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FADE | N:

An ancient Victorian mani-mansion juts froma hilltop Iike a
rotting tooth. Boards cover all its windows. Al nost as if
soneone tried to keep sonmething IN.

An ow HOOTS. Skeletal trees sway, backdropped by a dark
sky. Little nmovenent. Until -

CAR HEADLI GHTS pierce the sullen gloom Driving along a
zi gzaggi ng road, they park at the front door. Two nen
emer ge.

I NT. HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM

A bizarre m x-match of furniture. Ad tiney antiques, along
wi th seventies, eighties and |ast year's decor. Judging from
t he cobwebs, no-one's visited for awhile.

The door opens. CREEEEAAAK.

JUSTI N THOMPSON (30s) and RANDOLPH (50s) wal k in. Based on
hi s | ogged, gaudy ves, Randol ph's a realtor. Justin holds
one suitcase - he's noving in!

He | ooks around the abandoned |iving room

JUSTI N
Hone sweet hone. Though not TOO
sweet... yet!

Randol ph stifles a nervous |augh. H's eyes skip around, wary
of danger. Any m nute now.

RANDOLPH
Are you absolutely sure you want to
stay the night?

JUSTI N
(scoffs)
You think ny hand slipped when
wote that check? If | didn't intend
to live here, there are waaaay | ess
hi gh- mai nt enance pl aces to rent!

RANDOLPH
M. Thonpson, ny firmoffers quite
af f ordabl e cl eani ng and redecorating
services. |'ve been in the realty
busi ness twenty years.



JUSTI N
Twenty? |'ve been witing |onger than
t hat !

RANDOLPH
So... you can trust nmy experti se.

Not hi ng about the contract requires
you nove in the sane day you cl ose!

Justin patrols the living roomperinmeter. Wpes dust off the
staircase bannister wwth a finger as he goes.

JUSTI N
Ww. The hone of the illustrious
Victorian witer Daniel R GQGustoff
the Third! C eaning can chill a few
weeks, Randol ph. | wanna soak in al
t he vi bes now

RANDOLPH
M . Thonpson, about those vibes -

Justin spots a SEVENTIES STYLE COUCH. Arching an eyebrow, he
wal ks over. Turns on the snark.

JUSTI N
Sonmehow, | doubt M. Gustoff ever sat
here.

He pats the couch. Dust puffs. Randol ph turns red, coughs.

RANDOLPH
Well, as everyone in our office nmade
a point to strees, this house HAS
seen several ... er... abrupt

turnovers in ownership. Wth several
"non-essential s" |eft behind.

JUSTI N
(grins)
VWhich is why | got it at a bargain
price!

He fist-punps to enphasize the win. Sonething RATTLES
upstairs. Perhaps the wi nd? But Randol ph's head shoots up.
H s eyes widen. Fishing a CRUCIFI X fromhis shirt, the
realtor inches slowy towards the door

RANDOLPH
The time has cone for ne to take ny
exit, M. Thonpson. And to gently
rem nd that you've signed a waiver of
liability.



JUSTI N
Yeah, in that ginornous stack of
| egal ese. Freaki ng paperwork took al

day!

RANDCL PH
So anything that happens - to you, or
otherwise - is not our

responsibility....

JUSTI N
Yeah, yeah, | get the drift. Ghosts
n' stuff. Ooooo, scareeeeeey!

Justin wggles his fingers at Ral ph. Anot her WEI RD SOUND
upstairs. Ral dol ph junps.

RANDCL PH
You' ve been duly warned, M.
Thonpson!

Randol ph hightails it out the door. Pauses in the entrance
to plaster on a plastic smle.

RANDOLPH (cont' d)
Thanks for choosing "Second Chance
Real ty". Enjoy your new hone!

SLAM Randol ph's gone. Justin rel axes, picks up his
sui t case.

JUSTI N
Whew. | though he'd never | eave.
Well, time to work!

MOVENTS LATER

Justin dusts a table. Unpacking the suitcase at his feet,
pul I s ou:

CANDLESTI CKS, a LAPTOP, a PAPER MANUSCRI PT (THUD!'), and a
QU JA BOARD. Justin fusses with the exact positioning of
each on the table. Lights the candles. Dials his cell.

