
INT. SUBURBAN LIVING ROOM - DAY

The camera points at a man standing in front of the house’s

main entryway, at the bottom of an L shaped staircase. He

inspects the camera for a second before flicking on a night

vision mode. The screen is filled with bloom from the

sunlight coming in from the windows. He turns the setting

off and backs away from the camera.

DARRYL

Okay, testing. Testing. One, two.

DARRYL (CONT’D)

My name is Darryl Henderson and I

am making this recording because,

since my wife and I moved in to

this house last week, we have

experienced some... unexplainably

spooky goings on.

DARRYL (CONT’D)

So I’m gonna set up a bunch of

these cameras to film the ghost

stuff then send it to the ghost

police like in that one Bill Murray

movie...

DARRYL (CONT’D)

uh... Rock the Kasbah, I think.

Anyway, yeah, catch you on the

flipside, party people.

INT LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The camera is pointed at the front entrance, night vision

mode turned on. The image looks almost like a still frame,

completely motionless besides the faint waving of a bush

through the window.

CUT TO the kitchen, which is similarly still. Pots and a mix

of large utensils dangle above a sleek modern stove and

marble counter tops.

CUT TO the upstairs hallway. The top of the staircase sits

at the far end of the hall below a large, circular window.

The winds pick up, causing a branch to rustle against the

window.

CUT TO the bedroom. Darryl and his wife Lynda are laying in

bed covered in a blanket. The door to the room is slightly

ajar. It creeps open, the hinges letting out a terrible

shriek. The couple squirm around but stay in bed.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

CUT TO the kitchen. The dangling kitchenware clanks,

swinging back and forth. A knife is missing.

CUT TO the front entrance. A shadow slips up the stairwell.

CUT TO the hallway. It is empty. The wind is more intense

than before, the branches of the tree smacking violently

against the window.

CUT TO the bedroom. The door is closed. The knife drops to

the floor with a dull thump. Blood seeps through the covers.

LYNDA wakes up and shakes her husband.

LYNDA

Darryl, did you hear something?

Darryl.

LYNDA (CONT’D)

(Frantically)

Darryl? Wake up. Come on Darryl.

Darryl! Wake up, Darryl!

EXT - GHOST COURTYARD, GHOST CASTLE, GHOST CITY - GHOST DAY

DARRYL materializes in a vast castle garden next to a

fountain twice as tall as him. Paths snake and crisscross

throughout the garden, but all converge at the fountain in

its center. Towering stone walls surround the courtyard on

all sides. Darryl rubs his eyes.

DARRYL

Where... where am I?

An apparently bedsheet draped figure poofs into being right

next to Darryl. He is short, but floats above the ground so

he is at eye level. He has a tiny little bowler hat atop his

head.

GHOST

Why, you’re in the Ghost Dimension,

my liege!

DARRYL

(Recoiling in fear)

Jesus Christ, a ghost!

GHOST

(Taken aback)

Oh, so I’m just "a ghost"? I’m not

a person with hopes and dreams? I

don’t have a family who I eagerly

await the deaths of so they can

join me in the afterlife?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

GHOST (CONT’D)

Oh yes sir, I am nothing but a

machine built for the sole purpose

of jumping out at children and

saying "booga booga boo".

GHOST (CONT’D)

(Under his breath)

Geez, you think we’d pick someone a

bit more progressive for this job.

DARRYL

I didn’t mean it like that, it’s

just I’ve never seen one of...

you... people before.

GHOST

(Muttering)

Pffft, you people.

GHOST (CONT’D)

(Regular voice)

Sir, I do hope you realize that

you’re one of "you people".

Darryl stares blankly at the ghost man.

DARRYL

I don’t follow.

FREDRICK

(Points to self)

I am Fredrick. I am a ghost.

FREDRICK (CONT’D)

(Points to Darryl)

You are Darryl. You are a ghost.

DARRYL

But I’m alive.

FREDRICK

Nah, you’re dead. I killed you with

a big knife a few minutes ago.

DARRYL

Haha, alright. Good joke, man.

Lynda’s probably just getting me

back for the whole "marshmallow

fluff in her underwear" prank,

right? You had be going there for a

min-

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

Darryl tries to slap Fredrick on the side but his hand goes

through. Darryl waves his hand back and forth through

Fredrick’s body.

FREDRICK

Eww, dude. Cut it out.

DARRYL

(Shouting)

I’m dead and I’m a ghost! I’m...

I’m a fucking dead ghost and you’re

telling me to "cut it out"?!

FREDRICK

Darryl, this happened for a reason.

We ghosts don’t just waltz around

stabbing people all willy nilly.

You, Darryl Stevenson, have been

chosen as our ruler. The King of

the Ghost Dimension.

Darryl does the Home Alone face and yells into the camera.


