Carl 
stood by the doors fingering his to-tight collar. The 
journalists pay polite attention to Beth as she speaks. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Tonight I’m very excited to 
announce the one hundred and 
fiftieth anniversary of The 
Majestic...

Nobody reacts. Beth shuffles nervously then collects 
herself and plows on. 
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BETH (CONT'D)
What you see now in this room is 
just a taste of what’s to 
come...in a few short months the 
entire Hotel will be restored to 
it’s former glory...

The TV crew snort. One of the journalists leaning 
against the wall pulls at the WALLPAPER -- a large 
swatch comes away, together with a large chunk of 
PLASTER. 

LORD PERCY
Lets have a song!

Carl shoots him a look as the journalists grin at one 
another. The TV crew swing their camera to focus on 
Percy as he drains a huge glass of Port.

TV REPORTER
You can always rely on Percy the 
Pisshead to liven things up. 

PERCY
How about this one, it’s 
Victorian --

MS. HATCHETT
Percy! 

PERCY
(Singing

-- I’ll tell you the story of 
young Deadeye Mick the only man 
born with a corkscrew di...

BANG!

The sound of the main doors slamming cuts Lord Percy 
off in mid-verse. Carl steps forward and gestures to 
Elizabeth desperately. The TV camera focuses on Beth. 
She looks back at the assembled journalists, takes a 
deep breath, and begins to sing.

Her voice is simply beautiful. 

Sweet and pure it fills the huge ballroom with the 
delicate sound of a bygone age. The journalists mouths 
fall open, enraptured. Carl looks at his wife, love 
shinning in his eyes. 

PERCY (CONT'D)
I...

MS. HATCHETT
(Cutting him off)

SHUSH!
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INT. THE COLONEL’S HEAD/LOBBY - CONTINUOUS65 65

If you’ve seen the opening of Halloween this’ll be a 
familiar view. As if looking through the eyeholes of a 
mask, the lobby is visible, it’s landscape swaying 
drunkenly as if the drivers of this particular person 
were not entirely in agreement as to where they’re 
heading. Two voices argue inside the mask-like head; 
The Colonel and the Archduke.  

THE COLONEL
A short drop and a long dangle 
all because of a woman. Pile of 
arse, I say. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
You have not experienced the 
sweet torment of true love.

THE COLONEL
ARSE!

A chair looms in the giddy Halloween Point of View. The 
horizon tumbles as the badly piloted body tumbles over 
the chair and the floor rushes towards the eye-holes. 

CRASH. 

EXT. LOBBY - CONTINUOUS66 66

The Colonels bizarrely bifurcated face looms. He 
blinks, coughs and shakes his head. Beth’s beautiful 
voice echoes from the ballroom it’s purity filling the 
lobby with delicate beauty. The Colonels jaw drops, he 
raises his hand and screws a MONOCLE into his eye. 

INT. THE COLONEL’S HEAD/LOBBY - CONTINUOUS67 67

Beth’s voice grows louder as the Colonel/Archduke 
strides towards the Ballroom door, his step confident. 
The Halloween Point of View fills with the Ballroom 
doors as the Colonel/Archduke reaches out with both 
hands and shoves them open. 

They swing wide and he sees...

INT. BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS68 68

Beth stood on the stage her arms wide, the assembled 
Journalists gazing at her, lost in her performance. In 
her Victorian dress she looks more than ever like 
Theda. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Colonel...do you see? 
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No response. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE (CONT'D)
My angel has returned.

The Archeduke walks into the room, Beth filling his 
vision as he walks towards her. 

INT. GHOST HOTEL BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS69 69

The massed rank of Mazes SKELETAL staff stand half-
buried in the pipes green lightening crackling from 
their bodies, rushing along the exposed pipe-work and 
gathering around MAX as he stands also half-buried in 
the pipes. 

MAX
NOW!

The green lightening races along the pipe work like a 
huge writhing snake and disappears. 

I/E. HOTEL WALLS - CONTINUOUS70 70

Beth’s faint voice can be heard echoing along the pipes 
as the writhing mass of GREEN LIGHTENING races through 
the pipe work, which moans and groans as the mass of 
supernatural energy causes it to bulge. 

INT. ARCHDUKES BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS71 71

Theda stands in the bathroom staring in horror at the 
huge WORN PATCH on the wall through which she can see 
the Colonels room. The Mirror is visible peering at her 
from the BATHROOM MIRROR behind.  

A huge GROAN echoes and the room shifts, plaster 
exploding off the walls as the mass of energy shoulders 
through the room, headed from one world and into the 
next.

Beth yells in shock as the room rocks as if inn the 
middle of an earthquake, the walls bulging and twisting 
as the pipes come alive. GLOWING GREEN WATER spurts 
from a dozen places and a huge FOUNTAIN of water 
explodes from the toilet, the bowl of which distends 
like the wide open mouth of a giant frog, and sucks 
back in on itself, swallowing the huge Fountain of 
supernatural water. 

THEDA
MAX!

Theda races from the bathroom...
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INT. THE ARCHEDUKES ROOMS - CONTINUOUS72 72

...and through the Archedukes rooms. She charges past 
the great FACELESS PORTRAIT that hangs in the Archdukes 
rooms. She doesn’t notice as a face materialises in the 
portrait, Beth’s face. 

INT. LIVING BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS73 73

The journalists begin to look around as the sound of 
PIPES TWISTING in the walls begins to rise. Beth sings 
louder and as she does the Archeduke, now in full 
control of the unconscious Colonels body, walks towards 
her.

GROANING and MOANING begins to rise.

Carl looks round with concern as a wind begins to rise, 
howling. He looks behind him at the doors, which 
suddenly SLAM SHUT. 

Beth carries on singing her voice rising, oblivious to 
the mounting supernatural charge that seems to be 
focusing itself on the room. 

Carl races to the door and scrabbles at them, trying to 
prise them open as the rising wind whips at his 
clothes. 

The Archeduke continues to walk towards Beth, love in 
his eyes seemingly oblivious to the rising madness all 
around him. 

The journalists look around in surprise as the tables 
suddenly levitate. The electric light switch on and 
glow impossibly bright. 

The TV cameraman wildly pans his camera trying to catch 
all the lunacy as the walls begin to ripple and bulge 
the pipes twisting like muscles beneath skin under the 
plaster. GREEN WATER squirting from cracks.  

On stage GHOSTLY FIGURES shimmer into view behind Beth - 
MAx’s skeletal reception staff - arrayed as if they 
were a choir. They begin to sing their voices rising 
from sepulchral depths and melding with Beth’s. 

The scrapbook, still clutched in Beth’s hands, writhes 
in her arms as if alive, GREEN LIGHT spilling from 
between it’s covers. 

Carl races towards the stage as the TV cameraman films 
the ghostly choir. 

CARL
BETH! STOP.
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The Archeduke turns and steps into Carl’s path. CArl 
collides with him and bounces off, the Archduke barely 
moving, and tumbles to the floor.  

THE  ARCHEDUKE
(Roaring at Carl)

SWINE!

On stage Beth opens her eyes and see’s the Archeduke 
advance on Carl. She immediately stops singing and 
drops the scrapbook, which tumbles to the floor. 

The ghostly choir immediately disappears. The tables 
crash to the floor and the walls stop writhing as 
whatever terrible force animated them switches off. 

INT. THE COLONEL’S HEAD/BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS74 74

Carl’s sprawled body fills the Halloween Point of View 
as the Archduke advances on him. 

THE COLONEL
‘Ere, you bugger! Give me back. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
NEIN!

INT. LIVING BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS75 75

Carl looks up as the Colonel/Archduke suddenly pauses 
and rears back, grappling with himself. 

CARL
Bloody hell. 

Carl looks over as the main doors fly open. The 
journalists looks at one another and, with one thought, 
turn and sprint for the doors, the TV crew in the lead. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
You SWINE!

CArl scrabbles backwards as the bizarre fight the 
Colonel appears to be having with himself drives the 
old military man through the doors and into the lobby.

Carl’s back hits the wall and he stops. He takes a 
breath and looks over at the stage. He sees Beth kneel 
and gently pick up the scrapbook. She strokes it’s 
cover as if it were alive and hugs to her breast. 

A single drop of GLOWING GREEN WATER splashes onto 
Carl’s face. He looks up to see another falling towards 
him from the darkness high above. 
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INT. GHOST HOTEL BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS76 76

Theda races through the doors and sees the skeletal 
reception staff struggling to pull Max from the wall. 
She charges over and shoves them aside like bowling 
pins. She looks down and sees Max’s legs sticking out 
from the Pipes. She rolls her sleeves up, spits on her 
palms, rubs them together and grabs hold of Max’s legs. 

POP!

Max shoots out of the pipe work like a cork from a 
bottle and crashes into Theda. They tumble to the 
ground. 

The Skeletal reception staff gather round, ringing Max 
and Theda with their ever present grins. Max looks into 
Theda’s angry face. 

MAX
Ah.

THEDA
Well?

INT. CARL AND BETH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT77 77

Beth lays on the bed, laughing. Carl sits on the edge 
of the bed flicking through the scrapbook. He looks 
worried.

CARL
This is dangerous. 

Beth sits up. 

BETH
Oh come on. It’s harmless, 
lights and spooky apparitions 
that’s all. We’ll be beating 
them away with a stick.

Carl looks at her. 

CARL
I want to talk to Max. 

