




A door bangs open down the hall. In an instant: Zero 
jumps out of the bed, leaps with both feet at once into 
his trousers, and shimmies up out of the sky-light.

CUT TO:

Zero’s point-of-view from the roof. The bedroom door 
creaks open and Herr Mendl looks in at Agatha. She is 
now calmly reading her volume of romantic poetry. He 
grunts:

HERR MENDL
Go to sleep.

AGATHA
Yes, Herr Mendl.

The door closes. Agatha looks up to Zero. He holds up 
the sliver of paper. She shakes her head and whispers:

AGATHA
No.

ZERO
(pause)

OK, but take it, anyway.

Zero releases the square of tissue-paper. Agatha sits up 
quickly as it descends, darting and fluttering, and 
moves her hand around underneath it while she watches 
trying to estimate where it is going to land.

At the last second, she reaches up and cleanly plucks it 
out of the air between thumb and finger.

Zero smiles. He runs away, shoe-less, past gutters and 
chimneys, jumping noiselessly from roof to roof, into 
the night.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING. NIGHT

A bank of elevators in an art-deco lobby. A bell rings, 
and a pair of doors slides open. Deputy Kovacs emerges 
and navigates his way through a maze of suds-buckets and 
women on their hand-and-knees scrubbing the floor. He 
does not notice:

Jopling sitting in a chair behind a column reading the 
evening edition of the Trans-Alpine Yodel.

EXT. STREET. NIGHT

The evening sky is bright blue. Crowds hurry in and out 
of shops and restaurants. Deputy Kovacs crosses the 
street and stands next to an old lady at a tram-stop. He 
checks his watch. The tram arrives, and the door opens. 
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Deputy Kovacs assists the old lady, then boards behind 
her. He takes a seat. He looks out the window. Just as 
they pull away, he sees Jopling exit the building and 
climb onto his motorcycle.

Deputy Kovacs frowns.

Jopling kick-starts his engine and follows the tram, 
close behind, for three blocks. At the next 
intersection, a policeman blows a whistle, holds up his 
hand, and makes Jopling wait while a stream of opposing 
traffic crosses.

The tram rounds a corner and stops. Deputy Kovacs jumps 
up and ducks out onto the street. He looks left and 
right. He hurries up a path toward a grand, colossal, 
domed palace. A sign carved in stone above the door 
reads: Kunstmuseum Lutz.

As he goes inside, Deputy Kovacs looks back to see 
Jopling’s motorcycle pulling slowly to the curb.

INT. MUSEUM. NIGHT

The spacious, soaring entrance hall is dim and deserted. 
One guard sits alone in a corner writing in a log-book. 
Deputy Kovacs strides across the room. His clacking feet 
echo broadly. He detours into an ante-chamber filled 
with French still-lives. He pauses.

A second set of foot-steps clack through the lobby 
behind him.

Deputy Kovacs advances rapidly into the next gallery, 
past a long mural of an ancient war, and descends a 
staircase. He pauses again at the bottom.

The second set of foot-steps continues through the ante-
chamber behind him.

Deputy Kovacs turns a corner and rushes between rows of 
Greek and Roman statues. He cuts through an Egyptian 
tomb. He skims through an alcove of iron weapons and 
suits of armor. He pauses once more and listens.

Silence.

INSERT:

A pair of high-heeled boots. Two feet quietly slip out 
of them and tip-toe away.

CUT TO:

Deputy Kovacs looking all around, frantic. Across the 
room, he sees:
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A door labelled VERBOTEN.

Deputy Kovacs runs to the door and opens it. He scans 
the hall behind him. He sneaks inside.

INT. STORAGE ROOM. NIGHT

Deputy Kovacs flicks on a light. He is in a long hallway 
lined with racks filled with hundreds of canvases. The 
room goes dark at either end. He chooses a direction, 
then sprints straight through into the blackness. Up 
ahead, he sees lines of faint light around the edges of 
a door. He skids to a stop and searches for the knob. He 
turns it and pulls. It is locked. He fumbles at a latch. 
He snaps it sideways. He swings open the door. His eyes 
light up:

There is a bicycle leaning against the wall across the 
alley behind the museum. Deputy Kovacs grabs the door-
frame and takes one last, quick look back into the 
darkness behind him.

INSERT:

Deputy Kovacs’ hand on the knob. A second hand, wearing 
brass knuckles, gently enfolds it.

CUT TO:

Deputy Kovac’s face. He gasps.

EXT. ALLEY. NIGHT

The door hammers shut with a bang. Four of Deputy 
Kovacs’ fingers, gripping the door-frame, pop-off at the 
knuckles all at once and fall down into a shallow 
puddle.

On the other side of the door, there is a scream of 
blood-curdling agony, then a thump, a thwhack, and, 
finally, a wallop. Pause.

The door opens again. Jopling comes out in his stocking-
feet. He puts on his boots. He takes out a handkerchief, 
leans down and collects the four fingers off the ground, 
wraps them up, slips them into his pocket, and walks 
away down the alley.

INT. LOBBY. DAY

Eight a.m. Zero, substituting at the concierge desk 
again, looks up to the high window across the room. Herr 
Becker waits alone in the storage pantry with the ledger 
book under his arm. He checks his watch.
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MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
The next morning, Herr Becker received a 
peculiar, last-minute-notice from the 
office of Deputy Kovacs: postponing their 
scheduled meeting -- in perpetuity.

TITLE:

Three Days Later

EXT. VILLAGE. NIGHT

A nearly-empty bus squeals to a stop behind a quiet inn 
in the middle of a deserted hamlet and deposits Zero on 
the road-side. He carries a knapsack and is dressed like 
a vagabond. The bus drives off.

Zero wanders to the middle of the cobblestone lane. He 
looks down at a rusty manhole. He looks up at the prison-
castle across the way, high above the village. He checks 
his watch.

INT. CELL. NIGHT

M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig all lie 
quietly in their bunks with the sheets pulled up to 
their necks. Faraway voices shout and echo eerily. A 
guard walks through the section slamming doors and 
throwing bolts. With a series of loud thumps, block-by-
block, the lights go out, and the prison goes dark. 
Silence. Ludwig whispers:

LUDWIG
Let’s blow!

The cell launches into soundless activity: bed-linens 
are whisked away, the table is carried into the corner, 
and a row of floor-planks is carefully lifted. M. 
Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig are all 
dressed like vagabonds already and carry various sacks 
and baskets. One-by-one, they disappear into the floor. 
A pair of hands, at the rear, reaches up to replace the 
planks.

INT. CRAWL-SPACE. NIGHT

M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig advance on 
all fours, single-file, through a low, moldy sub-
structure.

INT. TOWER. NIGHT

A small window in a stone wall. Ludwig gently taps-loose 
four pre-cut iron bars with one of the small hammers.

INSERT:
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The stump of one of the bars. A little noose is fitted 
over it and pulled tight.

