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OUT OF THE BLUE 

 

“The Blue Butler” 

 

 

TEASER 

 

FADE IN: 

 

EXT. AN EERIE VICTORIAN HOUSE. FRONT GARDEN – NIGHT  

 

JB and JONNO are walking along the pavement, carefully 

observing an old shadowy house. They edge nervously along 

an old garden wall, absently fingering the brickwork, 

before reaching an ancient iron gate.  

 

They peer up through the metalwork at the creaky building, 

looming ominously against the moonlit sky. 

 

JB (V.O.) 

They say that every street in every town 

in every country has one. An old, dark, 

creepy house full of rats, mice, spiders 

and slugs. No one remembers when the house 

was first built or who first lived there, 

but everyone can agree on one thing. 

Something about the place is just evil – 

and nobody wants to go near it. There‟s a 

house just like that on the corner of my 

street. The story goes that the place is 

haunted. My cousin Jonno swears by it, but 

I don‟t go in for that silly supernatural 

stuff. I mean, ghosts are a load of old 

rubbish, aren‟t they? Or so I thought, 

until one day last week – when my views on 

the subject were about to change forever. 

 

A flash of lightning suddenly illuminates a window in the 

house. The ghoulish form of a man in a tuxedo is briefly 

glimpsed, before the glass falls dark again. JB and Jonno 

flinch at the unexpected sight, gawk at one another and run 

away down the street. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 

END OF TEASER 
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ACT ONE 

 

FADE IN: 

 

EXT. „BLUE CLOSE‟. GRASS ROUNDABOUT - DAY 

  

JB (Jeremy Blue) sits in the middle of a well-kept grass 

roundabout. Surrounding him is a quaint cul-de-sac. A few 

kids are happily tossing a Frisbee in the background. 

 

JB 

Hi – I‟m Jeremy Blue. And I‟m seriously 

famous. Well, famous insofar as I have an 

entire street named after me. This  

cul-de-sac is called Blue Close and my 

family has been living here for over 100 

years. You see, back in Victorian times, 

my great-great-grandfather, Reginald Blue, 

once conducted a groundbreaking scientific 

experiment, right here on this very spot. 

It made use of dynamite. Lots of dynamite… 

 

EXT. THE EXACT SAME PATCH OF EARTH – DAY – 1880, FLASHBACK 

 

Everything is now black and white with a grainy effect. 

REGINALD BLUE wears a Dickensian suit and old top hat. The 

blinding flash of an old-fashioned camera dazzles him as he 

poses proudly beside a keg marked „TNT‟. 

 

JB (V.O.) 

After extensive research, Old Reggie Blue 

was absolutely convinced that beneath the 

earth on this exact spot was the world‟s 

richest supply of diamonds. He called out 

the entire town to watch the monumental 

blast that was going to make him the 

richest man in England. Everyone said he 

was crazy – there were no diamonds to be 

found in an empty field! But Reggie Blue 

just knew he was about to enter the 

diamond-blasting history books – and 

immortalise his family name forever. 

 

Reginald Blue sticks some smoking TNT into the ground and 

runs away in frenzied elation. There is a huge explosion as 

turf and soil fly in all directions. The haze clears and 

nothing is left except a huge crater in the ground.  
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Reginald Blue is frazzled and dazed. Rotten fruit begins to 

fly in his direction from the unseen crowd. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

Of course, there was nothing in the earth 

but earth. And the townspeople weren‟t too 

impressed with the humongous hole he‟d 

blown into the ground. Not to mention the 

damage he‟d done to their eardrums. But it 

turns out that this moment of dynamite 

madness did ensure that Old Reggie Blue  

went down in the history books after all.  

 

END FLASHBACK. 

 

EXT. „BLUE CLOSE‟. GRASS ROUNDABOUT - DAY 

 

JB 

On top of the crater he left behind, they 

built a circle of houses. And within that 

circle of houses, they built a circular 

street. And they called that circular  

street Blue Close, in memory of Old 

Reggie, my great-great-grandfather. 

 

EXT. JB‟S HOUSE. KITCHEN WINDOW – DAY 

 

MUM opens the window and clouds of smoke pour out. She 

waves the heavy fumes outside, gasping for breath.   

 

   MUM 

JB! 

 

         INTERCUT: 

 

      JB 

What! 

 

         INTERCUT: 

 

      MUM 

JB you come here this instant, before all  

of my cupcakes go up in a ball of flame! 

 

         INTERCUT: 
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      JB 

Smells like they‟re flambéd already.  

 

He sniffs the air. 

 

    JB 

Like I said, my full name is Jeremy Blue. 

But absolutely everybody calls me JB. 

 

MUM (O.S.) 