Beth pulls a face at him and hops off the bed. She 
crosses to a LARGE MIRROR and taps on it. 

BETH
Hey. HEY!

GREEN LIGHT begins to glow deep in the mirror. The 
light coalesces into a face. Carl walks over amazed as 
the face of The Mirror peers out.
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MIRROR
Wot?

BETH
I need to talk to Max. 

MIRROR
I’m not a bloody telephone. 

CARL
Are you...dead?

The Mirror glares at Carl. 

MIRROR
Do I look ‘ealthy, guv? Where’d 
you find this one, love. 

BETH
Well can I leave a message.

MIRROR
Wot did I just say?

CARL
What’s it like, being dead. 

MIRROR
Like living in Scunthorpe. 

(To Beth)
If I see ‘im i’ll tell ‘im you 
want a word.

The face in the mirror disappears. Beth turns to Carl. 

BETH
See, harmless. 

Carl sits back on the bed. 

CARL
Is he typical? 

Beth grabs the scrapbook and flips through it’s pages. 

BETH
More or less. Some look a little 
odd. I met a German who had the 
longest neck you’ve ever seen. 
He wore it folded up like an 
accordion. 

CARL
Why? 

BETH
Something to do with how he 
died. 
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Carl peers deep into the mirror. 

CARL
How on Earth do you get stuck in 
a mirror? 

INT. THE ARCHDUKES ROOMS - NIGHT78 78

Theda stands in the Archdukes room staring at the 
portrait on the wall. 

THEDA
How can you say this is 
harmless? Look at this!

MAX
His memory has cleared. 

Theda turns on Max. 

THEDA
2,349 suicides since his first 
memorable success and he’s never 
been able to remember her face -- 
or even her damned name!

MAX
Such language may be acceptable 
in theatrical circles, but here -
-

THEDA
(Cutting him off)

Now look! 

She gestures at the portrait.

MAX
I fail to see the problem. In 
fact an improved memory is a 
wonderful unexpected benefit. 

Theda stalks to the bathroom door and yanks it open 
revealing...

INT. ARCHDUKES BATHROOM/ROOMS - CONTINUOUS79 79

The worn patch on the wall. It’s now huge and pulses 
with an unpleasant rhythm as if it were alive. 

THEDA
Where’s the benefit in that!?
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INT. LIVING HOTEL/LOBBY - DAY80 80

Beth sits in the office on the telephone a RESERVATION 
BOOK open in front of her. 

BETH
Party of six for the 25th to the 
31st?

She scribbles in the book. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Yes, we can accommodate you. 
Ghosts? Well, we do have a 
number of permanent residents if 
you understand my meaning.

(She laughs)
We look forward to seeing you on 
the 28th?

Beth frowns and peers down at the reservation book.

BETH (CONT'D)
The 25th? Of course, of course. 

She hangs up as the PLUMBER walks in carrying a huge 
WRENCH and in mid-conversation with Carl. 

PLUMBER
-- all about the right mind-set. 
You need to read the Mahayana 
Sutras. 

CARL
I don’t understand what this has 
to do with the leaks.

The Plumber taps Carl on the chest with his wrench.

PLUMBER
That’s ‘cause you’re not a 
professional plumber, mate.

The phone starts to ring.

BETH
We need to fix those leaks 
before we run out of usable 
rooms.

(Picks up Phone)
Majestic Hotel how may I help?

She grins at Carl. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Yes, we are the Ghost Hotel. 
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PLUMBER
(To Carl)

See it’s all about Perfection of 
Wisdom.

Carl looks bewildered as he follows the Plumber through 
the office and out. 

PLUMBER (CONT'D)
Seeing ‘fings as the really are 
and whatnot. That and 
wossname...pressure. 

Carl sighs as he follows the Plumber out. Beth is lost 
in her reservation book. 

BETH
Party of eight for the 22nd? I 
think so...

The BELL on the RECEPTION DESK ‘bings’. 

BETH (CONT'D)
(To Carl)

CARL! Desk.
(Back to phone)

I agree, the supernatural is 
fascinating. 

Carl hurries back through the office and out to 
reception.  

CARL
(Grumbling to self)

Perfect wisdom my arse.

EXT. RECEPTION DESK - CONTINUOUS81 81

Carl walks out into Reception and freezes; the desk is 
swarming with people. They’re a mixture of gothic 
types, crumpled looking journalists and a mixture of 
the curious, all characterised by a certain desperate 
look in their eyes. 

At the very front is the FAT FAMILY who stormed out 
sometime earlier having refused to pay. The FAT FATHER 
is ‘binging’ the desk bell. Carl sags slightly, then 
straightens himself. 

CARL
How can I help?

The assembled people explode with overlapping demands 
for rooms. 
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INT. LOBBY - CONTINUOUS82 82

High above the desk, tucked away deep in the chandelier 
the PIGEONS NEST sits, empty. GLOWING GREEN water pools 
in the nest as, with a PLOP, another drop falls in. 

As the voices rise up from below - the desk bell 
‘binging’ like crazy - more drops fall from the 
darkness above, staining the huge chandelier.

INT. BOILER ROOM - DAY83 83

The Plumber stands in front a huge twisting edifice of 
pipes. He twirls his wrench as he examines the complex 
mass of metal. He traces the pipes down to a singe 
cobwebby STOPCOCK. 

PLUMBER
Bingo. 

The Plumber steps forward and fits his wrench to the 
stopcock. With a heave, he turns the stopcock OFF. He 
crosses to a small FILTHY SINK set into a corner of the 
room and turns the TAP ON. Water runs for a moment then 
slows to a trickle before stopping. 

The plumber grins to himself. 

Behind him GREEN TINGED WATER begins to flow in a 
trickle from the tap. The Plumber turns back, confused.

He leans in close and peers at the water. The trickle 
speeds up to a normal flow, then speeds up even more.

PLUMBER (CONT'D)
‘Allo. 

The GREEN WATER pours from the tap in a torrent, 
splashing out of the bowl and falling to the floor. The 
plumber jumps back in surprise as the water floods out.  

He races back to the STOPCOCK and tries to turn it 
back, but it won’t budge. He heaves at it using all his 
might, but it won’t shift. The plumber steps back, 
wiping sweat from his brow. 

A terrible undulating GROAN sounds from the huge mass 
of pipes in front of him that lead deep into the bowels 
of the hotel. The pipes suddenly begin to writhe 
against one another. 

PLUMBER (CONT'D)
Bloody hell!

The Plumber backs off, turns and races out of the 
basement. 
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EXT. GHOST HOTEL - NIGHT84 84

The SPECTRAL COASTLINE stretches out in front of the 
overwrought Victorian edifice of the Ghost Hotel. The 
sky boils full of thunderclouds lit from within by 
green lightening. The sea is a mass of heaving waves 
that vary from blood red to electric green as they wash 
up on the shore, leaving glowing oily deposits on the 
black sand.

A steady stream of Ghostly figures walk out of the 
surf, hauling themselves up the black beach towards the 
overwrought Gothic splendor of the Majestic Hotel. 
Sickly GREEN LIGHT pours from its windows, falling on 
the desiccated up-turned faces of the dead as they 
drift towards the REVOLVING DOORS. Several hold copies 
of THE HANDBOOK FOR THE RECENTLY DECEASED. 

Each member of the ghastly parade carries LUGGAGE -- 
some even drag worn out BUCKETS and SPADES suitable for 
making sand castles -- all are dressed in ragged 
holiday-wear; HAWAIIAN SHIRTS, SHORTS, FLIP-FLOPS -- 
one Ghost even carries a SURFBOARD with a huge BITE 
taken out of it.

A sign hangs outside the Majestic -- VACANCIES. 

INT. LOBBY GHOST HOTEL - CONTINUOUS85 85

The ghostly figures drift through the revolving door 
and into the lobby. The desk is three deep with the 
dead and the desk Skeletons are overwhelmed with the 
demands of the eerie collection of corpses who jabber 
for their attention. 

The office door opens and Max scurries out a huge 
CLIPBOARD in his had. Sir Henry Irving follows him. Max 
flips through the clipboard.

MAX
I will do my best, Sir Henry but 
as you can see -- 

Max gestures at the press of corpses all clamoring for 
rooms. 

MAX (CONT'D)
-- we’re overwhelmed. 

SIR HENRY
Sir, I beg of you, find me room 
in some unwanted corner. 

Max produces produces a HANDKERCHIEF and dabs at his 
forehead as he scans his clipboard. 
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MAX
Perhaps next month...for two 
hours at best. I’m sorry Sir 
Henry, we simply have no space 
on the other side at present. 

Sir Henry draws on all his powers and projects his deep-
seated need for a room at Max. The effect is 
frightening in it’s intensity. 

SIR HENRY
Sir, you fail to understand the 
gravity of the situation...the 
theatre needs me. 

Max turns and rushes away across the lobby. As he 
dashes through the huge space it’s clear the well-oiled 
machine that was his Hotel is fast unravelling. 

A guest goes to sit - but the skeletal staff-member who 
always produces the necessary chair is missing and the 
guest crashes to the floor. 

The great ballet of the lobby is spinning out of 
control, the staff are too busy trying to deal with the 
influx of guests to deal with their normal duties. 

Max arrives at the ELEVATOR which ‘bings’ open. A blast 
of heat and flame follows Theda as she tumbles out of 
the Elevator. 

THEDA
Urquhart! Bugger off!

Max is shocked. 