Günther assists Ludwig as they slowly feed an unfurling 
tangle of rope and rungs out the window, inch-by-inch.

CUT TO:

M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig all on the 
rope-ladder at once like a string of beads dangling down 
the outside of the tower 325 feet above the moat with 
crocodiles gliding along the dark surface. The ladder 
twists and creaks as they descend. Suddenly, a sharp 
voice calls out above their heads:

CONVICT
How’d you get out there?

They all look up. An anxious convict with a missing ear 
stares down at them from a cell window. Ludwig whispers:

LUDWIG
Shut up!

The convict frowns. He turns to his unseen bunk-mates 
and says loudly:

CONVICT
These guys are tryin’ to escape!

Ludwig looks furious. He whispers fiercely:

LUDWIG
What’s wrong with you, you goddamn 
snitch?

CONVICT
(hollering)

Guard! Guard! They’re gettin’ away! 
They’re --

A single, large hand grabs the convict with the missing 
ear by the neck, crushes the wind out of him, and rips 
him away from the window, out of view. Pause. The giant 
with the long scar across his face appears in the 
convict’s place, looking down at the dangling escapees. 
M. Gustave says, gasping:

M. GUSTAVE
It’s you! Thank you! Thank you, you 
sweet, kind man!

The giant nods sadly.

CUT TO:
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The bottom of the rope ladder which ends half-way down 
the tower. M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig 
step onto a narrow ledge and make their way, side-
stepping cautiously, around the circumference of the 
building. They arrive at a small sloped roof and open a 
trap-door.

INT. DORMITORY. NIGHT

M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig all crouch 
on a beam in the upper eaves of a vaulted hall. In the 
dark below, there are twenty narrow cots in two rows. 
Next to each cot, there is a guard’s uniform on a coat-
hanger, a billy-club on a peg, and a Luger pistol on the 
night stand. Asleep in each cot, there is a lightly 
snoring goon.

Ludwig gets a firm grip on a tarnished copper pipe. He 
turns to the others and nods. He swings out and makes 
his way, hand-over-hand, from pipe-to-pipe across the 
ceiling. The others follow.

INT. CELLAR. NIGHT

A dirty chute sticks down from the ceiling above a wide 
garbage-bin filled with empty tins and rotting 
vegetables. M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, Wolf, and Ludwig 
slide down into view, one-by-one, drop out into the 
trash-pile, and hurry on their tip-toes into a dim 
corridor.

CUT TO:

The candle-lit dungeon. M. Gustave, Pinky, Günther, 
Wolf, and Ludwig all listen attentively, looking up at 
the ceiling. There is a loud but muffled sneeze above, 
then feet creaking away. Ludwig nods.

Pinky pulls away an oil-skin tarp to reveal the cement 
pot-hole which has now been chiselled all the way 
through the thick sub-floor clear into the room below -- 
where they see:

Three startled guards staring up at them from a card 
table in a dank, brick basement. They each hold a hand 
of cards. One is in the middle of placing a bet into a 
rich pot. A gas-lantern flickers on a hook. The escapees 
all cry-out at once:

LUDWIG
Woah!

PINKY
Yow!
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WOLF
Jeez!

M. GUSTAVE
Look out!

Günther whips the toothbrush-knife out of his sock and 
jumps down into the hole. The table shatters and cards 
and coins fly in every direction. There is a frenzy of 
punching, scrapping, and grunting. The others converge 
excitedly around the hole like the audience at a cock-
fight. Günther kicks one guard in the teeth, slashes 
another across the neck, and socks the third, blasting 
the lantern into bits in the process.

The room goes black.

M. Gustave, Pinky, and Wolf cheer at a low decibel, 
whispering advice and encouragement simultaneously down 
into the darkness while Ludwig quickly searches for a 
match. He lights it and holds it over the hole.

Two of the guards are now sprawled-out on their backs in 
a spreading pool of blood. Günther and the remaining 
guard twist and clutch on the floor, grappling in 
violent head-locks, while they simultaneously stab each 
other repeatedly with the throat-slitter and a thick 
hunting-knife. They both fall silent and stop moving. 
Silence. M. Gustave says quietly:

M. GUSTAVE
I suppose you’d call that a draw.

Ludwig sighs. He delivers a brief eulogy:

LUDWIG
Anyway, he went out with a bloody knife 
in his fist jammed into the gut of a 
dyin’ prison guard. I think that’s how he 
would’ve wanted it, don’t you?

M. Gustave, Pinky, and Wolf nod and solemnly concur, 
muttering. They climb down into the hole.

EXT. STREET. NIGHT

Zero watches as the man-hole cover flips open onto the 
street. M. Gustave pokes his head up and whispers 
simply:

M. GUSTAVE
Good evening.

Zero rushes to assist M. Gustave out of the storm-drain. 
Pinky, Wolf, and Ludwig surface on high-alert, looking 

70.



around in every direction. (Pinky carries a wad of the 
crumbled-up gambling-money in his little hand.)

M. GUSTAVE
Let me introduce you. Pinky, Wolf, and 
Ludwig: this is the divine Zero.

(soberly to Zero)
Günther was slain in the catacombs.

M. Gustave crosses himself quickly. He begins a wistful 
speech:

M. GUSTAVE
Well, boys, who knows when we’ll all meet 
again; but if, one day --

LUDWIG
No time to gab. Take care of yourself, 
Mr. Gustave. Good luck, kid.

Pinky, Wolf, and Ludwig sprint away into the woods. M. 
Gustave watches them go, bittersweet. He grabs Zero by 
the shoulder and says, suddenly urgent:

M. GUSTAVE
Which way to the safe house?

ZERO
(unfortunately)

I couldn’t find one.

M. GUSTAVE
(in disbelief)

No safe house? Really? We’re completely 
on our own out here?

ZERO
(worried)

I’m afraid so. I asked around, but I 
didn’t want to take any chances. I 
thought --

Zero trails off. He looks apologetic. M. Gustave sighs, 
resigned. He says calmly:

M. GUSTAVE
I understand. Too risky. We’ll just have 
to wing it, I suppose. Let’s put on our 
disguises.

Zero hesitates. He looks down at his vagabond costume, 
then at M. Gustave’s. He says, confused:

ZERO
We’re wearing them.
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M. GUSTAVE
(frustrated)

No, we’re not. We said false whiskers and 
fake noses and so on. You didn’t bring 
any?

ZERO
(referring to moustache)

I thought you were growing one. It 
wouldn’t look realistic, would it? I 
thought --

Zero trails off again. He deflates, distressed. M. 
Gustave remains calm.

M. GUSTAVE
When done properly, they’re perfectly 
convincing -- but I take your point. So 
be it. Give me a few squirts of L’air de 
Panache, please, will you?