The call picks up. Justin grins:

JUSTI N (cont' d)
Any - the eagle's landed. | w sh you
coul d' ve cone today. This place -
it's a hoot!

He opens the |aptop. Wiile listening to "Any", Justin | ogs
into Amazon - surfs over to: O eaning Supplies.



JUSTI N (cont' d)
Yeah, it's pretty rank. So not your
style. But nothing a bit of bleach

can't clean up. I'mbuying in bulk on
Amazon right now. No, of COURSE
there's no internet. |I'musing the

hot spot on ny phone.

CLI CK. Bl each goes in the Amazon cart. Justin |ooks around
the room smles.

JUSTIN (cont'd)
You should see it, Amy. It's like
being teleported back in tinme! If
Dani el Gustoff's butler cane around
the corner and asked ne if 1'd |ike

sonme tea, | wouldn't be all that
sur pri sed!
On the laptop, Justin surfs over to... Board Ganes.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
Hey, stop worrying. I'msafe. This
pl ace i s waaaaaay far fromtown. No-
one's gonna wanna break in. The
"haunt ed house rep” it has is sure to
scare 'emoff! |'ve got so nmuch
i solation here, the UN woul d probably
viewit as a war crinme. So |I'm
thinking... | should probably order
sone ganes for nental stinulation.
What do you think? Jenga? O -
remenber that el ectronic Sinon ganme?

He lowers his voice to a creepy tone.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
Did | ever tell you how Sir Qustoff
died? Wrd is, he fell asleep
drinking. Ash fromhis pipe hit his
ni ght gown and POOF - the old guy went
up like torch! One of his butlers
tried to snuff the flames out with a
bl anket, got Farenheited too. No - |
DON T believe in ghosts. But it's the
perfect environnment to inspire nme to
finish up MY literary gem Hey, you
know | even brought a Quija board?
I"'mgonna break it in at mdnight,
just to kick everything off on the
ri ght note!

Near by, the stairs CREAK.



The cell connection dissolves in STATIC. Justin frowns,
shakes his phone. Tilts it various angles to try to get a
few bars. Not hi ng worKks.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
Any? Hel | 0?!?

Finally, he stops trying. Hangs up.

JUSTIN (cont'd)
So much for Verizon being
"everywhere". Overpriced BS.

Sighing, he toggles to software on his laptop. A MWVIE
SCRIPT titled "lIsolation" glows onscreen.

Justin picks up the first page of the paper manuscript,
reveal ing: handwitten edits in red. And starts editing the
digital version to match

The candl es flicker. Sonething MOANS.

Justin | ooks up. Sees nothing. Bends back over his work,
chuckl es.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
"It was a dark and storny night."
Man - even |I'mnot that cliche!

He reads fromthe manuscript, seriously now

JUSTI N (cont' d)
"Julia felt lonely. Even in a crowd,
she felt |like a ghost. Participating
drai ned her essence away." Drai ned
her essence? O is that too wordy?
How s about just "Drained her"? SMTE
t hat pesky orphan, and free up a

page!

WIlling to "kill his darlings", Justin happily deletes the
of f endi ng words onscreen.

TWO TRANSLUSCENT FI GURES watch fromthe stairs, unseen by
Justin. DANl EL GUSTOFF and Man Servant EMVERI CK - burn marks
on their faces and cl ot hes!

Gustof f and Emmerick glide down the stairs. Emrerick
ti ptoes. Custoff notices, doubl etakes.

GQUSTOFF
Wiy are you doing that? Neither of us
even touch the fl oor!



EMVERI CK
Well, | do. Look, see?

QUSTOFF
Emmerick, we're in linbo. He couldn't
hear us if we stonped!

EMVERI CK
Well, an occasional nmoan DOES slip
t hrough. Who does it kill to take
precauti ons?

He snickers at his own joke. CGustaff shoots hima disgusted
| ook.

Unawar e, Justin continues to work. Reads the manuscript's
paper pages. Changes digital |ines.

Gustof f and Emmerick reach the first floor, glide towards
the table. Qustoff reads over Justin's shoul der.

GUSTOFF
"A woman of willow proportions"”
Wl 1l ow? That description's been done
to death?