JB! 

 

JB 

I‟m coming! 

 

EXT. JB‟S HOUSE. KITCHEN WINDOW – DAY 

 

      MUM 

Quickly, quickly - take some of these 

before the whole house burns down. 

      

She tosses black cupcakes into JB‟s hands, who begins 

a hot-potato juggling act. 

 

    MUM 

Now go across the road and get hold of 

your cousin. You both need to go and see 

Mrs. Puccini. She has the perfect job to 

keep you both out of trouble for at least 

a day. 

 

  JB 

Mum, I‟m on fire! 

 

  MUM 

So‟s my kitchen. Get moving. And don‟t hog 

all of those cakes!    

 

EXT. JONNO‟S HOUSE. FRONT LAWN – DAY  

 

MAX the milkman is polishing the hubcaps of his milk float 

and singing to himself. 

       

MAX 

Oh have you seen the muffin man, the 

muffin man, the muffin man… 
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JB 

Max! Max! Fire in the hole! 

 

      MAX 

Great balls of fire - the muffin man! Just 

you hang on, boss! 

 

Max opens a pint of milk and douses the red-hot cupcakes. 

 

    MAX 

There, neutralised. Flaming cupcakes are a 

bad way to go, my boy. I once saw a man 

vaporised by a molten blancmange.  

 

      JB 

Thanks Max. Care for a piece of sweet  

charcoal? It‟s fresh from the oven. 

 

      MAX 

Tempting, lad, tempting. But the milky  

goodness of assorted dairy products is the 

only treat I‟ll ever need. What‟s the big 

rush? 

  

      JB 

I‟ve got to go and get Jonno. We‟ve got 

some stupid job to do for Mrs. Puccini. 

 

MAX 

Puccini? The Godmother? I don‟t envy you, 

boss. But you‟re in luck. I just saw Jonno 

galavanting at his window. Think fast! 

  

Max throws a sloppy cupcake at JB. They begin to toss the 

dripping cakes back and forth. We close in on Jonno‟s 

window. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

I suppose some people might say I‟m lucky 

because I live on a street named after my 

own family. Or maybe because there‟s 

always a wacky guy like Max around. But 

I‟d say I‟m lucky because I live just a 

few doors away from my only cousin. 

 (MORE) 
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  JB (V.O.) (CONT‟D) 

And because my only cousin just so happens 

to be my best friend…  

(beat) 

…even if he is a bit weird. 

 

INT. JONNO‟S HOUSE. BEDROOM – DAY 

 

JONNO‟S massively enlarged eye is peering out of his 

window. He stands at a table, hunched behind a long column 

of carefully arranged magnifying glasses. 

     

      JB (V.O.) 

This is my cousin Jonno, doing what my 

cousin Jonno does best: seeing the world a 

little bit differently. Rumour has it that 

if you look through 30 magnifying glasses 

for long enough, you can train your eye to 

see to the surface of Mars. And Jonno 

wasn‟t about to miss out on an opportunity 

like that. 

 

  JONNO 

Greetings, martians. Planet Earth says 

“Hi”. Do you have a message for our 

leaders? 

 

A milky cupcake splats on the window. 

  

    JONNO 

Peculiar. Some sort of ectoplasm. 

 

Another wet cake strikes. Jonno inspects more closely. 

 

    JONNO 

Martian - milk? 

 

He opens the window and a cake narrowly misses his head. 

 

    JONNO 

Oi! What are you doing? I‟m having a 

conversation with outer space! 
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INT./EXT. JONNO‟S BEDROOM/FRONT LAWN - DAY 

 

  JB 

Come back down to Earth! We‟ve got to go 

and see Mrs. Puccini. 

 

  JONNO 

Puccini? 

 

  MAX 

Chop, chop Jonno. The Godmother waits for 

no man. Incoming! 

 

Max throws a cake that explodes onto the window just 

as Jonno closes it. 

 

INT. MRS.PUCCINI‟S HOUSE. FRONT ROOM – DAY  

 

We hear the brief, haunting strains of an Italian 

tarantella. JB and Jonno are sitting stiffly on a sofa. 

MRS.PUCCINI sits opposite, all in black, wearing dark 

glasses and stroking a cat. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

They say that Mrs. Puccini took her 

surname from a small Sicilian village and 

came to England after a Mafia crimelord 

put a bounty on her head. Me? I just think 

she‟s an old Italian lady who spends a bit 

too much time with her cats. 

 

MRS.PUCCINI 

So, boys - you have come to me asking for 

justice. You say: Donna Puccini, give us 

justice. But you don‟t even think to call 

me Godmother. What have I done to deserve 

such disrespect? 

 

 JB 

Erm, Mrs. Puccini – you called us here. 