Zero smacks his hand to his forehead and looks 
mortified. M. Gustave says bluntly:

M. GUSTAVE
Can I not get a squirt, even?

ZERO
(miserably)

I forgot the L’air de Panache.

M. GUSTAVE
(at peak frustration)

Honestly -- you forgot the L’air de 
Panache? I don’t believe it. How could 
you? I’ve been in jail, Zero! Do you 
understand how humiliating this is? I 
smell.

M. Gustave lifts up his arms. Zero sniffs him. He 
grimaces. M. Gustave’s eyes narrow. He begins to seethe.

M. GUSTAVE
Well, that’s just marvelous, isn’t it? I 
suppose this is to be expected back in -- 
where do you come from, again?

ZERO
(evenly)

Aq Salim al-Jabat.

M. GUSTAVE
(escalating)

Precisely. I suppose this is to be 
expected back in Aq Salim al-Jabat where 
one’s prized possessions are a stack of 
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filthy carpets and a starving goat, and 
one sleeps behind a tent-flap and 
survives on wild dates and scarabs -- but 
it’s not how I trained you. What on God’s 
earth possessed you to leave the homeland 
where you very obviously belong and 
travel unspeakable distances to become a 
penniless immigrant in a refined, highly-
cultivated society that, quite frankly, 
could’ve gotten along very well without 
you?

ZERO
(shrugs)

The war.

M. GUSTAVE
(pause)

Say again?

Zero speaks softly and struggles deliberately to hold 
back his emotions as he says, staring at the ground:

ZERO
Well, you see, my father was murdered, 
and the rest of my family were executed 
by firing squad. Our village was burned 
to the ground. Those who managed to 
survive were forced to flee. I left -- 
because of the war.

M. GUSTAVE
(back-peddling)

Ah, I see. So you’re, actually, really 
more of a refugee, in that sense.

ZERO
(reserved)

Truly.

M. GUSTAVE
(ashamed)

Well, I suppose I’d better take back 
everything I just said. What a bloody 
idiot I am. Pathetic fool. Goddamn 
selfish bastard. This is disgraceful -- 
and it’s beneath the standards of the 
Grand Budapest.

Zero looks increasingly concerned as M. Gustave begins 
to come unglued. Tears stream down M. Gustave’s face. He 
stands at attention and says with deep deference:

M. GUSTAVE
I apologize on behalf of the hotel.
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ZERO
(gently)

It’s not your fault, M. Gustave. You were 
just upset I forgot the perfume.

M. GUSTAVE
Don’t make excuses for me. I owe you my 
life.

M. Gustave takes Zero by the hand. He says with great 
feeling and sincerity:

M. GUSTAVE
You’re my dear friend and protégé, and 
I’m very proud of you. You must know 
that. I’m so sorry, Zero.

ZERO
(gallantly)

We’re brothers.

M. Gustave, touched to the quick, instantly kisses Zero 
on both cheeks and they embrace. They release each 
other. They try to pull themselves back together. Pause.

M. GUSTAVE
How’s our darling Agatha?

Zero starts to answer, then hesitates. He recites:

ZERO
“’Twas first light when I saw her face 
upon the heath; and hence did I return, 
day-by-day, entranced: tho’ vinegar did 
brine my heart --”

A powerful siren begins to blast across the region. 
Zero’s eyes dart around, startled. M. Gustave says over 
the noise, impressed:

M. GUSTAVE
Very good! I’m going to stop you because 
the alarm has sounded -- but remember 
where we left off, because I insist you 
finish later!

M. Gustave and Zero take-off full-speed down the road.

INT. TELEPHONE BOOTH. NIGHT

A black-and-yellow wooden call-box next to a tiny pub 
outside the village. Windmills spin gently on the far 
side of a wheat field in the distance. Zero holds the 
door open while M. Gustave dials.
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M. GUSTAVE
Operator, get me the Excelsior Palace in 
Baden-Jürgen and reverse the charges, 
please.

(to Zero)
We’ve no choice. There’s nowhere else to 
turn.

(into the receiver)
I’ll hold. Thank you.

(to Zero)
It’s our only hope. Otherwise, I 
shouldn’t even mention its existence to 
you. It goes without saying, you must 
never breath a word about this to a 
living soul. Do you swear?

ZERO
Of course. What is it, in fact?

M. GUSTAVE
I can’t say.

(into the receiver)
Guten abend. M. Ivan, bitte. Danke.

(by way of explanation, to Zero)
How does one come by front-row aisle-
seats for a first-night at the Opera 
Toscana with one day’s notice? How does 
one arrange a private viewing of the 
tapestry collection at the Royal Saxon 
Gallery? How does one secure a corner 
table at Chez Dominique on a Thursday?

Zero nods as he takes this in, intrigued. Pause. M. 
Gustave says suddenly into the receiver, turning on the 
charm:

M. GUSTAVE
Ivan, darling, it’s Gustave! Hello! Well, 
I was until about five minutes ago. We’ve 
taken it upon ourselves to clear out in a 
hurry, if you see what I mean. Through a 
sewer, as it happens. Exactly! Listen, 
Ivan, sorry to cut you off, but we’re in 
a bit of a bind. This is an official 
request.

(officially)
I’m formally calling upon the special 
services of --

TITLE:

Part 4: “The Society of the Crossed Keys”
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INT. FIRST LOBBY. NIGHT

Concierge desk #1. There are rows of mail-boxes with 
room numbers on them, keys on hooks, and a bell on the 
counter-top. A slim concierge with a long moustache 
talks on the telephone. He is M. Ivan. A Lobby Boy waits 
beside him silently.

M. IVAN
I’ll call you back, Gustave. Right. Stand 
by.

M. Ivan hangs up the telephone and turns to a waiting 
young couple as he produces a small paper map from a 
drawer.

M. IVAN
I beg your pardon. Do you prefer to walk? 
We’re right here.

M. Ivan makes a little “X” in ink on the map. He draws a 
line.

M. IVAN
It’s very simple. Straight down the 
corniche. Then left.

(to the Lobby Boy)
Jojo, see them out.

The young couple take the map gratefully, and the Lobby 
Boy escorts them away. M. Ivan picks up the telephone 
again and says urgently:

M. IVAN
Get me M. Georges at the Château Luxe, 
please.

CUT TO:

The dining room at a hunting lodge. One hundred small 
children crowd around a long table. There is a huge 
birthday cake with seven lit candles on it. Streamers 
hang from the ceiling. Balloons float on strings. A very 
tall, bony concierge conducts the room singing “Happy 
Birthday”. He is M. Georges.

A Lobby Boy goes over to M. Georges and whispers in his 
ear. M. Georges nods and quickly exits. The Lobby Boy 
replaces him and takes over the conducting.

INT. SECOND LOBBY. NIGHT

Concierge desk #2. M. Georges picks up the telephone.
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M. GEORGES
Hello, Ivan? You don’t say? Is he really? 
How about that? Got it.