MAX
Theda! 

She spins and jabs a charred finger in his chest, her 
hair smokes slightly. 

THEDA 
Where’s his bucket? 

MAX
The staff are a little busy due 
to the new arrivals. 

Theda looks around for something to quench Urquhart 
with. She grabs a huge PLANT POT and hauls it over to 
the tiny burning figure. 

MAX (CONT'D)
Space across the border is an 
issue, but the response is --
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THEDA
We’re bursting at the seams, Max 
and they’re about to riot 
outside the Archdukes room. 

Theda dumps the contents of the flower pot over 
Urquhart, quenching him. 

URQUAHRT
Ta. 

MAX
(Scoffing)

You’re overreacting. 

Theda grabs Max by the collar and hauls him into the 
Elevator. The doors ‘BING’ shut. 

INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE THE ARCHDUKES ROOM - CONTINUOUS86 86

The doors to the Elevator open on a scene of chaos. The 
corridor is rammed full of a vast mixture of outlandish 
Ghosts all yelling and shoving at one another. Max’s 
jaw fall open at the sight of them. Theda gestures at 
the raging mob.

THEDA
See.

Max collects himself and strides forward into the mob, 
who part before him like the Red Sea before Moses. 

MAX
Make way! Stand aside. 

He arrives at the front of the mob, Theda trailing in 
his wake, to find several dishevelled looking Skeletons 
barring the closed door to the Archdukes room from the 
mob. Max turns to face the braying crowd and draws on 
every ounce of his natural authority. 

MAX (CONT'D)
Ladies and Gentlemen -- your 
ears, if you please!

The crowd quiets. 

MAX (CONT'D)
At present there is no space 
across the border. As soon as 
that changes we will again begin 
--

A familiar stocky figure riddled with bullet holes 
shoves his way through the crowd and jabs his Tommy gun 
into MAx’s face. 
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SCARFACE
You made a mug O’me, copper. I 
don’t like that, see. Makes me 
mad, see. And when I get mad -- 

Max shrinks back from the aggressive figure, 
frightened. But at that moment Theda pops out of the 
crowd and shoves herself between Max and Scarface. She 
glares into the gangsters face. 

THEDA
One more word out of you and 
i’ll go and get your Ma. 

Scarface goes white and cringes back. 

SCARFACE
Ma..? 

Theda shoves him back, the crowd falls back with him. 

THEDA
Is right downstairs checking. 
I’m sure she’d love to see her 
darling baby boy again. 

Scarface looks terrified. 

SCARFACE
Hey, dollface. I’m on the lam 
from Ma, see. I got to get over 
that border and away. She’s 
crazy...crazy I tells ya!

Theda shoves Scarface all the way across the hall until 
he hits the far wall. 

THEDA
Maybe you should have considered 
that before you shot her. 

Scarface seems to crumple as he slides down the wall. 

SCARFACE
(Small voice)

She shot me first!

Max steps forward and addresses the mob.

MAX
The policy is One Ghost to a 
Host, and at present all hosts 
are full. We cannot send you 
across. I’m sorry. 

A Ghost - his hair standing out like a fright wig, 
sparks fizzing - pipes up from the crowd. 
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ELECTROCUTED GHOST
You should tell that to Houdini. 
He’s locked himself inside.

Max gapes and looks at Theda. 

THEDA
Is it..?

MAX
He can’t cross over. There isn’t 
space!

THEDA
Max, it’s his anniversary. 

Max fumbles in his jacket and produces a LONG THIN KEY 
that looks as if it’s made from BONE. Max slips the key 
inside the lock and turns it. Behind the door the sound 
of CHAINS, PADLOCKS and metalwork falling to the 
ground...The door swings slowly open. 

The crowd gasps.

Max and Theda stare into the room, the crowd massing 
behind them. 

They see...

INT. ARCHDUKES ROOMS/BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS87 87

Harry Houdini stood in the toilet the chain held in his 
hand, about to flush himself. 

MAX
Mr., Houdini! Wait, you can’t -- 

HOUDINI
I promised my wife a sign on the 
anniversary of my death and she 
shall have it!

Houdini yanks the chain. Green light explodes from the 
toilet accompanied by the RUSHING GROAN of water under 
vast pressure hammering through the pipes. With a huge 
wet, sucking POP, Houdini is sucked out of the toilet 
and into the WORN PATCH on the wall.

Max races into the room. Theda follows. 

THEDA
Has that ever happened before?

MAX
No.
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As they stare at the swirling worn patch it begins to 
spin faster and faster, growing larger and more violent 
as it does. 

Max looks at Theda, fear in his eyes. 

INT. GHOST HOTEL OFFICE - DAY88 88

Theda sits at the desk feverishly thumbing through a 
copy of THE HANDBOOK FOR THE RECENTLY DECEASED. She 
slams it shut in disgust. 

THEDA
Nothing. 

Max gazes at the framed photographs that line the walls 
of the office. 

THEDA (CONT'D)
Max, this is getting out of 
hand. 

Max crosses to the window and stares out at the lobby. 
It heaves with Ghosts and more keep pouring through 
revolving doors.  

MAX
Did you check the index? 

THEDA
Of course. It has nothing. We’ve 
moved beyond the handbook and 
into uncharted territory. Max, 
you must stop this. 

Max turns to her. 

MAX
Why? 

Theda gapes. 

MAX (CONT'D)
We don’t know it’s dangerous, do 
we?

THEDA
Max...what are you suggesting? 

Max leans forward a look of feverish insanity in his 
eyes. 

MAX
Double-booking!

Theda recoils in horror. 
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MAX (CONT'D)
Why not? We’ve done it many 
times in the past. 

THEDA
This is not the same as putting 
an extra bed in a room. My God, 
Max, we have no idea where 
Houdini may have gone. He could 
be anywhere...or nowhere. 

Theda shudders. 

THEDA (CONT'D)
He may even be a Lost Soul.

MAX
You’re right of course. We must 
first ascertain where Mr. 
Houdini now resides. 

Max turns to a MIRROR that hangs on the wall of the 
office. He knocks on it’s surface. 

MAX (CONT'D)
You there. Wake up. I wish to 
speak with Elizabeth. 

The bleary eyed face of THE MIRROR appears in the 
silver surface. 

MIRROR
I was ‘avin a lovely kip. 

THEDA
Max, what you’re planning is 
perverse. The Ghosts will not 
stand for it.

With that Theda turns and leaves the office. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL OFFICE - DAY89 89

Beth sits at the desk talking on the phone the 
SCRAPBOOK open in front of her.

BETH
No, I don’t want you to 
interpret anything. What I want 
is for it to look exactly like 
it did. 

She listens for a moment, then shakes her head. 

BETH (CONT'D)
I’ll fax you across photo’s of 
it. 
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Beth holds up a yellowed PHOTO OF THE STAIRCASE. Behind 
her a LARGE MIRROR is visible. 

BETH (CONT'D)
Yes...exactly the same. 

The surface of the mirror begins to SWIRL, a vortex 
forms and GREEN LIGHT pours from it. Beth notices the 
green light and, still on the phone, turns to face the 
mirror as MAX’S FACE materialises.

BETH (CONT'D)
I’ll call you back. 

She hangs up. 

MAX
Can you see me? 

BETH
Can you see me?

MAX
There’s an interesting little 
problem we should discuss. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL/BALLROOM - DAY90 90

Carl stands in the middle of the ballroom, which is a 
blizzard of activity. Ladders and scaffolding cover the 
walls as a team of decorators fill the damaged walls, 
hang ornate wall-paper that exactly matches the 
tattered shreds that still cling to the walls. The huge 
chandeliers are being cleaned and re-paired, the walls 
re-plastered and the carpets relaid. 

Painters, plasterers, carpenters and dozens more 
tradesmen scurry to and for restoring the tired 
ballroom to it’s former glory as Carl watches, stunned 
into silence by the massed activity. 

A stressed looking woman, chain-smoking cigarette’s 
from a thin holder, approaches Carl a burly builder at 
her side. 

INTERIOR DESIGNER
I cannot work under such 
constraints. 

CARL
Looks pretty busy. 

INTERIOR DESIGNER
Busy is deceptive, expression is 
all. And these --

She waves a stack of photo’s under his nose. 
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INTERIOR DESIGNER (CONT'D)
-- dictats are stifling my 
vision of this space. 

BUILDER
(To Designer)

I was told to follow the photo’s 
exactly. 

INTERIOR DESIGNER
Yes, but they don’t show every 
inch of the space, do they? 
There is room for 
interpretation, isn’t there? 

BUILDER
I wasn’t told to interpret, just 
to re-create. 

The designer turns to Carl. 

INTERIOR DESIGNER
Why engage one such as I and 
stifle me with base replication. 
One cannot be a slave to the 
past. 

BUILDER
I was told -- 

INTERIOR DESIGNER
(Cutting him off)

We must let go of the past in 
order to embrace the future.

Carl takes the photo’s from the designer and regards 
them thoughtfully.

CARL
I agree.

The designer smiles in triumph. 

CARL (CONT'D)
But until my wife understands 
that we’re holding onto the past 
as tight as we can. 

He hands the photo’s back to the stunned designer. 

CARL (CONT'D)
It has to look exactly as it did 
in the photo’s...regardless of 
what you or I think. 