 

JONNO 

Yeah – JB‟s mum said… 

 

      MRS.PUCCINI 

Grazie, grazie: shut up and listen. I have 

a job for you both. A very important job. 
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A foreboding image of the creepy Victorian house is 

superimposed on-screen. It rises at a menacing angle, 

surrounded by swirls of blowing leaves. 

 

MRS.PUCCINI 

Have you seen the old house on the corner 

of Blue Close? The old, dark, dead, empty 

house? 

 

 JB 

We‟ve seen it. 

 

JB and Jonno shudder as they call the house to mind. 

 

MRS.PUCCINI 

I own that house. You boys didn‟t know 

that, but it‟s true. I won‟t go near to 

that place. Nobody on this street will go 

near to that place! They call it “Casa di 

la Morto” – “House of the Dead”. The 

building has something very wrong with it. 

Something ancient and evil lives there, 

growing and growing while nobody‟s 

looking. Do you know what it is? 

 

JONNO 

No. What is it, Godmother? 

 

JB and Jonno are utterly captivated. The spooky image 

of the house vanishes abruptly. 

       

MRS.PUCCINI 

The back garden. Mama mia, it is in such a 

mess! No wonder the entire neighbourhood 

keeps away from it. They can‟t stand the 

sight of it. 

 

JB and Jonno let out a disappointed sigh. 

 

      MRS.PUCCINI 

It is all dead – everything! You boys must 

clean it up for me. Pull up the weeds, mow 

the grass, trim the bushes. You will be 

rewarded handsomely. 
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JB and Jonno look at one another doubtfully, recalling a 

harrowing incident. 

        

JB (V.O.) 

Jonno and I were reluctant, at first. We 

had solemnly vowed never to touch another 

back garden after my dad made us dig a new 

trench for his turnip plot. 

 

EXT. JB‟S HOUSE. BACK GARDEN – DAY – FLASHBACK 

 

JB and Jonno are standing knee-deep in a trench, hacking at 

the ground with mattocks. JB strikes something metallic and 

stands up, puzzled. A jet of dark, dirty liquid begins 

spraying into the air and raining down all over the pair of 

them. They scramble out of the trench, hysterical.  

 

  JB      JONNO 

Sewage pipe! Sewage pipe! Sewage pipe! Sewage pipe! 

 

END FLASHBACK. 

 

INT. MRS.PUCCINI‟S HOUSE. FRONT ROOM – DAY  

 

JB (V.O.) 

But something about that old empty house 

was just irresistible. Here was our chance 

to get up close to it – to see if the 

rumours were true; to find out what was 

inside. 

 

 JB 

OK, we‟ll do it.   

 

JONNO 

Yeah, no probs Mrs. Puccini. We‟ll get 

your garden looking like the grounds of 

Buckingham Palace… 

    (beat) 

…of course, we‟ll be needing the keys to 

the house. 

 

     MRS.PUCCINI 

Keys? Why do you need keys? 
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JB 

Well, Jonno has such a weak bladder. He 

used to wet the bed all the time. Still 

does, actually. He‟ll need to use the 

toilet all day long. 

 

      JONNO 

Yeah, it‟s a real problem. One time, when 

I was locked out of the house, I had to 

open up the letterbox and just… 

 

MRS.PUCCINI 

Prego, prego – enough, enough. 

 

Mrs. Puccini produces a key. 

 

    MRS.PUCCINI 

Here is the key. Use the toilet if you 

must. But don‟t go anywhere else in that 

house. 

 

 JB 

We won‟t – we promise. 

 

 MRS. PUCCINI 

Now if there‟s nothing else, I‟d like to 

get back to my daughter‟s wedding. Run 

along, now. 

 

Mrs. Puccini retreats to a corner of the room, where she 

has built a makeshift wedding pagoda. Beneath it are two of 

her cats dressed as bride and groom. She fusses over them, 

cooing contentedly in Italian. JB and Jonno look on, 

dumfounded. 

 

      JONNO 

Is that - legal? 

 

      JB 

Come on. Let‟s get started. 

 

EXT. MRS. PUCCINI‟S HOUSE – DAY 

 

Max is hanging upside down from the seat of his milk float 

as JB and Jonno approach. 
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MAX 

Salutations, countrymen. May I ask how 

it‟s…hanging? 

 

JB 

Funny you should ask that, Max. 

 

JB swings the key in front of Max‟s face. 

 

    JB 

It looks like things are hanging very much in 

our favour, at the moment. 

 

      MAX 

Oooh – a key. I have no idea what it‟s for 

or where it came from, but I‟m excited. 

Yes, most excited. 