Emrerick snorts. CQustoff gl ares.

GUSTOFF (cont' d)

What ?

EMVERI CK
"Done to Death". That's rich, com ng
from you.

GUSTOFF

You're inplying ny work's derivative?
Now? After all these years?

EMVERI CK
No. |I'mjust saying... since we're
ghosts, we're dead too.

Qustoff continues to glare. Emmerick shrugs. It's no use.

EMVERI CK (cont' d)
No of fense intended. |'mjust
poi nting out the pun.

GUSTOFF
Only if you reach EXTREMELY f ar



Qustoff circl

EMVERI CK
Must you be so critical of this
chap's endeavors? W haven't even
formally nmet the gentleman yet!

GUSTOFF
You m ght just have a point. The
ot hers -

EMVERI CK
Whom you so roughly scared off..

GQUSTOFF
Weren't men of letters. This one is -
al beit of the feeble kind. But
per haps we can get through to him
wher eas previously we so
tragically..

EMVERI CK
Al nost Shakespeareanly, you m ght
add -

QUSTOFF
Fai | ed!

es the table, eyes the Quija board.

EMVERI CK
Sir, that's a Quij -

GUSTOFF
Don't Man- Servant Spl ain ne,
Emmerick! | know quite well what that
i s!

GQustof f | ooks over the board, Goggles.

He grabs the

Justin sees -

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
Thi s confounded child' s apparatus has
"Goodbye". But where did the
si npl etons who designed it place
"Hel | o?"

EMVERI CK
| guess that part's inplied?

GUSTOFF
| have to do everything around here,
don't 17

PLANCHETTE. Spells out G eetings.

sits up. He's frozen in wonder. Horror,

t 0o.



Qustoff finishes, stares at Justin. Wiits.

GUSTOFF (cont' d)

Well, Sir. I've introduced nyself. It
woul d be rude for you to not respond
Now.

JUSTI N
"Eetings"?

He | ooks around. Shivers.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
There I'S a ghost after all? And he's
hungry? For what - nme?!?

QUSTOFF
Ch, Good Heavens!!

Emmerick snickers. Qustoff whirls on him irate. The nan
servant cowers.

EMVERI CK
Heavens. It seens you abound wth
puns tonight...

Qustoff grow s, spells out "Hello" instead. Justin junps to
his feet, trenbles.

JUSTI N
You're in Hell?'? I'"m so, so,
sorry..

Emrerick stifles an all-out |augh/.

EMVERI CK
Qus, if you don't mnd ny saying
SO... it appears this attenpt's not

going well.

Gustoff rolls his eyes. Types out "Hi ." This tinme, Justin
gets it. He sits back down, yells at the top of his lungs...

JUSTI N
Are you Daniels GQustoff?!?

GQustof f cl anps hands over his ears.
GUSTOFF

I'"'ma ghost, but |I'mnot deaf. Yokel,
not so | oud!



JUSTI N
| mean, Sir Daniels GQustoff - the
great scribe?

Qustoff nelts at THAT conplinent. Smles. Emmrerick nudges
hi m

EMVERI CK
Over there on the board. Say "Yes"
now!

GUSTOFF

Qoooh, right. In all the excitenent,
| nearly forgot!

Qustof f does. Justin's eyes light up. H's jaw drops. But
then suspicion sinks in...

Junpi ng up, Justin runs around the table. Waves his hand
over the board. He checks under the table for wres, any
concei vabl e trick

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
Emmerick, why is that nman runni ng
around li ke a lunatic? Is that sone
sort of twenty first century cultura
t hi ng?

Emmerick shrugs. Satisfied it's not hoax, Justin finally

sits down... and holds trenbling hands towards the board.
Then retracts themlike it's on fire. Afraid to touch, he
yell s out:

JUSTI N
Ww. Sir, it's such an honor. My nane
is Justin Thonpson. I'm.. I'ma

writer. Like you!
Emreri ck and Gustoff exchange | ooks.

EMVERI CK
Hunmor him Sir.

GUSTOFF
If | nust.

Justin squints through the candlelight: slightly sees what
| ooks like GQustoff's face.

JUSTI N
Ina mllion years, |I... | never
t hou ght you'd really BE here.