He turns and walks out of the ballroom and into the...
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INT. LIVING HOTEL/LOBBY - CONTINUOUS91 91

The lobby is buzzing with activity; the reception desk 
is staffed with a bevvy of attractive young woman who 
tend to the constant flow of very strange looking 
guests checking in. The new clientele of the Majestic 
seem to be entirely composed of occult obsessives and 
lovers of the supernatural, with the odd coach-load of 
foreign tourists thrown in for good measure. 

It’s undeniably busy, but chaotic. Decorators infest 
the lobby in the same way as they do the ballroom. 
Existing guests mill around, dreamy spaced out looks on 
their faces. 

Sister Constance leads a gaggle of NUN’S through the 
lobby, Sister Abigail bringing up the rear, all of whom 
hang on her every word. 

SISTER CONSTANCE
It was marvellous, such a 
feeling of lawlessness. I’ve 
been researching and believe him 
to have been a gangster called 
Jimmy Dabney.

The Nuns coo and murmur with excitement as they pass. 
Carl shakes his head, shoves his hands into his 
pockets, and shuffles towards the office. 

Before he can take a dozen steps a tiny female figure 
in pigtails blocks his path. He looks down at the 
chubby figure of the Fat Father’s daughter. She stares 
up at him a mad intensity in her eyes. 

PIGTAILS
I have returned from across the 
astral veil as promised. 

CARL
Excuse me?

PIGTAILS
I, Harry Houdini, the worlds 
greatest illusionist have 
performed my greatest feat; I 
have defied death!

Pigtails puts her hands on her hips and glares up at 
Carl in triumph. Carl steps round her and continues 
heading for the office.

CARL
You and everybody else.

Pigtails scurries after Carl who speeds up, trying to 
get away from her. 
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PIGTAILS
You don’t understand. 

Carl breaks into a trot. 

CARL
That’s what you think. 

Carl reaches the office and yanks the door open.

PIGTAILS
I must contact my wife!

He SLAMS the door in her face. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL/OFFICE - CONTINUOUS92 92

Carl turns the key in the lock. 

CARL
(Through door)

BUGGER OFF. 

He backs away. 

CARL (CONT'D)
Beth, we really need to talk.

(Turning to Beth)
This place is getting very 
very...

His eyes go wide. He see’s Beth stood next to the 
Mirror bathed in GREEN LIGHT deep in conversation with 
the ghostly head of Max.

CARL (CONT'D)
...weird. 

Beth turns to him. 

BETH
I’m in the middle of a 
management meeting. Can this 
wait? 

Behind Carl the door FLIES open with a crash. Carl 
spins round revealing Pigtails, stood in the open 
doorway her hands on her hips in triumph.

PIGTAILS
No lock may hold the great 
HOUDINI!

MAX
A-hah!
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INT. LIVING HOTEL/OFFICE - LATER 93 93

Carl and Beth peer down at Pigtails who sits defiant on 
an office chair, glaring back at them. Behind them Max 
can be seen straining to see from the vantage point of 
the mirror on the wall. 

CARL
Is he really in there? 

PIGTAILS
Be so  kind as to address me 
directly, sir. Not in the third 
party. 

MAX
Mr. Houdini has been a guest for 
over one hundred years, that is 
most definitely him. 

BETH
(To Max)

You said they won’t be able to 
control the host?

Carl’s mouth falls open in shock.

CARL
You knew about this? 

Beth looks at Carl, regret in her eyes. 

MAX
They can’t...the Handbook is 
very clear. 

BETH
Carl...it was the only way. 

CARL
I trusted you and you allow 
this...this, lunacy to happen. 

PIGTAILS
(To Herself)

Quiet. 

Max peers down at Pigtails. 

MAX
Mr. Houdini...are you alone?

PIGTAILS
The Great Houdini always works 
alone.

(To self)
You can have cookies later. 
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BETH
Look at the bookings. We’re a 
hit! People are flocking to us 
because we have something 
nowhere else has...

CARL
Possession? Do they even know. 

BETH
Of course they know. It’s 
harmless. They get to experience 
the past in a wonderful way. 

Max strains at the Mirror, his head and an arm suddenly 
pop out. Water oozes from the frame and begins to run 
down the wall. 

MAX
Mr. Houdini, Lady Isobel is 
booked into this girl for 
afternoon tea. Is she there?

Pigtails voice suddenly changes from the booming tones 
of Houdini to the clipped nasal whine of a member of 
the British aristocracy. 

PIGTAILS
I say, I was given to understand 
that I would have exclusive use 
of this charming little girl 
from 3 till 6.45pm!  

Unnoticed by Carl and Beth, Max hauls himself 
completely from the frame, water POURS down the wall 
and several GLOWING GREEN DRIPS fall from the ceiling, 
spattering on the SCRAPBOOK. 

CARL
You make it sound like a ride. 

BETH
That’s it exactly, it’s just a 
ride. And like a rollercoaster 
it’s fun ‘cause its kind of 
scary, but deep down you know 
nobody really gets hurt.

MAX
(To Pigtails)

I do apologise Lady Isobel, I’m 
afraid we’ve double-booked your 
room. 

Carl suddenly notices Max hovering in front of 
Pigtails.
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CARL
(To Max)

Double-booked? You mean there’s 
two of them in there? 

BETH
Carl, it’s perfectly harmless. 

Carl turns to Beth. 

CARL
Open your eyes, Beth. The longer 
this goes on the stronger 
they’ll get. Where will it end? 

MAX
My boy, you’re overreacting.

CARL
You and my wife have possessed 
an eight year old girl with the 
spirit of Harry Houdini and a 
stuck up Victorian aristocrat. 
How exactly am I supposed to 
react to that? 

BETH
She’s fine. 

CARL
Of course she isn’t, look at 
her. They’re draining the life 
out of her. 

In the time she’s been sat in the office Pigtails has 
developed deep black circles under her eyes and is much 
paler than she was. 

MAX
She looks the picture of health. 

CARL
How would you know, you’re dead. 

BETH
Carl, she’s fine. They’re all 
fine. 

Carl grabs the little girl by the wrist and drags her 
out of the office. 

PIGTAILS
Unhand the Great Houdini!

Beth calls after him.

BETH 
Carl, it’s just a ride and they 
love it!
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Max floats up behind Beth and places a ghostly hand on 
her shoulder. 

MAX
He doesn’t understand. Sadly 
Theda is the same.

Beth turns and looks into his sad face. 

MAX (CONT'D)
(Gently)

The Hotel is in our blood. 

He leads her over to the scrapbook. 

MAX (CONT'D)
It’s history and memories coarse 
through our veins.

Beth runs her hand down the open page of the scrapbook. 
Her fingers leave faint GREEN STREAKS from the drips 
that fell from the ceiling. 

She nods. 

BETH
We will bring it back to life. I 
promise. 

She smiles up at Max. He smiles back. 

EXT. LIVING HOTEL/CORRIDOR - DAY94 94

Carl heads down a Hotel corridor, Pigtails trotting 
beside him, her hand in his. Carl scans the ceilings 
and walls; they’re awash with GLOWING GREEN drips, 
puddles and rivulets of ectoplasm.

PIGTAILS
I can pick locks! Mr. Harry 
showed me. An’ I know how to 
curtsey, Lady Isobel says that’s 
important if I wanna be a proper 
lady. An’ later she  is goin’ to 
show me ectiquet. 

Carl looks down at Pigtails. 

CARL
(To himself)

I can’t keep up with them all. 

Carl as Carl reaches the corner a tall figure steps 
out.

SMACK. 
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Carl recoils as the tall figure slaps him in the face 
with a glove. 

CARL (CONT'D)
Ow.

He steps back and looks up at the figure. The figure is 
clearly the Colonel, but he’s now dressed completely as 
the Archduke; he wears a Monocle, his moustache is 
teased into two perfectly waxed spikes, and he wears 
the uniform of a member of the German aristocracy. The 
Archduke is now clearly totally in control of the 
Colonels body. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
(German Accent)

Sir, for the hand and honour of 
my love, I formally challenge 
you to a duel. Do you accept?

CARL
What!?

THE  ARCHEDUKE
I propose tomorrow at noon in 
the grand lobby. The choice of 
weapon is yours, sword or 
pistol?

CARL
Swords..?

THE  ARCHEDUKE
(Cutting in)

Swords it is, sir. My second if 
already with me, you may bring 
whomsoever you choose. Good day. 

The Archduke bows, then turns on his heel and marches 
away from Carl who stares after him his mouth open in 
shock and confusion. 

PIGTAILS
(Houdini’s voice)

You are a brave man to duel with 
Archeduke Weismuller. Sir, I 
salute you. 

Pigtails solemnly salutes Carl. Who scowls and grabs 
her wrist. He sets off down the dragging her after him.

CARL
When we find your parents I hope 
they spank you. 
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INT. GHOST HOTEL/CORRIDOR OUTSIDE ARCHDUEKS ROOM - DAY95 95

Max strides down the corridor, which is full to 
bursting with Ghosts all waiting to pass through the 
portal. They part like the red sea before Max as he 
strides towards the Skeletons who guard the door. 

He passes the Surfer with the broken surf board, Sir 
Henry Irving, and all the other Ghosts we’ve seen in 
the Ghost Hotel. All of whom are eager to cross the 
border. 

Max reaches the door and turns to face the crowd. As 
they watch with baited breath, he reaches into his 
jacket and pulls the SKELETON KEY from an inner pocket.  

With great solemnness he places the key in the lock and 
opens the door, which swings open to reveal the great 
SWIRLING VORTEX. 