 

      JB 

This key, Max, is going to unlock a 

mystery that‟s been troubling this street 

for some time. 

 

JB snaps up the key. 

 

    JB 

Can we hitch a ride? 

 

      MAX 

Ah-ha! Wherever mystery leads, Max the 

milkman is sure to follow. Hold on tight, 

boys. Let‟s put the pedal to the metal and 

hope this milk doesn‟t turn to cheese. 

 

JB and Jonno jump aboard the milk float. Max puts his foot 

down and they zoom off. 

 

EXT. HAUNTED HOUSE. FRONT GATE – DAY 

 

The milk float approaches and Max‟s face has dropped a full 

inch. 

 

      MAX 

Boys, I think we‟ve got the wrong address. 
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JONNO 

No way, Max. This is the last stop: our 

final destination. 

 

      MAX 

No. We don‟t belong here. 

 

Max sniffs the air. 

 

    MAX 

Evil lives here.  

 

Max stares at the house, stoney-faced. 

 

MAX 

Don‟t you know anything about this house? 

Haven‟t you heard about – the keyhole?  

For centuries, the people of Blue Close 

have lived in fear of what lies beyond 

that keyhole. When you look through it, 

you‟re never the same again. You‟re 

changed. Beyond that keyhole lies the 

unnamable: a terrifying vision of your 

most harrowing nightmare. All those who 

have dared to look upon it have been eaten 

away from inside and slowly driven insane. 

 

      JB 

Dare you to look through it. 

 

      MAX 

Ha! I may be reckless, matey – but I‟m not 

stupid. I wouldn‟t go near that place for 

all the tea in China. 

 

      JB 

How about for all the milk in this bottle? 

 

JB holds out a pint of cold milk. 

 

      MAX 

Meh – yeah, OK. 
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EXT. HAUNTED HOUSE. FRONT PATH – DAY 

 

We are parodying a Western-style stand-off, with a 

gunslinger tune whistling in the background. We view the 

house through Max‟s firmly planted legs. He has his thumbs 

hooked nonchalantly through his apron strings.  

 

Max moseys his way up to the house, looking back at JB and 

Jonno with assumed arrogance. He nears the front door as 

the music swells dramatically. On the verge of losing his 

nerve, he drops to his knees and peers into the keyhole.  

 

The music cuts out and Max DRAWS BREATH SHARPLY. 

 

      MAX 

The horror.  

 

His terror doubles. 

 

      MAX       

The horror! 

 

He is running away towards JB and Jonno at full pelt. 

       

    MAX 

The unpasteurised horror! 

 

Max runs past them and away down the street in fits of 

hysteria. JB and Jonno shrug and move off-screen. We watch 

Max recede into the distance like a madman. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

We didn‟t see Max again for a couple of 

weeks. They eventually found him curled up 

in our local supermarket, next to the 

semi-skimmed milk - sucking his thumb.  

 

JONNO 

Let‟s both go up and look at the same time. 

Strength in numbers. Agreed? 

 

      JB 

Let‟s do it. 

 

JB and Jonno make their way up to the front door and crouch 

down low. They both clamour for a position in front of the 

keyhole, jostling one another for more room. 
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INT. HAUNTED HOUSE. FRONT HALLWAY – DAY 

 

We see the deserted hallway of the Victorian house. Old 

furniture and cobwebs are dimly visible. 

 

      JONNO (V.O.) 

There‟s nothing here. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

Then why did Max do a runner? 

 

      JONNO (V.O.) 

Because he‟s a certified nutcase? 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

Wait! Look. There‟s someone inside. 

 

From nowhere, right in the middle of the hallway, the pale 

form of a 19
th
 century BUTLER has appeared. His clothes are 

faded but smart and his hair is a brilliant white.  

 

He stands for a moment, looking lost. Then he spies JB and 

Jonno on the other side of the door. He slowly raises his 

hand and points at them, uttering four eerie words. 

 

      BUTLER 

Chester. Where is Chester? 

 

He moves towards the front door, as though to open it. 

 

EXT. FRONT PATH OF HAUNTED HOUSE – DAY 

 

 

   JB     JONNO 

Leg it!    Leg it! 

 

JB and Jonno hurriedly scramble to their feet. They run 

away around the side of the house.  

 

         FADE OUT. 

 

END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 

 

FADE IN: 

 

EXT. HAUNTED HOUSE. BACK GARDEN – DAY 

 

JB is in the process of tearing up weeds and overgrown 

shrubs. Jonno leans back against a wheelbarrow, fiddling 

with some garden shears and not doing much work. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

We didn‟t really talk about what we‟d seen 

for the first hour or so. I mean, who 

really wants to admit that a real ghost is 

watching you, just a hundred yards away? 