M. Georges presses down on the hook to disconnect, then 
lifts it up again and says urgently:

M. GEORGES
Get me M. Dino at the Palazzo 
Principessa, please.

CUT TO:

A busy piazza across from a church. There is a crowded 
trattoria on the sidewalk. There is a statue of a 
centurion. One hundred men and women in pajamas and bath-
robes stand on the street in front of a hotel looking up 
at a fourth-floor window with smoke gushing out of it 
while a ladder extends from a fire engine toward a calm 
old woman at the windowsill. An alarm rings loudly. A 
stocky concierge with slick, black hair stands at the 
front of the crowd yelling orders and holding a fire-
extinguisher. He is M. Dino.

A Lobby Boy goes over to M. Reggio and whispers in his 
ear. M. Dino nods and quickly goes into the hotel. The 
Lobby Boy takes the fire-extinguisher and replaces him 
yelling orders.

INT. THIRD LOBBY. NIGHT

Concierge desk #3. The lobby is a bit smoky. M. Dino 
picks up the telephone.

M. DINO
M. Georges. No trouble at all. Tell me. I 
see. I see. Straight away.

M. Dino presses down on the hook to disconnect, then 
lifts it up again and says urgently:

M. DINO
Get me M. Robin at l’Hôtel Côte du Cap, 
please.

CUT TO:

A clay tennis court overlooking a bright, blue sea at 
sunset. Twenty-five men and women in tennis whites and 
bathing suits circle around another tennis player lying 
flat on his back on the ground while a very fit, sporty 
concierge with a pompadour sits on one knee next to him 
checking his pulse. He is M. Robin.

A Lobby Boy goes over to M. Robin and whispers in his 
ear. M. Robin nods and quickly leaves the court. The 

77.



Lobby Boy replaces him and resumes checking the fallen 
man’s pulse.

INT. FOURTH LOBBY. NIGHT

Concierge desk #4. M. Robin picks up the telephone.

M. ROBIN
This is M. Robin. Yes, Dino. Yes, Dino. 
Yes, Dino. OK, Dino.

M. Robin presses down on the hook to disconnect, then 
lifts it up again and says urgently:

M. ROBIN
Get me M. Martin at the Ritz Imperial, 
please.

CUT TO:

An extremely busy hotel kitchen filled with cooks of 
every rank and specialty. Waiters dash in and out 
continuously. A small, round concierge with a pink face 
is screaming and pointing a serving fork at the chef 
(who is flambé-ing a crèpe suzette). He is M. Martin.

A Lobby Boy goes over to M. Martin and whispers in his 
ear. M. Martin nods and quickly exits the kitchen. The 
Lobby Boy takes the serving fork and replaces him 
screaming at the chef.

INT. FIFTH LOBBY. NIGHT

Concierge desk #5. M. Martin picks up the telephone.

M. MARTIN
Robin, Martin. I know. So I heard.

(suddenly intrigued)
Maybe.

(gravely)
Let me make a few calls.

EXT. WHEAT FIELD. NIGHT

M. Gustave and Zero wait hidden behind a hay-stack next 
to the telephone booth. M. Gustave re-caps:

M. GUSTAVE
Serge X: missing. Deputy Kovacs: also 
missing. Madame D: dead. “Boy with 
Apple”: stolen (by us). Dmitri and 
Jopling: ruthless, cold-blooded savages. 
Gustave H: at large. What else?

ZERO
Zero: confused.
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M. GUSTAVE
(nodding)

Zero: confused, indeed. The plot 
“thickens”, as they say. Why, by the way? 
Is it a soup metaphor?

ZERO
I don’t know.

Distant tires squeal.

M. Gustave and Zero sit up quickly and peer-off down the 
road. An approaching car accelerates, whining in the 
darkness. A pair of head-lights pops into view from the 
woods. A large sedan emerges with a roar, zig-zagging 
onto the farm road. It slides across the gravel and rips 
to a stop in front of them. A sign next to five stars on 
the side of the hood reads: Hotel Excelsior Palace.

One of the back doors snaps open, and M. Ivan shouts 
from inside:

M. IVAN
Get in!

M. Gustave and Zero dash out from behind the hay-stack 
and sprint to the vehicle.

INT. HOTEL CAR. DAY

The door slams shut, and the chauffeur punches it. They 
speed back into the hamlet. M. Ivan immediately begins 
briefing M. Gustave and Zero:

M. IVAN
We found the butler. He’s hiding-out in 
the remote foot-hills near Gabelmeister’s 
Peak. Our contact convinced him to meet 
you mid-day tomorrow at the observatory 
on the summit. Tell no one. He’ll explain 
everything. The train departs in four-and-
a-half minutes. Here’s your tickets.

M. Ivan deals-out a pair of train tickets to M. Gustave 
and Zero. M. Gustave gives his a quick study, then 
mumbles a puzzled objection:

M. GUSTAVE
Third class?

M. IVAN
It was over-booked, but the conductor 
used to be a sommelier at the old 
Versailles. He pulled some strings. 
You’ll need these for the dining car.
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M. Ivan produces two, pre-tied neck-ties. M. Gustave and 
Zero slip them over their heads and adjust the knots. 
The chauffeur hits the brakes, and M. Ivan swings the 
door open again.

M. IVAN
Go!

EXT. TRAIN STATION. NIGHT

M. Gustave and Zero jump out in front of a very small 
depot and slam the door. M. Ivan says out the window:

M. IVAN
One last thing.

M. Ivan leans down and searches for something on the 
floor. He sits up and thrusts-out a tiny version of a 
familiar bottle. M. Gustave melts as he realizes:

M. GUSTAVE
L’air de Panache!

M. IVAN
(down-playing it)

They only had the half-ounce.

M. Gustave looks impressed and deeply touched. He leans 
to Zero and whispers:

M. GUSTAVE
We should give him something as a 
symbolic gesture. How much money you got?

ZERO
(hesitates)

Forty-two Klubecks and three postage 
stamps.

M. GUSTAVE
Give me twenty-five.

Zero’s eyes widen. He cocks his head, dubious. M. 
Gustave nods firmly. Zero reluctantly digs a handful of 
coins and bills out of his pocket and passes it on to M. 
Gustave. M. Gustave says to M. Ivan with profound 
gratitude:

M. GUSTAVE
Bless you.

M. Gustave attempts to discreetly press the money into 
M. Ivan’s palm -- but M. Ivan withdraws. He waves his 
hands and says by way of gentle refusal:
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M. IVAN
Please.

M. Gustave smiles sadly. He bows. The hotel car skids 
away.

Silence. M. Gustave sprays himself four times with the 
perfume atomizer. His posture and bearing immediately 
improve. He turns to Zero. Pause.

M. Gustave holds out the bottle. Zero looks confused -- 
then simultaneously flattered and hesitant. He takes the 
cologne and spritzes himself once lightly. He gives a 
polite nod and returns the bottle.