The massed ranks of Ghosts CHEER. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL/LOBBY - DAY96 96

The Plumber shoves his way through the crowd of 
occultist and general weirdo’s, making his way towards 
the office. 

As he does the office door opens and Beth walks out. 
She crosses the lobby and he catches up with her in 
front of the fireplace, the HUGE TWIN STAIRCASE rising 
on their right leading into the depths of the Hotel. 

PLUMBER
Hold it. We need to discuss the 
philosophy of hydraulics!

Beth pauses and looks at him. 

BETH
Pardon?

The Plumber gestures to a chair. 

PLUMBER
Sit.

BETH
Look I’m really busy, can’t this 
wait? 

The Plumber glares at her. 

PLUMBER
Hydraulics wait for no man. 

Beth sighs and sits down. 
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BETH
I know I’ll regret this, but Ok. 
What exactly do you mean?

The Plumber smiles at her and sits down opposite. 

PLUMBER
You got a serious problem with 
your entire system. All the 
veins in this place are under so 
much pressure they’re liable to 
explode at any minute.  

BETH
Water pressure?

The plumber shakes his head.

PLUMBER 
Metaphysics. 

Beth raises her eyebrow.

EXT. GHOST HOTEL/BEACH - NIGHT97 97

Violent THUNDER CLOUDS rage above the boiling BLACK 
SEA. Jagged GREEN LIGHTENING cracks and booms, mixing 
with HOWLING WINDS that whip the glowing RED TIPS of 
the waves into a frenzy. Huge angry waves pound the 
black sand, crashing and smashing on the shore. 

But THE GHOSTS keep coming. 

They stumble and drift out of the raging surf, some 
recently deceased clutch their handbooks, other’s - the 
long-term dead - range from wisps of ectoplasm, held 
together by willpower alone, to crumbling Zombies clad 
in bright HAWAIIAN SHIRTS. 

There are hundreds of them, a vast heaving crowd that 
drag themselves from the surf and mount the beach, 
eager to find lodging in the Ghost Hotel that glitters 
at the crest of the Beach like a great dark idol.

GREEN LIGHT pours from it’s windows and doorways, 
falling on the eager faces of the huge unending mass of 
souls who drag themselves towards it, hoping for one 
brief taste of life.

From below the surface a set of HEADLIGHTS bemas light 
up and through the water. The headlights mount the 
beach and with a roar, a HUGE COACH, a MASSIVE DENT in 
it’s side hauls itself up the beach, water cascading 
from it’s sides. A headless body sits behind the wheel 
and constant flashes go off up and down the length of 
the coach’s windows as the passengers snap photo’s of 
everything in sight.   
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The Dead are desperate for their vacation and woe 
betide anyone who gets in their way...

INT. LIVING HOTEL CORRIDOR/DOOR - DAY98 98

Carl raises his hand to knock and... 

PLOP!

He drops down six inches on his right hand side as his 
foot slips into a PUDDLE OF GREEN GLOWING OOZE.

CARL
Aaargh!

He yanks his foot out and it comes free with a 
sickening sucking pop. He leans against the door, 
breathing heavily. 

PIGTAILS
Sir, the Great Houdini is a man 
of his word, I respectfully 
request a plate of double 
chocolate chip cookies and a 
glass of milk. 

Pigtails stands, hands on hips legs wide apart in the 
heroic pose of the Great Houdini and stare up at Carl 
expectantly. 

A SCREAM echoes from behind the door. 

Carl turns and fumbles in his pocket for a SKELETON 
KEY. He slips it into the lock and rips the door open, 
and sees...

INT. FAT FAMILY’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS99 99

...Pigtails brother, CHUBBY TEEN, is half submerged 
head-first in a huge GREEN GLOWING PUDDLE on the far 
wall. FAT FATHER, his face florid with the effort, 
holds onto Chubby’s legs -- the only part of him still 
visible -- trying to stop him disappearing completely. 
FAT MOTHER is stood next to the hole, her hand cupped 
to her mouth. 

MOTHER
(Yelling)

Errol, can you see her? 

FAT FATHER
Mother, please make haste, the 
lad is a weighty one and he’s 
slipping from my grasp. 

Carl’s eyes go wide and he races into the room. 
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MOTHER
ERROL! Can you see Nana yet!?

Carl grabs Errol’s other leg, much to Fat Father’s 
relief, and hauls backwards, pulling the chubby teen 
partially out of the ghostly puddle. 

FAT FATHER
Champion, lad. Now just hold the 
boy on the edge.

CARL
Aren’t we pulling him out!? 

MOTHER
(To Carl)

Not until he asks Nana where she 
hid her sodding Pearls!

(To Errol)
CAN YOU SEE HER? 

A faint voice drifts from the hole. 

ERROL
Nana says...BUGGER OFF. 

Pigtails calmly walks into the room and sits down on a 
handy chair. She regards the scene with a cool eye. 

PIGTAILS
(To self)

Hmmm..? What’s that dear? 

CARL
(To Fat Father)

Are you people insane!? We have 
to haul him out before he’s 
sucked through completely. 

MOTHER
Not without her bloody Pearls. 

PIGTAILS
(To Carl)

It is Houdini’s experience that 
those who run to fat are often 
overcome by greed. 

FAT FATHER
(To Carl)

My good wife is obsessed with 
acquiring the family heirlooms. 
When she heard of your 
establishment...
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MOTHER
(Leaning into hole)

Tell us where you hid ‘em you 
poisonous old cow!

INT. THE COLONELS BATHROOM/LIVING HOTEL - DAY100 100

The vortex CHURNS and rages, now so huge it the 
Colonels bathroom is gone, and most of his room is 
taken up with the great undulating mass of the vortex. 

The interior of the vortex seems to tumble down an 
impossible distance, it’s sides spinning faster the 
further down they go.

GREEN LIGHTENING flashes and cracks deep in its depths. 
But then, deep down at the very heart of the vortex, a 
tiny dot of a figure is just visible. 

The Vortex spins, and the figure spins with it, 
slipping and twisting growing larger as it gets closer, 
the figure ascends the madly spinning interior of the 
the Vortex. 

The figure finally comes into full view -- THE GHOSTLY 
SURFER with the BITTEN BOARD races upwards, riding the 
vortex’s crashing waves, his hand trailing in the water 
behind him as he shoots a truly spiritual tube.

The Ghostly Surfer pumps his hand in the air and yells 
as he races up the Vortex, riding it from one world 
into the next.

With a huge BLAST of green water, he explodes out of 
the vortex, crashes into the door of the Colonels room 
knocking it open...

INT. LIVING HOTEL/CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS101 101

...and goes careening down the corridor, riding a 
rapidly diminishing wave. Finally the Ghostly Surfer 
slides to a halt. 

GHOST SURFER
Rad. 

He looks back over his shoulder as a huge TORRENT OF 
GREEN WATER EXPLODES through the door to the Colonels 
room bringing a huge crowd of Ghosts with it. 

The surfer pumps his hand as the massive tidal wave of 
water and ghosts thunders down the corridor towards 
him, and yells...

GHOST SURFER (CONT'D)
SPRING BREAK!
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INT. FAT FAMILY’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS102 102

GREEN WATER suddenly explodes from dozens of drips in 
the ceiling and with a great sucking POP, Errol, Carl 
and Fat Father are sucked into the puddle on the wall, 
which collapses around them like a mouth.

At the last possible second Mother grabs hold of Fat 
Father ankle and is yanked through with them, her voice 
echoing after them.

MOTHER
I want words with you, Mother!

Pigtails watches her entire family and Carl get sucked 
through the wall without comment. After a moment she 
hops off the chair and heads for the door. 

PIGTAILS
(To self)

Yes, yes. Cookies and milk, then 
tea, then my wife. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL/BOILER ROOM - CONTINUOUS103 103

The MASS OF PIPES that leads into the huge chugging 
boiler writhe and pulse, twisting over one another as 
the boiler heaves and shudders, a great coughing moan 
echoing from it’s depth. 

With a huge wet splatting sound, the pipes give way, 
the boiler EXPLODES, freeing the pipework, which rips 
itself from the walls, spraying GREEN WATER, Ectoplasm 
and Ghosts everywhere.  

INT. LIVING HOTEL/LOBBY - CONTINUOUS104 104

The floor SHAKES as deep in the bowels of the Hotel the 
boiler explodes. The Plumber stands bolt upright his 
head cocked. 

PLUMBER
Bloody nora. 

Beth also stands, a worried look on her face. 

BETH
What was that?

The Plumber ignores her and cock his head to the floor, 
listening. His mouth falls open with shock as a faint 
rumbling whooshing sound begins to rise far above him.

The Plumber raises his head as the sound rises, and 
slowly begins walking towards the winding stairs that 
dominate the back half of the lobby. 
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PLUMBER 
It can’t be...

Beth watches him. 

BETH
What!?

The whooshing reaches a crescendo and the Plumbers eyes 
go wide as the impossibility of what must be happening 
registers. 

He spins and throws himself towards Beth. 

PLUMBER
BREECH!

He slams into her knocking her to the ground as, high 
above, a vast Tsunami of GLOWING GREEN water EXPLODES 
from the corridor and cascades down the lobby stairs 
forming a huge supernatural waterfall. 

The Ghostly Surfer is right at the front of the roaring 
supernatural highway, surfing the roaring crest of the 
leading wave down the stairs, across the lobby, and out 
the revolving doors. 