( MORE)



JUSTI N (cont' d)
But since you are, | hate to presune,
but - maybe you could help ne with ny
novi e script?

Qustof f freezes.

GUSTOFF
Did | hear that right?

Justin sure didn't hear H M

JUSTI N
Hel | 0? Pl ease, please don't |eave. |
don't nmean to offend. Are you still
here?

10.

Gustof f groans. Nudges the planchette to "Yes" again. Justin

rel axes - good news!

JUSTI N (cont' d)
Oh, thank you so very, very, very
nmuch!

GUSTOFF
Very, very, very? And you cal
yourself a witer?

JUSTI N
Wth your help, this could be My
mast er pi ece!

Justin grabs a manuscript page, waves it towards where he
assunmes Custoff m ght be.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
The procedure woul d take awhile, but
I can show you the dialog. Then you
can say yes or no to each line.

He nods at the Quija board.

JUSTI N (cont' d)
And spell out recomended changes,
t oo!

GUSTOFF
| just said | was present. | never
agreed to that!

Frustrated, he pounds the table. Though his fists slip a

little below the surface, itens JUWP fromthe inpact. Justin

scoots his chair back, in shock



11.

JUSTI N
Have | of fended you?

GUSTOFF
To great lengths, Sir!

Justin didn't hear that either. But his lower lip trenbles -
hurt in his eyes.

JUSTI N
If so, why?

GUSTOFF
Because. ..

The ghost takes a deep breath, prepares to vent. Enmmerick
rolls his unseen eyes at Justin.

EMVERI CK
A shane | couldn't warn you. Now you
didit. Here we go.

GUSTOFF
You peranbul ating, sniveling putrid
pile of a would be wordsm th, you!
| - Daniels CGustoff- great playwi ght
of the Ides of Zeus and Tale of Two
Continents has spent ny LIFE
perfecting the skills required of
great communi cators. (Mmcs a
child s voice) "Julia was |onely."
Bah! And you DARE ask ne to waste
even one iota of ny precious tine...

EMVERI CK

Qus, we have eternity to waste now...
GUSTOFF

On prattling childsplay like that?

Never !

He grabs pages of the manuscript, throws them Poltergeist
style into the air. Justin cringes.

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
Sir Justin, | know not what neager
educati on you m ght have, but
hopefully you can grasp the basic
meani ng of these words | say: in a
mllion eternities, I wll NEVER help
you Wi th your "novie" script.
VWhatever a novie is, the answer's NO



12.

Done blustering, Gustoff pants. H s chest heaves as he
catches his non-existent breath.

Then waits for Justin's response. Not hing.
Emrerick taps hi mon the shoul der.

EMVERI CK
You know he heard none of that.

@Qus bl ows a fuse.

GUSTOFF
Fine! Let nme spell it out, then!

GQustof f yanks over the Quija board. Seeing the board slide
back violently, Justin starts. Qustoff grabs the planchette,
spells at a feverish pace:

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
I.NANSWERT.YOURREQUES
R I

EMVERI CK
Sir, you forgot an "O'. See, right
before "Y'. TO

GUSTOFF
Not ny fault, it was a typo.

EMVERI CK
What's a typo?

GUSTOFF
This is dammably sl ow. No nore!

Qustoff FLIPS the board off the table. Justin screans.

JUSTI N
Pl ease, don't hurt me. What do you
want ?! ?

GUSTOFF
For once, | want one of you cringing

nortals to hear...
Emmeri ck coughs politely, points towards the |aptop.

EMVERI CK
Gus, that object over there.. From
what | saw, it creates words. Perhaps
you can communi cate through it
I nst ead?



13.

Qus grows curious. He wal ks toward it - stares at keys.

GUSTOFF
A machine that wites? Perhaps...

He touches the keyboard. HUGE m st ake.

As his fingers sink into the keys, electricity sparks. The

| aptop goes wild with static. And a bizarre, distorted image
of Gus' face appears on screen. A charactacture wi th hideous
bur ns.

JUSTI N
Ch ny god!

Justin turns to run, trips over his suitcase. Face pl ants.
Rolling onto his back, he tries to scoot away.