 

      JONNO 

Man, it‟s gonna take us ages to clean this 

place up. 

 

      JB  

Us? I haven‟t seen you doing any work for 

the last hour. Pull up some weeds! 

 

JB throws a pair of gardening gloves at Jonno.   

        

      JONNO 

I‟ve got a better idea. It‟s thirsty work  

out here. Let‟s go inside and get a glass 

of water. 

   

JB 

Inside? 

 

   JONNO 

It‟s why we‟re really here, isn‟t it? 

Forget this dump of a garden. Let‟s go 

inside and find out if… 

    (beat) 

…you know. 

 

   JB 

We did see him, didn‟t we? I wasn‟t just 

imagining things? 
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JONNO 

No. He was real. We‟ve made contact with 

the paranormal. We‟ve got to go and check 

it out. Just picture the headlines: “Local 

boy Jonno discovers conclusive proof of 

the afterlife.”   

 

   JB 

Erm, I think that should be: “Local boys 

JB and Jonno…” 

 

    JONNO 

Yeah, yeah of course. I don‟t want all of 

the credit, even if I did make the 

decision to go inside. 

 

    JB 

We, Jonno – we‟re making the decision. 

 

    JONNO 

Of course. And we‟ve made the right one. 

Now, let‟s not make a wrong decision and 

rush in there without taking precautions. 

Open this.  

 

Jonno passes a plastic tub to JB. 

 

      JB 

What is it? 

 

   JONNO 

This, my friend, is powdered Spirulina – 

nature‟s ultimate Super Food. It‟s packed 

with phyto-nutrients to help deflect 

supernatural mind control. 

 

    JB 

Speak English, Jonno. Urgh! It smells like 

rotten fish food. 

 

JB opens the tub and has a good sniff. 

 

JONNO 

Look; it‟s dried algae from Hawaii and 

it‟s gonna protect us from ghosts. Would 

you take on a vampire without garlic? 

 



 18 

    JB 

I wouldn‟t take on a vampire at all. 

 

    JONNO 

Just take a handful and put it in your 

mouth. You can thank me later.  

 

They both scoop out some dark green powder and eat it. JB 

begins to grimace and gag, while Jonno fights the urge. JB 

tries to spit out the Spirulina, which has turned into a 

bright green foaming mass. Jonno begins to do likewise. 

 

They both now have fluorescent green mouths and are unable 

to talk. Jonno tries to communicate. 

 

      JONNO 

Neddy? Nett‟s no. 

 

   JB 

Wah? 

 

    JONNO 

Nett‟s no! Num on! 

 

Jonno nods towards the back door and they both walk towards 

it, desperately scraping their tongues as they go. 

 

INT. HAUNTED HOUSE. GROUND FLOOR – DAY 

 

The old house is dingy and covered in a thick layer of 

dust. A key scrapes in the back door before it shudders 

stiffly open. JB and Jonno creep cautiously inside. 

 

      JB 

Yuck. I‟m never eating that stuff again.  

I feel sick. 

 

      JONNO 

You‟re about to feel even worse. Something 

seriously stinks in here. 

 

      JB 

Well it‟s an old place. My mum says 

nobody‟s been here for years and years. 
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JONNO  

Look at all of this antique loot. I‟m 

surprised it hasn‟t been nicked. 

 

Jonno fingers old silverware and tarnished candelabra. 

 

   JB 

Are you kidding? People are too scared to 

come anywhere near this place. And that 

includes the burglars. 

 

There is a muffled BUMP from upstairs.   

 

JONNO 

What was that? 

 

Jonno picks up an antique golf club and holds it aloft as a 

weapon. 

 

   JB 

Jonno – look! 

 

On the dust-laden floor there are some recent footprints.  

 

      JB 

  They‟re fresh. 

 

JB and Jonno begin following the trail. 

 

They move out into the hallway. 

 

They climb the first flight of stairs. 

 

INT. HAUNTED HOUSE. FIRST FLOOR - DAY  

 

The footprints lead past an old oak wardrobe. Within it, 

something is gently SCRATCHING the wood. 

 

      JB 

Something‟s inside. Go and open it! 

 

      JONNO 

No way. 

 

      JB 

Give me that.  
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JB takes the rusty golf club. 

 

   JONNO 

JB! Don‟t do it!  

 

JB sidles up to the wardrobe, which shudders every now and 

then as something moves around inside. He reaches up 

breathlessly to open the latch, lets the door yawn open and 

peers inside. Nothing but more dust and shadows. 

 

      JB 

See. Nothing to be scared of. Must have 

been a draught of wind. 

 

The shrill SCREAM of a terrified cat pierces the air as a 

furry object flies out of the wardrobe, past JB‟s face, 

through Jonno‟s legs and away down the stairs. 