Guests throw themselves either side of the rushing 
waves as the hideous figure of the Ghostly Surfer races 
by, his tattered Hawaiian Shirt flapping. 

A cascade of Ghost follow the Surfer down the 
waterfall, which now acts like a great highway linking 
the world of the living with that of the dead. And the 
Ghosts pour down that highway like early morning 
tourists racing to bag the best sun loungers at the 
pool.

Beth and the Plumber watch goggle-eyed as the Ghostly 
Surfer rides the wave through the main doors of the 
Hotel out into the world outside and...

EXT. LIVING HOTEL - CONTINUOUS105 105

...just as he and all the water hit the ground outside 
the Hotel,

POP!

They vanish, with a gurgle, sucked back into the realm 
of the dead. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL/GHOST HOTEL WALLS - CONTINUOUS106 106

Carl and the Fat Family yell in terror as they are 
sucked through the dizzying maze of pipes that connect 
the Living Hotel with the Ghostly Realms.
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Faster and faster, round endless vomit-inducing corners 
they fly, pushed along by the hydraulic pressure of the 
pipes.

Until, finally...

INT. GHOST HOTEL/NANA’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS107 107

...POP!

Carl, Fat Father, Mother and Errol pop out of a puddle 
in the wall and land in a soggy mass on the floor of 
the Hotel room. 

Groaning, Carl slowly opens his eyes and see’s;

A pair of carpet slippers.

He slowly looks up, following a gnarled pair of legs 
clad in the world’s saggy-est tights. Over a moth-eaten 
pinny up to a pinched old face the owner of which looks 
as if she’s sucking a lemon. 

This is NANA. 

MOTHER
Mother...

NANA
Don’t you Mother me, my girl. 
I’ve watched over you and your 
disgrace of a family for years 
and let me tell you, I’m not 
impressed. 

Carl scrambles to his feet as Fat Father sits up to 
find Nana’s Ghost waving a finger in his face. 

NANA (CONT'D)
I saw what you got up to with 
your Secretary last year...

Mother’s jaw falls open as Father looks sheepish. 

NANA (CONT'D)
(To Errol)

And you! You dirty little sod 
the things you get up to behind 
locked doors beggars belief.
Let me tell you something else, 
my girl --

Carl edges his way out of the room, leaving the family 
to their reunion. 
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EXT. GHOST HOTEL/CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS108 108

Carl leans against the wall and takes a deep breath, 
then looks round. The overwrought Victoriana of the 
Ghostly Majestic is an assault in his senses. 

FLOCK WALLPAPER so deep and luxurious it looks 
alive...and as he peers at it, the tine CHERUBIM and 
SERAPHIM woven into the paper wink and caper, clearly 
alive.

Carl gulps and looks away. At the end of the corridor 
he spots a set of ornate brass ELEVATOR DOORS and makes 
for them. 

He reaches the doors and presses the CALL button. The 
doors swing open and Carl looks down into the charred 
face of URQUHART the lift attendant. 

URQUHART
Got a light? 

INT. GHOST HOTEL LOBBY - DAY109 109

Theda stands in the middle of the lobby, which is in 
chaos, arguing with a HEADLESS COACH rep who stands 
with his head under his arm. Ghosts race past her 
ignoring the reception Skeletons, who drop various 
bones from their bodies with alarming regularity, 
unable to deal with the stress.

Max stands in stands by the main doors, smiling and 
waving the mad rush of Ghosts through, all of whom seem 
to be carrying BUCKET’s and SPADES, SUN LOUNGERS, and 
ghostly versions of all the accoutrements of vacation. 

MAX
Come in, please do come in. 
Plenty of room. If you’ll just 
head to the back of the lobby 
and upstairs. We welcome you to 
the Majestic as our guests. 

Theda shoots a furious look at Max. 

THEDA
MAX! We can’t accommodate all of 
them. Lock the doors.

Max turns to her, grinning, his eyes slightly demented. 
He strides towards her, a lunatic grin plastered on his 
face.

MAX
Beloved, isn’t it exciting? I 
must confess I was wrong to 
resist your pleas to change. 
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Look at the wonderful variety of 
guests! 

He spreads his arms wide and beams as he arrives next 
to her. She clenches her fists and squeezes her eyes 
shut, quashing her frustration and anger. 

THEDA
Please tell him we do not have 
room for another thirty six 
guests. 

(To Coach rep)
There’s no bloody space!

COACH DRIVERS HEAD
Listen, I got a coach-load of 
snap-happy loonies all promised 
the time of their death over the 
border. We’re staying, even if 
we ‘ave to camp in the car park.  

Max lays a hand on his wife’s shoulder. 

MAX
(To Theda)

Allow me.
(To Coach driver’s 
head)

Sir, your passengers are very 
welcome...as long as they don’t 
mind sharing accommodation.

Theda’s mouth drops open. She lunges out and grabs the 
Coach Driver’s head from under his arm and backs off, 
holding it like a trophy. His body flails, blindly 
trying to find its head. 

COACH DRIVERS HEAD
Oi! Give me back you cheeky cow.

THEDA
(To Head)

Shut up!
(To Max)

Max, you’ve gone insane. Look 
around you...this is madness. 
This has to stop. I won’t allow 
another guest in this Hotel, not 
while I have breath in your 
body. 

The Coach driver’s body flails and runs around in 
circles, unable to figure out what to do or where to 
go. 

MAX
(Hurt)

Beloved, I don’t understand? 
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COACH DRIVERS HEAD
What’s to understand she’s 
mental!

Theda shoves her hand over the Head’s mouth, gagging 
him. Theda looks at her husband, imploring him with her 
eyes to listen. 

THEDA
Max, please. You must let go. 

Max looks at her, confused. 

At that moment the lift doors behind them open and fire 
BELCHES from them in a great torrent. Carl comes 
tumbling out, partially on fire. 

CARL
AAARGH!

He runs across the lobby, trips and falls to the 
ground. He roll’s over and over trying to put the 
flames out. 

Max gapes and races towards him. The Coach Driver’s 
Head uses the confusion to BITE Theda’s hand, she drops 
him with a yelp and he falls to the ground. 

COACH DRIVERS HEAD
I’m over here, stupid!

The Coach Driver’s Body runs towards the sound of it’s 
Head’s voice as Max heaves a handy BUCKET OF SAND over 
CArl, putting him out. 

Theda spots the body headed her way and steps up to the 
head...

THEDA
No you don’t!

She KICKS the Head as if it were a football and it 
tumbles away into the depths of the lobby, yelling. 

Totally confused the Headless Body spins in a circle, 
throws it’s hands up, and takes off in a dead run 
towards the MAIN DOORS. 

Theda trots over to Max and Carl arriving just as Max 
pulls the blanket away revealing Carl’s slightly 
singed, but unhurt face. 

She looks down at him, her mouth falling open in shock. 

THEDA (CONT'D)
He’s...alive!

CARL
I am? 

Copyright © Jon Hayes 93.

jon@strangeradio.co.uk

CONTINUED: (2)109 109

(CONTINUED)



MAX
You’re fine. Nothing the Dead 
can do here can hurt you. 

CARL
(Dazed)

Oh, that’s nice. 

Max helps him up as Theda continues to stare at Carl, 
trying to process the impossibility of one of the 
living being here in the realm of the dead. 

THEDA
But...how can he be here? 

A voice pipes up from somewhere in close by. 

COACH DRIVERS HEAD
Stop him!

THEDA
(Irritated)

Shut up, you. He’s gone. 

Carl finally registers where he is and that Max is 
stood in front of him.

CARL
You! 

He grabs Max round the throat.

CARL (CONT'D)
I’m going to kill you!

Theda sighs. 

COACH DRIVERS HEAD
Stop him! STOP HIM. 

THEDA
(To Head)

Oh calm down, he can’t hurt him 
he’s already dead. 

Max smiles at Carl who’s doing his best to throttle the 
spectral Hotelier, without success. 

MAX
(To Carl)

I am you know. 

Carl takes a breath and re-doubles his efforts.

COACH DRIVERS HEAD
Not him you bunch of 
pillocks...HIM!
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Theda looks over at the MAIN DOORS as outside an ENGINE 
ROARS. Carl and Max gape as a set of BLINDING 
HEADLIGHTS blaze through the windows at the front of 
the Hotel.

COACH DRIVERS HEAD (CONT'D)
HE CAN’T BLOODY SEE!!!

Carl, MAx and Theda dive for cover as, with a huge 
ROAR, the Coach SMASHES through the doors and careens 
out of control across the lobby headed fro the back 
wall. 

Behind the wheel the HEADLESS BODY holds on for dear 
life it’s foot hard on the gas, doing the only thing it 
knows how -- driving in a straight line.

A cascade of FLASHES spark in the windows as the unseen 
passengers photograph this exciting new development in 
their journey.

COACH DRIVERS HEAD (CONT'D)
(Screaming at the 
body)

BRAKE YOU PILLOCK! BRAKE!!

The REAR WALL of the Ghostly Lobby LOOMS...

INT. LIVING HOTEL LOBBY - CONTINUOUS110 110

...KA-BOOM!

The GHOSTLY COACH hammers straight through the rear 
wall of the Lobby, exploding from between the winding 
and splashing through the cascading GREEN GLOWING 
WATERFALL that gushes from the upper levels, down the 
stairs and onto the floor of the lobby. 