A train pulls into the station, and M. Gustave and Zero 
race out onto the platform.

CUT TO:

A stack of wooden planks next to the opening in the cell 
floor. Ten guards and twenty soldiers stand crowded in 
the little room looking down at the hole. Henckel’s head 
pokes up from the crawl-space below. He wears a look of 
grim determination as he delivers the following:

HENCKELS
I want roadblocks at every junction for 
fifty kilometers. I want railblocks at 
every train station for a hundred 
kilometers. I want fifty men and ten 
bloodhounds ready in five minutes. We’re 
going to strip-search every pretzel-haus, 
waffel-hut, biergarten -- and especially 
every grand hotel -- from Äugenzburg to 
Zilchbrück. These men are dangerous, 
professional criminals. (At least, three 
of them are, anyway.)

Henckels hesitates. He squints across the room. He 
points.

HENCKELS
Who are you?

The guards and soldiers all turn to look past the bunks 
behind them and clear the view to:

Jopling alone in the dim back corner.

HENCKELS
What are you doing here? Civilian 
personnel aren’t permitted in the cell-
block. This is a military investigation.
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Jopling steps fully into view. A shifty guard explains 
nervously:

SHIFTY GUARD
This is Mr. Jopling, sir. His employer’s 
mother was one of the victims of the --

HENCKELS
Shut up.

Henckels climbs up out of the hole as Jopling approaches 
and offers his card. Henckel snaps it up, gives it a 
fraction-of-a-second look, then hands it off to an 
underling.

HENCKELS
You work for the family Desgoffe und 
Taxis?

Pause. Jopling nods. Henckels asks pointedly:

HENCKELS
Are you aware of the murder of Deputy 
Vilmos Kovacs on the twenty-third of 
October?

JOPLING
(carefully)

I’m aware of his disappearance.

HENCKELS
His body was found stuffed in a 
sarcophagus behind a storage room at the 
Kunstmuseum late last night. He was short 
four fingers. What do you say about that?

Henckels withdraws a type-written document out of his 
coat. He holds it up.

INSERT:

A police report with a photograph of Deputy Kovacs’ body 
in a pharaoh’s casket with his hands crossed on his 
chest. A section at the bottom of the page is labelled 
FINGERPRINTS. There are five for the left hand, but only 
a thumb for the right.

Jopling studies the document. He shrugs.

HENCKELS
Escort Mr. Jopling off the premises.

Jopling makes his way toward the cell door accompanied 
by several soldiers. He pauses just before he exits. He 
leans down and picks up a flattened, pink, cardboard box 
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off the floor. He scrapes a ridge of icing with his 
finger and licks the tip. He says softly:

JOPLING
Mendl’s.

Henckels watches Jopling suspiciously as he shrinks away 
down the corridor.

INT. LIBRARY. NIGHT

Dmitri, dressed in black pajamas and a black smoking 
jacket with a fur collar, listens on the telephone in a 
small alcove. He says calmly:

DMITRI
Talk to his club-footed sister again -- 
and, this time: be persuasive.

Dmitri hangs up. He crosses into the library and stands 
in front of a snooker table. The box containing Madame 
D’s will sits among billiard balls in the middle of it. 
Its contents have been spread-out and scattered into a 
sprawling mess. Marguerite, Laetizia, and Carolina play 
cards and sip at tiny glasses of port on the other end 
of the room. 

Dmitri drinks a vodka in one gulp. He shuffles and sifts 
among the scraps, preoccupied. He picks up a folded 
sliver of cream-colored writing-paper. He opens it.

INSERT:

A page of Grand Budapest Hotel stationary with a set of 
crossed keys insignia at the top. Hand-written below is:

Remember: I’m always with you.

Dmitri stares at the piece of paper. He tosses it back 
onto the table. It lands on top of a faded, old 
photograph of “Boy with Apple” with the stamp at the 
bottom of a long-defunct auction house.

Dmitri frowns. He turns around and looks up at the wall 
above the fireplace directly behind him. His face goes 
white.

CUT TO:

The wood-cut print of the two lesbians masturbating. A 
bit of the discolored wallpaper sticks out behind it on 
either side.

Dmitri is stunned. He stammers:
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DMITRI
Holy fuck! What’s the meaning of this 
shit?

Marguerite, Laetizia, and Carolina all look. They seem 
confused. They respond simultaneously:

MARGUERITE
“Boy with Apple”? I thought you’d hidden 
it.

LAETIZIA
It’s been missing two weeks. I assumed it 
went to the tax-appraiser.

CAROLINA
Why are you only noticing now?

Dmitri shakes his head, speechless. He says finally, in 
angry shock:

DMITRI
Are you fucking kidding me?

Clotilde has materialized. Dmitri turns to her. 
Marguerite, Laetizia, and Carolina turn to her, also. 
Clotilde’s voice cracks and quivers as she says:

CLOTILDE
I believe it was removed by M. Gustave.

Pause. Dmitri grabs the wood-cut off the wall and slams 
it (punching a thick hole through the center) over a 
small marble discus-thrower.

INT. TRAIN CAR. NIGHT

A third-class compartment on the over-night to 
Gabelmeister’s Peak. Students, peasants, and laborers 
sleep among rucksacks and baskets on hard benches and 
shelves lining the walls. M. Gustave and Zero whisper to 
each other from their bunks near the ceiling on either 
side of the room:

M. GUSTAVE
I’m not angry with Serge. You can’t blame 
someone for their basic lack of moral 
fiber. He’s a frightened, little, yellow-
bellied coward. That’s not his fault, is 
it?

ZERO
I don’t know. It depends.
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M. GUSTAVE
(irritated)

Well, you can say that about most 
anything. “It depends.” Of course, it 
depends.

ZERO
(firmly)

Of course, it depends.

M. GUSTAVE
(sighs)

Yes, I suppose you’re right. Of course, 
it depends. However: that doesn’t mean 
I’m not going to throttle the little 
swamp rat.

(pause)
May I officiate, by the way? The 
ceremony.

ZERO
(surprised, humbly)

With pleasure.

M. Gustave sighs. He says with deep sincerity and 
feeling:

M. GUSTAVE
I must say, I find that girl utterly 
delightful. Flat as a board, enormous 
birthmark the shape of Mexico over half 
her face, sweating for hours on end in 
that sweltering kitchen while Mendl 
(genius though he is) looms over her like 
a hulking gorilla -- yet without 
question, without fail, always, and 
invariably: she’s exceedingly lovely. 
Why? Because of her purity.

ZERO
(pleased)

She admires you, as well, M. Gustave.

M. GUSTAVE
(perking up)

Does she?

ZERO
Very much.

M. GUSTAVE
(impressed)

That’s a good sign, you know. It means 
she “gets it”. That’s important.
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ZERO
(pause)

Don’t flirt with her.