      

JONNO 

Heavens to Mergatroid! What the blinking 

heck was that? 

 

      JB 

A cat! Just one of Mrs. Puccini‟s mangy 

old cats.   

 

      JONNO 

JB – I know we were kidding about my 

bladder problems. But if that happens 

again, I‟m going to wet myself for real. 

 

   JB 

Just don‟t do it near me. Come on. 

 

They follow the footprints up a second flight of stairs. 

 

INT. HAUNTED HOUSE. SECOND FLOOR - DAY 

 

On the top landing, JB spies an old photo frame on the 

wall. He blows away the dirt for a closer look. We see a 

faded image of Reginald Blue, shaking the hand of his 

butler and presenting him with a large glass bowl. 

 

JB 

Look! That guy in the top hat is my  

great-great-granddad, Reginald Blue. 

They named our street after him. 
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JONNO 

I know the story, JB. 

 

Jonno rolls his eyes. 

 

JB 

But who‟s that he‟s with? A servant? And 

what‟s Reggie giving to him? It looks 

like… 

 

We hear a man‟s voice from the other end of the landing. 

It‟s a gentle, melancholy moan. Almost as though somebody 

is quietly sobbing. 

 

      JONNO 

Shhh – can you hear that? 

  

   JB 

(to the hallway) 

Hello? Is anyone up here? 

 

      JONNO 

Someone‟s up here, alright. Check out 

those Size Nines. They lead right up to 

that door. 

 

JB and Jonno approach a door at the very end of the 

landing. JB turns the doorknob and pushes the door open. 

The sobbing grows louder. 

 

INT. BUTLER‟S ROOM. HAUNTED HOUSE - DAY 

 

The curtains are drawn shut, but daylight still penetrates 

this ramshackle old room. An iron bedstead can be made out. 

At the foot of the bed sits the ghost of a Butler, with his 

head in his hands. He is crying. 

 

      JONNO 

Holy Cripes! The living dead! Make like a 

banana! 

 

Jonno gallops away downstairs. JB creeps further into the 

room. 
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JB 

Are you… 

(beat) 

…alright? 

 

      BUTLER 

Master Reginald? Master Blue? Is that you? 

 

      JB 

It‟s his great-great grandson. Jeremy 

Blue. 

 

      BUTLER 

Old Master Blue. Young Master Blue. 

It makes no difference. He‟s lost. Lost! 

 

      JB 

Who‟s lost?  

 

      BUTLER 

Chester. Chester is lost! 

 

      JB 

Who is Chester? 

 

      BUTLER 

Lost, forever. And I am trapped here, 

forever. 

 

   JB 

Who is Chester? 

 

BUTLER 

I must find him. I must find him. But we 

are lost. Lost… 

 

The Butler begins to dissolve into thin air. 

 

   JB 

Wait! I‟ll help you find him. Who is 

Chester? 

 

The Butler has vanished. JB looks on pensively at the 

empty, dust-filled room. 
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EXT. HAUNTED HOUSE. BACK DOOR – DAY 

 

Jonno is waiting outside the back door, with his golf club 

raised. On his head, he inexplicably wears a large glass 

bowl. JB exits the house and Jonno almost attacks him out 

of fright. 

 

      JB 

Hey! Watch out! 

 

      JONNO 

I thought you were the ghost. 

 

      JB 

What are you wearing on your head? 

 

Jonno is jabbering. He‟s hyperventilating with excitement 

and steaming up the interior of his new glass helmet.  

 

   JONNO 

This? I found it inside. It‟s to protect 

my brain from supernatural radiation. 

Don‟t you know anything about ghosts? They 

transmit high-frequency gamma waves that 

suck out your life-force and turn you into 

a zombie. Haven‟t you seen the movie? 

 

   JB 

What movie? 

 

   JONNO 

“The Return of the Undead Spirits from the 

Fifth Dimension Part III”. In that film, 

the only way to stop your brain from being 

fried like an egg is to put on a 

protective helmet like this. Then the 

radio waves are bounced away from your 

head and back into the netherworld where 

they explode in a giant ball of 

telekinetic flame and… 

 

JB notices something. 

 

      JB 

Quick. Take it off!  
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JONNO 

No way! This is the critical period. You 

should be wearing one too. 

 

      JB 

Look: your brains are already fried. 

There‟s writing on the glass. It‟s upside 

down. 

 

Jonno reluctantly takes the bowl off his head. JB locates a 

small brass plaque and rubs it with his sleeve to reveal an 

inscription. Etched into the tarnished metal is the name 

„CHESTER‟. JB whispers the name in mild awe. 