The Coach SCREECHES as the Headless Coach Driver slams 
on the brakes. Beth and the Plumber watch open-mouthed 
as the Coach skids sideways and SLAMS into the 
fireplace, finally stopping. 

The Headless Coachman pumps a lever and the doors pop 
opens emitting a cascade of long-dead JAPANESE TOURISTS 
each of whom is equipped with a vast CAMERA. The gaggle 
of tourists - all of whom are gashed and damaged in a 
way that leaves no doubt that their collective terminal 
event was a Coach crash - fan out into the lobby, 
flashbulbs popping like tiny supernova’s as they 
photograph everything in sight. 
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INT. HOTEL - MONTAGE111 111

Every damp spot, puddle and green-glowing stain, 
explodes with a jet of ghostly ooze, coating both 
Hotels - now linked by the huge waterfall - in 
ectoplasmic gunk. 

INT. LIVING HOTLE - LOBBY112 112

A tall aristocratic figure appears in the ruins of the 
lobby behind Beth. She gasps, horrified at the carnage, 
unsure what to do. The figure coughs. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Mein Fraulein. 

Beth turns and faces him. 

BETH
What..?

The Archduke falls to one knee and opens his arms wide, 
his chin trembling with emotion, he open his mouth and 
begins to sing a remarkably saccharine German love 
song. 

Beth steps back baffled, confused, and utterly 
befuddled by what’s unfolding in front of her. She 
stares at the Archduke as his thin quavering voice 
begins to rise. Behind him a shimmering GHOSTLY CHOIR 
materialises and begins to sing along with him. 

The Plumber hauls himself up and looks from the 
Archeduke to Beth, and then over at the waterfall, 
which is little more than a trickle now. 

Ghosts go wild, chasing guest, gorging on any food they 
find and generally behaving like a bunch of nineteen 
year-old college students on Spring Break. 

PLUMBER
(Shaking head)

Worst karmic blockage I’ve ever 
seen. Ain’t got a plunger big 
enough for this one.

From out of the wrecked rear wall of the lobby three 
figures emerge; Max, Theda and Carl. They stumble 
through the huge hole and into the world, of the 
living. Theda clings to Max, frightened. 

Carl locks eyes with Beth, who sobs with relief and 
runs towards him, ignoring the Archeduke who promptly 
stops singing. 

He watches Beth run into Carl’s arms, rage distorting 
his features. Flashbulbs pop all around him as he 
stands up and draws his sword. 
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THE  ARCHEDUKE
Schweinhunt!

He marches stiffly towards Carl. Max nudges Carl. 

MAX
One of the guests seems to have 
a problem. 

Theda steps forward and holds her hands up. 

THEDA
Johan, stop!

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Stand aside Fraulein, honour 
demands satisfaction. 

(To Carl)
Sir, take up a blade or I shall 
cut you down where you stand. 

Carl gulps. 

CARL
Hang on a second...

Beth stands in front of her husband blocking him from 
the Archeduke, but the Archduke’s rage is too great and 
he slashes at Carl.

Beth squeaks and throws herself to the ground as Carl 
stumbles to one side, tripping on a piece of rubble and 
tumbling to his feet. 

Max lunges for the Archeduke. 

MAX
JOHAN! Stop this madness at 
once.

The Archduke and Max grapple as Beth and Carl scramble 
to their feet. Theda looks over to Beth and CArl.

THEDA
RUN.

Beth sprints past the grappling ghosts and heads for 
the office. Carl darts the other way, leaps and snags 
an ornamental sword from a rusty display on the wall. 

With a yell, the Archduke brings his sword round in a 
slashing arc and...

CHOP.

Max’s head flies from his shoulders and bounces on the 
ground. 
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MAX
Oh bugger. 

Theda screams and rushes for her husbands head. 

THEDA
MAX!

She cradles his head as the Archduke spots CArl and 
advances on him. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Excellent, you are an honourable 
man to have armed yourself. 
Despatching you across the veil 
will be my honour. 

He sketches a brief bow to Carl who stands trembling, 
his rusty sword held out in front of him. After a 
second of indecision, Carl thinks better of his 
bravery, and sprints to one side, away from the 
archduke.

THE  ARCHEDUKE (CONT'D)
COWARD!

The Archduke gives chase, flashbulbs popping left and 
right as the Japanese tourists immortalise the moment.  
Carl races for the dubious safety of the crashed coach 
and races for the open doorway. He skids to a stop as 
he comes face to torso with the Headless Coachman.

Beth yells across to him from the office. 

BETH
CARL! Over here. 

Carl spins as the headless Coachman flails it’s arms, 
blocking the Coach doorway with his confusion. The 
Archduke bears down on Carl like an aged Teutonic tank 
as Carl races for the office.

Too late.

The Archduke cuts him off with a slashing downstroke of 
his blade that comes within a hairsbreadth of chopping 
Carl in two. 

Carl clumsily parries the deft stroke of the Archduke 
who follows up with a blur of powerful attacking 
strokes driving Carl back against the Coach. Carl 
manages to avoid the onslaught through sheer dumb luck. 
But his luck can’t last forever and he stumbles on a 
loose piece of rubble, falling to the ground.  

The Archduke stands over him in triumph, his sword 
poised for the killing stroke. 
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THE  ARCHEDUKE
A-hah!

SLAM.

The headless Coachman blunders into the Archduke 
knocking him to one side. The Archdukes blade misses 
Carl by millimeters.

Carl gasps and scrambles to safety under the Coach. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE (CONT'D)
Damn you.

Meanwhile, Theda manages to re-unite Max’s head and 
body and together they rush the Archduke, which gives 
Carl just enough time to drag himself under the Coach 
and out the other side. He leaps to his feet and, still 
carrying the rusty sword, sprints for the office. 

The Archduke spots him and with a roar gives chase, but 
Theda sticks out a foot, tripping the Archduke who 
sprawls to the floor.  

Theda yells down at him. 

THEDA
JOHAN, for goodness sake look at 
me. 

But the Archduke ignores her and leaps to his feet, and 
charges after Carl. 

MAX
It’s no use his bloody honour is 
all he cares about now. Come on.

Max runs across the ruined lobby, dodging Japanese 
camera-wielding Zombies, the Headless Coachman and a 
dozen other ghoulish obstructions as he races after the 
Archduke. Theda follows. 

THEDA
Language, dear. Think of the 
guests. 

At the office, Beth holds the door open for Carl who 
throws himself through. 

INT. HOTEL OFFICE - CONTINUOUS113 113

Beth slams the door behind him and locks it. 

CARL
(Panting)

Harmless, my arse. 

Beth looks down at him, worry in her eyes. 
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BETH
Are you ok?

CARL
I’m fine. What’s your plan?

BETH
Plan?

Carl looks up at her.

CARL
I assumed you had a plan.

Beth smiles weakly. 

BETH
Well...the door locks.

At that moment the Archduke CRASHES into the door and 
the lock bursts. The door flies open and he strides 
into the office brandishing his sword. 

Carl scrabbles across the floor away from him, his 
rusty sword forgotten on the floor. Beth also scrabbles 
backwards, her outstretched hand falls on the 
SCRAPBOOK, which lays forgotten on the desk.

The Archduke raises his sword high...

Beth screams and jumps in front of him.

The Archduke brings his sword down...

SLASH.

Shredded paper fills the air. 

INT. LIVING HOTEL LOBBY/OFFICE DOOR - CONTINUOUS114 114

Max freezes and Theda skids to a halt. For a second he 
shivers, a great slash gouging through him as if a 
blade were passing through him. As it does MEMORIES in 
the form of photographs are pulled out of him and fall 
to the floor, crumbling as if on fire. 

Max falls to his knees. As he does the entire Hotel 
seems to shudder and groan around him. Theda drops to 
his aid, her hands on his shoulder. 

THEDA
Max, what’s happening? 

Max looks at her, frightened and clutches his chest.

MAX
I can’t remember the third 
floor. 
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INT. HOTLE OFFICE - CONTINUOUS115 115

The Archduke stumbles, weakened by something. Beth 
kneels on the floor in front of Carl, protecting him. 
She holds the SCRAPBOOK up in front of them like a 
shield A huge SLASH from  the Archdukes sword is cut 
through the cover of the scrapbook, destroying some of 
it’s pages.  

The Archduke collects himself and focuses on Carl. He 
advances, his sword glittering. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Stand aside my love and I shall 
end this once and for all. 

BETH
My god, what on Earth do you 
think is going to happen. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
He stands between our love, 
denying it. I know you cannot 
leave him, divorce is 
unconscionable and honour will 
not permit it. This is the only 
honourable way. Stand aside and 
we can finally be together. 

Theda and Max stumble through the office door. Theda 
holds out her hand.

THEDA
WAIT! Johan, wait. 

The Archduke pauses and glances across at Theda. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Madam, this is not your affair. 

Theda’s face crumples, tears well in her eyes. 

THEDA
Oh Johan, of course it is.

Max, still clutching at his chest, looks from Theda to 
the Archduke. Theda draws close to the Archduke and 
places her hand on his cheek, her eyes soft. 

THEDA (CONT'D)
Johan, I’m so sorry for keeping 
this from you all these years. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
I don’t understand. 