M. Gustave scoffs, irritated.

INT. GARRET. NIGHT

Agatha’s room. Her few possessions are laid-out neatly 
on the mattress: two changes of clothes, a short stack 
of cook-books, her volume of romantic poetry, some 
tangled ribbons, and a hairbrush.

Agatha reaches up to the top of a skinny, pine wardrobe 
and pulls down an old, wicker suitcase. It has been 
repaired extensively with wire and string. She transfers 
everything she owns into it swiftly. She buckles it 
shut, slides it under the bed -- then bolts upright. She 
looks up at the ceiling.

There is a thump.

Silence. Agatha slips-off her shoes (wooden clogs). She 
slowly steps up onto the bed. She stands on her tip-
toes.

EXT. ROOF. NIGHT

There is no moon, and the night is pitch-black. Agatha’s 
hands grip the edges of the sky-light’s frame. Her eyes 
come up into view. She looks cautiously around in every 
direction. She listens.

Agatha sinks back down, pulls away the pencil holding 
the sky-light window open, and quickly latches it shut.

The camera holds on the empty roof-top: a quiet wind 
whistles over the sleeping village.

INSERT:

The front page of the Trans-Alpine Yodel. Headline:

Young Girl’s Head Found in Laundry Basket

INT. COMMAND HEAD-QUARTERS. DAY

The next morning. An office decorated with flags, 
shields, and swords. There is a large map on a broad 
table with game pieces (chess, checkers, jacks, dice, 
and dominoes) marking troops and munitions. Henckels 
sits in a leather armchair drinking a cup of coffee 
while he stares at the front page of the newspaper.

A first lieutenant stands over him holding a note-book 
and an envelope labelled WIRE MESSAGE. He explains:
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LIEUTENANT
A radio telegram was delivered and signed 
for by the girl at four a.m. The envelope 
was found near the body, but its contents 
were missing -- however: the telegraph 
office always keeps a carbon of the 
ticker-tape for twenty-four hours. I 
copied it down. It reads as follows: 
“Pack your things stop be ready to leave 
at moment’s notice stop hide-out is 
vicinity of Gabelmeister’s Peak stop 
destroy this message all my love full 
stop.”

HENCKELS
(pause)

Where’s the basket?

The lieutenant points across the room. Henckels sighs. 
He stands up and walks over to a laundry basket on top 
of a desk against the wall. Pause. He reaches into it 
and lifts out, by the hair:

Serge’s sister’s severed head.

TITLE:

Part 5: “Gabelmeister’s Peak”

INSERT:

The radio telegram -- which has been torn to shreds, 
then carefully taped back together. It is speckled with 
blood.

EXT. GAS STATION. DAY

A lone fuel-pump in front of a service-shack at the foot 
of hill on a snowy, country road. A fourteen-year-old 
attendant in a greasy jumpsuit fills the tank of 
Jopling’s motorcycle. A sled-runner has been fitted over 
the front wheel.

Jopling leans against the wall, silent, looking down at 
the radio telegram in his hands. The attendant chirps:

PUMP ATTENDANT
Where you headed, mister?

Pause. Jopling’s eye-balls turn to the attendant.

PUMP ATTENDANT
Skiing? Sledding? Mountain climbing?

Jopling looks away again.
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The attendant grows slightly uneasy. Jopling reaches 
into his leather coat -- half-revealing, holstered 
inside: a stiletto ice-pick, a black-jack bludgeon, a 
Luger pistol, and a ball-peen hammer. He withdraws a 
glass flask with a silver stopper and takes a pull. His 
brass knuckles clack against it.

The attendant clears his throat, pulls the nozzle out of 
the tank, and says -- polite but quick:

PUMP ATTENDANT
Three Klubecks, please.

EXT. TRAIN STATION. DAY

The Zubrowkian Alps. A high-altitude depot nestled in a 
pass between two, craggy ridges. There is fresh powder 
on the ground. Scattered flakes flicker in the air. A 
sign along the tracks reads: Gabelmeister’s Peak.

Twenty-five soldiers armed with carbine rifles stand 
spaced apart down the length of the platform, waiting.

The train rolls in. Doors open, and passengers with 
skis, snowshoes, and suitcases step down and hurry into 
the building and around its sides. The soldiers study 
them, attentive, and peer inside the compartment 
windows. The passengers continue until they have all 
cleared-away, and the platform is quiet again. A train 
conductor, leaning out from the end of a car, watches 
the soldiers. The soldiers look to each other 
tentatively.

A Sergeant jerks open a door and steps onto the train. 
He looks around. He raises his chin, lifts his nose -- 
and sniffs the air. He looks irritated.

EXT. OBSERVATORY. DAY

The peak of an icy butte. A narrow, domed building 
sticks up into the sky at the top. A steel balcony winds 
around it with a platform that extends out over a 
plunging drop into the white mist. A group of scientists 
bundled in fur coats listens to a professor. A man on a 
bench pours cocoa from a thermos. An eagle circles 
overhead.

M. Gustave and Zero shiver at the end of the railing.

M. GUSTAVE
It’s a hell of a view. I give them that, 
for what it’s worth.

ZERO
I agree.
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Pause. M. Gustave checks his watch. He says with a 
slightly bitter edge to his voice:

M. GUSTAVE
When one says “mid-day” -- what does that 
mean to you?

ZERO
High noon.

M. GUSTAVE
Exactly. In other words, twelve p.m. At 
least, that’s always been my 
interpretation.

Silence. M. Gustave withdraws the small bottle of 
cologne from his pocket, spritzes himself twice, hands 
it to Zero who does the same automatically, then tucks 
it back away again. He holds-out his palm under the 
snow. He begins to recite:

M. GUSTAVE
“‘Tis oft’-remarked: no single, falling-
flake does any other in its pure and 
perfect form --”

ZERO
(tensely)

Somebody’s coming.

A monk in a grey cloak and a thick scarf clanks up a 
metal staircase. His face is old and wrinkled. He walks 
directly out to M. Gustave and Zero and stops. He 
studies them for a moment, frowning. He whispers:

MONK #1
Are you M. Gustave of the Grand Budapest 
Hotel in Nebelsbad?

M. GUSTAVE
(hesitates)

Uh-huh.

MONK #1
Get on the next cable-car.

The monk points.

A cable-car is just arriving down the sloping line from 
an adjacent peak. M. Gustave hesitates. The monk urges 
him on with a brusque motion. M. Gustave and Zero sprint 
across the balcony, scramble down a flight of steps, and 
race out onto the boarding platform. A family of six 
waits in skiing costumes. They stare at M. Gustave and 
Zero as they arrive, breathless. A tramway operator 
holds open the door. Everyone boards, squeezing.
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INT. AERIAL TRAM. DAY

The cable-car sets-off up and across the wide ravine. M. 
Gustave and Zero sit side-by-side with the curious, 
silent family. The father sniffs the air. He looks 
irritated.