 

      MUM 

Hey you two! 

 

Mum has arrived from nowhere: JB and Jonno jump in terror. 

She carries a tray laden with oddly green sandwiches. 

 

      MUM 

I hope you‟re both hard at work. 

 

    JB 

Jeez, mum – give us some warning next 

time. 

 

    MUM 

I‟ve assured Mrs. Puccini that you‟ll both 

be finished by the end of the day. I 

thought you might be hungry, so I‟ve made 

you some cheese sandwiches. 

 

JB and Jonno eagerly make for the sandwiches, before 

noticing their strange hue. 

 

      JB 

Mum, these sandwiches are green. 

 

    MUM 

I know. I baked the bread with Spirulina. 

It‟s nature‟s ultimate Super Food – and 

super-tasty, too! Bon Appétit!  

 

Mum departs. JB and Jonno look at the sandwiches 

queasily. Jonno bravely picks one up. 
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JONNO 

Well, your mum‟s right about one thing. It 

is the ultimate Super Food.  

 

Jonno takes a bite out of his sandwich. His face 

registers mild disgust. Just watching is too much for 

JB. He covers his mouth and is about to be sick. 

 

EXT. HAUNTED HOUSE. BACK GARDEN – DAY 

 

JB and Jonno have cleaned up the garden. They are 

struggling with a final large shrub. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

So, we got back to work – and within a few 

hours, we‟d cleaned up the whole garden. 

The only thing that stood in our way was 

one stubborn, gnarly old bush. 

 

    JONNO 

Look: I said you pull and I push. If you 

push and I push, it won‟t pull up. 

 

 JB 

I am pulling! But you‟re pulling too. 

 

    JONNO 

It‟s almost there. Just give it a little 

bit more… 

 

The roots start to give. 

 

    JB 

Here we go. Timber! 

 

JB lets go just in time, leaving Jonno to pull too hard at 

the wrong moment. Jonno flies backwards and the big brown 

bush lands right on top of him. He rolls around, trying to 

escape. 

 

      JONNO 

Aah! I‟m under attack! Death by shrubbery! 

 

    JB 

That thing had roots of steel.  

 



 26 

JB laughs at the sight of Jonno, then turns his attention 

to the hole left in the ground by the uprooted bush. He 

sees something. 

 

      JB 

Hey! Stop manhandling that bush. Get up 

and check this out. 

 

Jonno frees himself and joins JB. They drop onto all fours. 

In the loosened earth is a miniature tombstone. It bears 

the inscription: „R.I.P. CHESTER‟. Near to it are the 

undisturbed and perfectly preserved bones of a small fish. 

   

    JB 

This is Chester! 

 

    JONNO 

JB, I think today‟s excitement has made 

you delirious. That‟s a dead fish. 

 

    JB 

No, you don‟t get it. The butler said he 

was looking for Chester. Chester‟s name 

was on that bowl. Which is a fishbowl.  

 

    JONNO 

I‟m not with you. 

 

    JB 

Chester was a pet shop goldfish. 

 

    JONNO 

You‟ve done a fly-by. 

 

Jonno mimics an “over-my-head” gesture. 

 

    JB 

Old Reggie Blue gave Chester to his 

butler.  

 

    JONNO 

Right… 

 

JB 

And the butler obviously can‟t rest until 

he‟s found his pet fish. 

    



 27 

JONNO 

(beat) 

I‟m in the dark, here. 

 

JB carefully scoops up the remains of the fish. 

 

    JB 

Look: just give me your stupid space 

helmet. I‟ve got to go back inside. 

 

    JONNO 

Now that, I can do. But I don‟t advise 

going back inside. 

 

Jonno hands the fishbowl to JB. 

 

    JB 

And I don‟t advise being a chicken. 

 

JB starts to taunt Jonno with chicken noises. 

 

      JONNO 

Sticks and stones may break my bones, but 

ghosts will never harm me. Say what you 

like. I‟ll be there for your funeral. 

 

    JB 

Not likely. See you in five minutes. 

 

JB walks away. Jonno sits down in a wheelbarrow to wait.  

 

INT. HAUNTED HOUSE. SECOND FLOOR – DAY 

 

JB walks down the corridor, pausing briefly to look at the 

old photo on the wall. 

 

      JB 

Thanks for the hint, Grandpa Reggie. 

 

INT. BUTLER‟S ROOM. HAUNTED HOUSE - DAY 

 

JB tiptoes over to the foot of the old iron bedstead. He 

carefully deposits the old fishbowl, with the remains of 

Chester laid out inside. He goes back to the doorway and 

takes a deep breath. 
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JB 

Here you are. I‟ve found your lost friend. 

I‟ve found Chester. 