MAX
Nor do I. 
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Theda looks across at Max, her lower lip trembling, 
then crosses to Beth and takes the scrapbook. She flips 
through it’s pages. She stops on a NEWSPAPER CUTTING of 
the Archduke’s suicide. She pulls it out of the book. 
Hidden behind it is a photograph. It shows Theda sat in 
exactly the same position as the faceless woman in the 
portrait hung in the Archdukes room. 

The Archdukes eyes go wide and he looks from the 
portrait to Theda. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
I...

Max looks from Theda to the Archduke as CArl and Beth 
watch, holding their breath. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE (CONT'D)
I...remember. 

Theda looks across at Max, tears flooding down her 
cheeks. Max looks at her in shock. 

THEDA
I chose you, Max. Then and now. 
Always. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
I remember everything. 

The Archduke sags, then, drawing on centuries of 
breeding, sheathes his sword and draws himself up 
straight. He clicks his heels together and bows to Beth 
and Carl.

THE  ARCHEDUKE (CONT'D)
Sir, Fraulein. My actions were 
not...honourable. I apologise. 

With that the Archduke turns and walks stiffly from the 
office. 

THEDA
Johan...

Max catches her. 

MAX
(Softly)

Let him go. You know what he has 
to do. 

Beth takes the scrapbook from Theda who folds herself 
into Max’s arms, sobbing.

The moment stretches. 
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Carl looks from Max and Theda, to Beth who silently 
regards the picture of Theda. He takes a breath and 
breaks the silence. 

CARL
Er...

They all look at him. 

CARL (CONT'D)
What exactly is he going to do. 

MAX
What he always does. 

THEDA
What he did the first time I 
said no. 

Carl’s eyes go wide. 

CARL
What, hang himself!?

BETH
God Carl, catch up. Of course 
he’s going to hang himself. 

Carl struggles to his feet. 

CARL
And none of you are the 
slightest bit concerned about 
that?

MAX
Of course not. 

THEDA
(As if talking to a 
child)

We are all dead. 

Beth’s eyes go wide as it dawns on her what Carl’s 
getting at. 

BETH
But the Colonel’s not. 

CARL 
He’ll kill the silly old duffer!

Max and Theda look at each other in shock. 

MAX
After him!

They charge from the office after the Archduke. Carl is 
about to follow, but Beth stops him. 
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BETH
Wait! It’s this book. 

Carl looks confused. 

CARL
What? 

BETH
The Scrapbook, the photo’s, all 
of it, the Ghosts, the Hotel the 
Archduke, all of it is tied to 
this book. 

CARL
You mean...

BETH
The scrapbook is  the Hotel.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - CONTINUOUS116 116

Theda and Max race across the lobby, dodging Ghosts, 
Japanese tourists and puddles of ectoplasm. 

MAX
His room?

THEDA
No, the ballroom.

MAX
Why?

THEDA
It’s where he first did it. 

Max nods and they race for the ballroom, hand in hand.

INT. HOTEL OFFICE - CONTINUOUS117 117

Beth and Carl feverish flip through the scrapbook 
taring any picture of the Archduke from the pages. The 
get to final page and stop.

CARL
That’s the lot. 

Beth picks up the small pile of images.

BETH
What do we do now...tear them?
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CARL
No, we need to destroy them 
completely. 

They both look at each other. 

BETH/CARL
(Together)

FIRE!

They look around, but the whole office is a bedraggled 
mess of waterlogged books, furniture and stationary. 
Beth seizes a soggy book of matches. She holds it up.

BETH
Fire? 

Carl snatches the book from her, but it’s too wet and 
he throws it away as useless.

CARL
Fire.

Beth paws through the soggy mess, but to no avail. Carl 
stands thinking. Suddenly, his eyes go wide and he 
grabs her shoulders. 

CARL (CONT'D)
(Triumphant)

FIRE!

He grabs the mass of photo’s and races from the office, 
Beth following.

BETH
(Confused)

Fire..?

CARL
FIRE!

INT. BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS118 118

Max and Theda run into the ballroom where they find the 
Archduke stood on a piece of the painters scaffolding 
high above the floor, a NOOSE fashioned from guide 
ropes round his neck. 

THEDA
JOHAN STOP!

The Archduke ignores her. 

MAX
Johan, please. You don’t know 
what you’re doing. 
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THE  ARCHEDUKE
Excuse me, sir. I know very well 
what I am doing. 

THEDA
Johan, please. You can’t do this 
you’ll kill your host. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
Honour demands it. 

MAX
For god’s sake man, let go of 
your damnable honour. Let the 
past go. Let go of it all and 
move on!

Theda looks at Max, stunned by his passion and the 
intensity with which he speaks. 

THE  ARCHEDUKE
(To himself)

I cannot. 

He raises one foot, poised to step off. 

THEDA
NO!

INT. HOTEL LOBBY/ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS119 119

Carl races to the Elevator doors and punches the 
button. They open with a cheery BING. The charred 
figure of Urquhart peers up at CArl from around his 
cigarette. 

URQUHART
Got a light? 

CARL
(Yelling)

BOO!

The shock takes Urquhart by surprise and, as he always 
does when shocked, he bursts into flames. Carl throws 
the Photo’s of the Archduke onto the blazing lift 
attendant, where the curl and begin to burn, 
disappearing as they do. 

INT. BALLROOM - CONTINUOUS120 120

The Archdukes foot hovers over empty space and, about 
to jump...he hesitates. 

Confusion crosses his features as around his head a 
ghostly halo of burning paper materialises. 
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As the flames peak and disappear in a puff of smoke the 
Archduke suddenly smiles, and relaxes. 

He sets his foot firmly on the scaffolding and looks 
down at Theda, tears welling in his eyes. She looks up 
at him, their eyes meet. The Archduke smiles 
beatifically.

THE  ARCHEDUKE
(Softly)

Danke schön, my love. 

He blinks and...

The Archduke is gone. 

...Colonel Muybridge opens his eyes. 

THE COLONEL 
I say, bit of a rum thing, what. 

He looks down and sways alarmingly. 

MAX
Gods man, be careful.

THE COLONEL 
Hell’s Bells. Bit of unexpected 
altitude. Spot of tumble to be 
avoided I’d say. 

He calls down to Max and Theda.

THE COLONEL (CONT'D)
What happened to the Hun?

THEDA 
He finally let go. 

THE COLONEL
(Not understanding)

Right’O. Pity. Starting to like 
the sausage munching swine. Not 
a bad chap...for a German.

The Colonel leans over and shouts down. 

THE COLONEL (CONT'D)
Reminds me of a time in 
Mephalooseiland. Spot of Witch 
Doctor. Touch of curse. Wound up 
marrying a Zombie Princess. 

Max and Theda look up at the Colonel, baffled. 

THE COLONEL (CONT'D)
Not a bad sort. Lovely singing 
voice. 
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INT. HOTEL LOBBY/FIREPLACE - LATER121 121

A FIRE roars in the huge ornate fireplace. Max stands 
holding the scrapbook, which is almost empty. Theda 
stands close by watching him. He holds a photograph in 
his hand. Carl and Beth stand to one side, watching. 

Around them the Hotel is quiet. The water and the 
Ghosts gone...well, almost two Ghosts still remain.

MAX
(Wistful)

So many memories. 

Theda slips her arm around him. 

THEDA
(Gently)

Yes, but now it’s time to let 
them go. 

Max looks up at his wife, fear in his eyes. 

MAX
But...what if...will we be 
together on the other side? 

Theda kisses him on the cheek. 

THEDA
I don’t know. 

Max’s face crumples and he twists the last remaining 
phot in his hands. It’s a wedding photo, Max and 
Theda’s wedding. They look very young and very happy. 

MAX
(Whispering)

I’m sorry for everything.

He looks up at Beth and Carl.

BETH
None of that matters now.

CARL
No.

Max looks down at Theda. She smiles up at him. 

MAX
I couldn’t face the idea of 
losing you. I love you so much 
all I could think to do was hold 
on. And I held on so tight for 
so long I almost forgot why. 
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THEDA
I love you Max. Whatever happens 
next, we have that. It’s time to 
let go.

Max smiles. He looks deep into Theda’s eyes and lets go 
of their wedding photograph. It tumbles into the flames 
where it immediately begins to burn. 

Max kisses Theda deeply, passionately. 

As Carl and Beth watch the Ghosts slowly turn to smoke 
and, with a breath, they slowly disappear. 

Beth turns to Carl and they hug each other tight.

The moment stretches. 

BETH
I’ll miss them.

Carl grimaces and looks around at the devastated lobby 
and the ruin that was once The Majestic. 

CARL
Are you nuts? 

Beth smiles and pokes him in the ribs. He grins back at 
her and wraps an arm around her. They slowly walks 
across the devastated lobby, surveying the wreckage. 

CARL (CONT'D)
What the hell do we do with this 
place now, re-build? 

BETH
No way. We do what we should 
have done a long time ago. 

EXT. MAJESTIC HOTEL - DAY122 122

It’s later, maybe a few days perhaps a few months. Beth 
and Carl slowly pull the doors of the Majestic closed 
and sip a huge chain through them. Carl snaps a huge 
PADLOCK shut, locking the doors forever as Beth 
plasters a SIGN on the doors. 

They both step back, look up at the doors and smile. 

CUT TO:

I/E. BETH AND CARL’S CAR/THE MAJESTIC - DAY123 123

Beth and Carl pull away from the derelict Hotel, which 
is now securely chained shut. 
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The last thing visible through the rear window of their 
car as the drive away is the sign: CLOSED. 

FADE OUT.

124 124
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