Qus is on a ramage now. He trenbles and points at the
screen.

GUSTOFF
This magi ¢ machi ne nocks ne! I|s that
what | | ook |Iike now? Bl aspheny! All
because YQU (points at Emmeri ck)
couldn't bat away a few neasly fl anes
with a blanket. A quilted heavy one,
no | ess.

EMVERI CK
To tell the truth, the spirits you
were drinking that night didn't make
it easy.

GUSTOFF
You had ONE j ob, Emmeri ck. ..

EMVERI CK
ONE job?!'? | was your manservant
since you were a child! | cooked your
nmeal s, cl eaned your chi mey. Washed
t hat stinky pipe, too...

GQUSTOFF
One job at that crucial nonent. And
we bot h di ed!

A BABBLI NG noi se rises fromthe floor. Hearing it, Qus
stops - | ooks down. Sees Justin praying desperately.

JUSTI N
Qur father who art in heaven. |
never, ever believed you before this,
but pl ease rest assured |I'm so sorry.
( MORE)



14.

JUSTIN (cont'd)
If you' re God, you can see in ny
heart and know it's true. In this

nmoment, |'ma believer. Please,
pl ease bani sh this ghost before he
hurts ne!

GUSTOFF

Go away? You cane to ne!

Qustoff grabs a lit candlestick. FromJustin's viewpoint, it
levitates. GQustoff swipes it at Justin's face. Hair sizzles.
A near mss. Justin scrabbles to his feet.

Qus chases after him sw ping with every word.

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
Yes - run, you coward! Like the
dozens who did before! You' re no
witer. You're a child. And if you
don't leave, I'lIl burn you worse than
| experienced. So nmuch that when they
cone to take your corpse away, nhot
even bones will remain!

Yel pi ng and scream ng, Justin reaches the door. After a few
funbling tries, he tears it open and runs out into the
night. Dropping his cell, which glows. Now far fromthe
ghosts, it appears to have found a few bars.

JUSTI N
I"I'l never wite again. Ghosts are
reaaaal 1 [11111!

Then: silence. Gus and Emreri ck exchange | ooks. Gus bl ows
the candle out, sets it down.

They stroll back to the table, settle into chairs (not
really sitting, they levitate instead.) And | ock eyes.

EMVERI CK
It's going to be like this for
eternity, isn't it? People cone, you
get frustrated..

GUSTOFF
Correction: understandably peeved.

EMVERI CK
And scare themsilly. Al because
comruni cating across the ether isn't
meant to be...

GQus | ooks over at the fallen Quija Board.



15.

GUSTOFF
If only that gadget were
sophi sticated. Like ne. And that -

He points towards the |aptop, which is functioning again:
the Anazon "Gane" browser onscreen.

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
Were not so tenpernental.

EMVERI CK
Li ke you, as wel|?

GUSTOFF
Clamit, Emmerick. Even dead, you

EMVERI CK
When that man was talking to his
invisible friend, he said he was
using it to purchase things. Wat
sci ence has wrought in these past
centuries. Amazi ng!

GQUSTCOFF
Amazi ng i ndeed. .

He's | ooking not at JUST the screen, but a ganme on it.
SCRABBLE

CGustoff tries to touch the inage. Static ripples. He pulls
back - but remains intrigued.

GUSTOFF (cont' d)
If only we could purchase THAT item
Al as.

He | ooks sadly at his fingers. Emmerick grins.

EMVERI CK
I have an i deal

Emmerick picks up the other candlestick. Uses it to poke
keys.

EMVERI CK (cont' d)
"Order"? | wager that wll do the
trick!

CLICK. Scrabble gets added to Justin's cart. The order
submts. BEEP!

The two ghosts lean in, read the screen - extra careful not
to touch.



GUSTOFF
A nmessenger shall deliver it
t onorr ow? Wondr ous news!

EMVERI CK
Does this make up for any bl anket
m sgi vings, Sir?

Qus reaches out - starts to shake Emmerick's hand... then
bear hugs him |l ast m nute.

GUSTOFF
I ndeed. You've restored ny ability to
communi cate. For a witer, that's the
greatest gift of ny lifetinme... and
beyond!

Qut si de sonewhere... an ow HOOTS.