Half-way there: the cable-car slams to a stop with a 
clunk.

Everyone is startled. The stalled vehicle sways in the 
quiet wind. The father looks up. The mother looks down. 
The children look to each other. In the distance: there 
is a faint, mechanical hum. M. Gustave and Zero look 
out.

Another cable-car is ascending at a diagonal on a 
different line. They all watch as it slowly approaches. 
Just as it is about to criss-cross their path: it slams 
to a stop, too.

Another elderly, cloaked monk stares out from inside the 
other cable-car. He is alone in the vehicle. He studies 
M. Gustave and Zero for a moment, frowning. He whispers 
loudly:

MONK #2
Are you M. Gustave of the Grand Budapest 
Hotel in Nebelsbad?

M. GUSTAVE
(hesitates)

Uh-huh.

MONK #2
Switch with me.

The monk unlatches the door of his cable-car and opens 
it. The family watch nervously as M. Gustave and Zero 
stand up, rocking the vehicle, open their own door, and 
carefully exit. They reluctantly lunge across the 
precarious abyss. The monk changes places with them. 
There is another clunk, and the two cable-cars resume 
their journeys.

M. Gustave and Zero exchange a look. Their new cable-car 
continues up toward its destination. A sign above the 
arrival platform reads: Our Holy Father of the 
Sudetenwaltz. Directly below it, there is a walled fort 
with a steeple and a tall stone cross.

Another tramway attendant holds the door open for them 
as they disembark.
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EXT. MONASTERY. DAY

M. Gustave and Zero walk down a staircase and through 
the front gate into an empty church-yard. There are 
walls and low buildings on the sides, a few graves in 
the middle, and the entrance to a church at one end. 
Pause.

A small window swings open next to M. Gustave and Zero. 
Another elderly, cloaked monk stares out from inside a 
caretaker’s booth. He studies them for a moment, 
frowning. He whispers:

MONK #3
Are you M. Gustave of the Grand Budapest 
Hotel in Nebelsbad?

M. GUSTAVE
(hesitates)

Uh-huh.

MONK #3
Put these on and sing.

The monk thrusts a small bundle into M. Gustave’s hands. 
It consists of: two cloaks and two hymnals. The echoing 
sound of a Gregorian chant begins to rise from all 
around. M. Gustave and Zero swiftly slip-on the cloaks 
just as a procession of a hundred monks enters from two 
directions, merges in the church-yard, and advances 
double-file toward the chapel.

M. Gustave and Zero open their hymnals at random and 
slip into the procession.

INT. CHURCH. DAY

A blasting organ joins the chant inside a vast, austere 
hall as the procession enters. The monks file into pews. 
The music ends, and the room goes silent. Everyone 
kneels. The monsignor at the altar places his hands on a 
thick Bible and speaks Latin.

A voice behind M. Gustave and Zero says:

MONK #4
Psst.

M. Gustave and Zero turn around. Another elderly, 
cloaked monk kneels on a kneeler behind them with his 
hands folded in prayer. He studies them for a moment, 
frowning. He whispers:

MONK #4
Are you M. Gustave of the --
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M. GUSTAVE
(irritated)

Yes, dammit.

MONK #4
Confess.

M. Gustave looks deeply offended and flabbergasted. He 
snaps:

M. GUSTAVE
I’m innocent.

MONK #4
(annoyed)

No, no.

The monk points to a confessional booth in the transept. 

M. Gustave hesitates. He nods, realizing. He and Zero 
look down the row of kneeling legs. They step up onto 
the pew, slink quickly in a crouch to the aisle, then 
hop down to the floor. Monks, watching them, frown.

M. Gustave and Zero hurry together into the confessional 
booth and close the door.

INT. CONFESSIONAL. DAY

A dark, wooden box lined with purple velvet. It is a bit 
tight for two. A panel slides open. Through the lattice 
screen: Serge has aged a decade. His eyes are watery and 
dim. He whispers immediately, reverent:

SERGE
Forgive me, M. Gustave. I never meant to 
betray you. They threatened my life, and 
now they’ve murdered my only family.

M. GUSTAVE
(frustrated)

No! Who’d they kill this time?

SERGE
(deeply wounded)

My dear sister.

M. GUSTAVE
(trying to picture her)

The girl with the club-foot?

SERGE
Yes.

M. GUSTAVE
Those fuckers.
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SERGE
I tried to warn you. At the beginning.

M. GUSTAVE
I know, darling. Let’s put that behind 
us. Listen: I hate to put you on the 
spot, but I really must ask you to clear 
my name. Obviously, you’re grieving, and 
if I had any other --

SERGE
There’s more.

M. GUSTAVE
(hesitates)

OK.

SERGE
To the story.

M. GUSTAVE
I get it. Go on.

SERGE
I was the official witness in Madame D’s 
presence to the creation of a second will 
to be executed only in the event of her 
death by murder.

M. GUSTAVE
A second will.

SERGE
Right.

M. GUSTAVE
In case she got bumped-off.

SERGE
Right.

M. GUSTAVE
Uh-huh?

SERGE
But they destroyed it.

M. GUSTAVE
Oh, dear.

SERGE
However.

M. GUSTAVE
Uh-huh?

93.



SERGE
I pulled a copy.

M. GUSTAVE
(beat)

A second copy of the second will.

SERGE
Right.

M. GUSTAVE
Uh-huh?

Long pause. M. Gustave finally starts to lose his 
composure. His voices rises:

M. GUSTAVE
Well, what does it say? Where is it? 
What’s it all about, dammit? Don’t keep 
us in suspense, Serge. This has been a 
complete fucking nightmare. Just tell us 
what the fuck is going on!

The panel snaps shut. M. Gustave and Zero frown. The 
organ blasts again outside the confessional, and the 
church booms with low, eerie, singing voices. M. Gustave 
tries to jerk the panel open, but it sticks. He bangs on 
it with his fists.

M. GUSTAVE
Serge? Serge? Serge!

M. Gustave tries the door. It is locked. Zero peers at 
the keyhole and says shortly:

ZERO
Give me the pass-keys.

M. Gustave hesitates. He reaches into his pocket and 
pulls out his ring of Grand Budapest pass-keys. Zero 
rapidly flips through them, studying each key. He 
settles on one, inserts it into the keyhole, jiggles it, 
and twists. The lock clicks.

CUT TO:

M. Gustave and Zero jumping out from the confessional 
booth. Zero darts to the other side and cracks open the 
other door. He peeks-in and sees:

Serge with a bloody garotte-wire strung around his neck. 
His eyes are wide-open, and his tongue sticks-out 
slightly.

Zero grimaces. M. Gustave looks over his shoulder.
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M. GUSTAVE
Bloody hell. They’ve strangled the poor 
slob!

M. Gustave presses the door quietly shut again. He and 
Zero both look frantically around the room.

One lone monk swings a smoking censor as he recesses 
quickly down the center aisle while the rest of the 
congregation stand in their pews singing. He steps 
outside and ducks away around the corner.