 

For a moment, all is still. There is a spooky glow of light 

as the tearful Butler appears in a corner. He wipes his 

eyes with his white gloves and looks down doubtfully at the 

old, dirty bowl. 

 

      BUTLER 

Chester? Is it you? 

 

The Butler pulls off his pristine gloves and lays them on 

the bed, before picking up the fishbowl. In his hands, it 

suddenly transforms. The bowl is polished and full of 

water; it holds gravel and a miniature sunken ship; Chester 

darts around inside, full of life. 

 

      BUTLER 

Chester! My boy! It‟s you! It‟s actually 

you.    

      (to JB) 

Master Blue, thank you. A thousand times, 

thank you. 

   (beat) 

We‟re finally free. 

 

The Butler and Chester are engulfed in a ball of bright 

light. JB shields his eyes. When he uncovers them, the room 

is silent and empty once more. The Butler‟s gloves remain 

on the bedstead – no longer clean, but soiled with over a 

hundred years of dust. JB pockets them before leaving. 

 

EXT. MRS. PUCCINI‟S HOUSE – DAY 

 

Jonno is pushing JB along the pavement in a wheelbarrow. 

Both are laughing and joking. JB has a newspaper package on 

his lap. 

 

      JB (V.O.) 

Jonno didn‟t believe most of my story and 

to this day thinks that Mrs. Puccini‟s old 

house is still haunted. He‟ll be waiting 

forever to see that particular ghost 

again. I don‟t mind.  

   (MORE) 
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   JB (V.O.) (CONT‟D) 

The way I see it, most people will only 

believe what they want to believe, anyway. 

At least I know the truth – and the truth, 

in this case, was worth waiting for. I 

only hope the same can be said for that 

sad old butler and his little fish called 

Chester. I wish they could give us some 

kind of sign – a signal, just to let us 

know they‟re OK. Sometimes, that‟s all you 

need to put your mind at rest. 

 

Jonno upends the wheelbarrow, pushing JB to his feet. JB 

approaches Mrs. Puccini‟s front door, holding his newspaper 

package. He presses the doorbell and it RINGS. 

 

EXT. MRS. PUCCINI‟S FRONT PORCH – DAY 

 

Mrs. Puccini opens the door. 

 

      MRS. PUCCINI 

Ah, buongiorno! Hello my young friend. 

Have you finished already? 

 

   JB 

Yep. We‟ve chopped, cut, mowed and… 

   (beat) 

…removed everything that was dead. 

 

   MRS. PUCCINI 

Grazie, grazie. You see? Everyone is 

afraid of that house, but not you brave 

boys. Do you have the key? 

 

   JB 

Of course. It‟s right here. 

 

JB hands over the key.   

 

    MRS. PUCCINI 

(suspiciously)  

Did you go inside? 

 

      JB 

Nope. No need to. Jonno went to the loo 

outside. It helped to kill the weeds. 
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    MRS. PUCCINI 

(sarcastically)  

Thanks for being so considerate. Here is 

your reward.  

 

Mrs. Puccini hands over some money to JB, then grabs 

his cheek in an overly-zealous Italian way. 

    

    MRS. PUCCINI 

Now remember, someday – and that day may 

never come – I‟m going to call on you for 

a favour. And you must do whatever I ask.   

  

      JB 

Erm, Mrs. Puccini – we‟ve just done you a 

favour. 

 

Mrs. Puccini releases JB‟s face.  

 

      MRS. PUCCINI 

Si, si – bravo. And a job very well done. 

 

    JB 

Right. Well, before I go, I need to pass 

on an important message. 

  

   MRS. PUCINNI 

A message? What kind of message? 

 

JB passes the package to Mrs. Puccini. 

 

      JB 

It‟s a Sicilian message. Go ahead. Open 

it. 

 

Mrs. Puccini unwraps the parcel. We see within it the 

Butler‟s gloves, lying on top of a fresh trout. Mrs. 

Puccini is stunned. 

 

      MRS. PUCCINI 

What is the meaning of this? 

 

JB 

It means: the blue butler now sleeps with 

the fish. Ciao! 
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Mrs. Puccini watches JB recede down her garden path, 

where Jonno is waiting in the wheelbarrow. JB pushes 

Jonno in zigzags away down the street. Mrs. Puccini 

shakes her head, muttering in disbelief, and returns 

to her cats. 

 

      MRS. PUCINNI 

Keep your friends close, because 

unfortunately your neighbours are closer! 

 

EXT. „BLUE CLOSE‟. GRASS ROUNDABOUT – DAY 

 

JB and Jonno join in with the ongoing game of Frisbee. They 

muck about with the local kids as the credits roll. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 

END OF SHOW 

 

 