M. Gustave and Zero’s eyes light up -- then narrow 
fiercely. They run after the monk.

EXT. COURTYARD. DAY

M. Gustave and Zero dash out the front doors. They skid 
to a stop and scan the area. There is a display next to 
the church entrance of a wooden saint on a sled being 
pulled by a papier-maché reindeer. There is no one else 
in sight.

A door creaks slowly in the wind outside a small shed 
across the way. A sign above it reads: Ski Locker 
(Clerical Use Only). A cloak and the still-smoldering 
censor are strewn in the snow in front of it.

INSERT:

A pair of high-heeled boots clamping into a pair of ski-
clips.

INSERT:

A pair of hands with brass knuckles gripping onto on a 
pair of ski-poles.

CUT TO:

Jopling (without cloak, on skis) exploding out the door 
of the shed, making a hard pivot, and launching through 
the monastery gate, down the steep slope.

M. Gustave and Zero watch in shock.

Zero turns to the display next to them. He leaps over to 
it, kicks-off the saint, flips-away the reindeer, and 
shoves the sled full-speed across the church-yard. He 
shouts:

ZERO
Come on!

M. Gustave chases after Zero, and they jump onboard just 
as the sled dips sharply and accelerates like mad down 
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the mountain. Zero hangs onto a short rope knotted to 
the front. M. Gustave hangs onto Zero.

Jopling, skiing superbly up ahead, looks back. He sees 
M. Gustave and Zero closing-in. He frowns. He makes a 
quick detour through a gap in the trees, and races down 
a narrow, zig-zag path.

Zero jerks the rope and follows Jopling. The sled 
bounces and bumps, skids and slides. Zero shouts:

ZERO
What do we do if we catch him?

M. GUSTAVE
(pause)

I don’t know! He’s a homicidal 
psychopath! Let’s stop!

ZERO
I can’t! I can barely steer!

Jopling ramps over the sloped roof of a shuttered café 
and lands cleanly. M. Gustave and Zero duck and shoot 
under it, banging between tables, scattering chairs, and 
rattling off the terrace.

A group of hikers in snow-shoes walks single-file across 
the slope. They hurry to one side in a panic to dodge 
Jopling, then immediately hurry back to the other to 
dodge M. Gustave and Zero.

A long, paper banner rustles in the wind. It reads: 
Gabelmeister’s Peak, Winter Games. Jopling snaps through 
it and shoots out onto an abandoned bob-sled run. He 
balances nimbly as he rockets down the ice. M. Gustave 
and Zero burst onto the track behind him, skittering 
through the corners. They grit their teeth and hang on, 
terrified.

At the end of the run, Jopling jolts sideways, 
scratching across the track and showering splinters of 
ice, then zips up into the air and lands on the snow at 
the side of a road directly next to his parked 
motorcycle. He watches as:

M. Gustave and Zero come flying down the bob-sled run at 
break-neck speed, slam into a dense bank at the bottom, 
and soar into a high arc. The sled flips and twirls, 
then hits the ground and splits into three pieces. Zero 
bashes head-first into the deep snow and disappears -- 
except for his feet and ankles sticking out into the 
air, motionless. M. Gustave smacks onto the ice and 
slides, spinning, off the edge of a cliff. Silence.
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Jopling takes a drink from his flask. He unclips his 
skis. He walks slowly past Zero’s frozen legs and 
approaches the precipice.

M. Gustave is clutching onto a knob of jagged ice while 
his feet dangle above a rocky chasm a thousand feet 
deep. He stares up at Jopling, frightened but furious. 
He says quietly:

M. GUSTAVE
You sick, pathetic creep. I hate you.

(shouting)
Run, Zero! Save yourself, I suppose!

Zero’s feet are frozen in place. A distant wolf howls. 
Pause.

Jopling lifts his foot and stomps his boot down with all 
his might. The ice crackles and fissures. M. Gustave 
sighs miserably. He swallows. Jopling stomps again. The 
ice around M. Gustave begins to crumble. As Jopling 
continues to stomp, over and over, M. Gustave sadly 
recites:

M. GUSTAVE
“’If this do be me end: farewell!’ cried 
the wounded piper-boy, whilst the muskets 
cracked and the yeomen roared, ‘Hurrah!’ 
and the ramparts fell. ‘Methinks me 
breathes me last, me fears!’ said he --”

There is a powerful thump, and Jopling flies head-first, 
screaming, off the cliff over M. Gustave’s head. Zero, 
in the midst of a diving shove, lands on his face and 
nearly goes over the edge, himself. He is covered with 
snow. M. Gustave shouts, ecstatic:

M. GUSTAVE
Holy shit! You got him!

Far, far below: Jopling’s arms and legs flail as he 
disappears down into the deepest reaches of the chasm. 
M. Gustave says proudly in elation:

M. GUSTAVE
Well-done, Zero!

M. Gustave looks greatly relieved as he continues to 
hang precariously and his fingers stiffen toward frost-
bite. Zero gasps for an instant, then thrusts his arms 
down, stretching, to seize M. Gustave by the wrists.

CUT TO:
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A binocular shot of Zero dragging M. Gustave back up 
onto solid ground. They dust the snow off their bodies 
and catch their breath.

Henckels’ voice shouts over a megaphone:

HENCKELS (O.S.)
Halt!

M. Gustave and Zero look across the hill-side to the 
next slope. A hundred advancing troops hurry toward 
them, descending swiftly. The tiny figure of Henckels at 
the head of the squadron continues forcefully:

HENCKELS
Gustave H! You’re a fugitive from 
justice! Do not attempt to flee! 
Surrender lawfully, and I personally 
vouchsafe your fair treatment! Repeat: do 
not attempt to flee!

M. Gustave turns to Zero. Zero says, unsure:

ZERO
What do you think?

M. GUSTAVE
(weary)

I don’t know. I’d rather jump off this 
cliff right now than go back to fucking 
prison.

M. Gustave looks lost and tired. Zero stares at him. He 
nods. He says calmly:

ZERO
I say we steal that sick maniac’s 
motorcycle, go fetch Agatha, take back 
“Boy with Apple”, and head for the 
Maltese Riviera, once and for all.

M. Gustave’s face lightens. He is moved and deeply 
impressed.

M. GUSTAVE
Very good! You’re so extraordinary, Zero. 
Thank you.

(gravely)
A moment of silence in memoriam of a 
devoted servant killed violently during 
the conduct of his duties.

M. Gustave and Zero stare solemnly into space for about 
five seconds. Bloodhounds bark in the far distance. Zero 
says quietly:
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ZERO
Good-bye, Serge.

M. Gustave nods suddenly. He and Zero break into a 
sprint, race over to the motorcycle, and jump on. Zero 
kick-starts the engine, and M. Gustave, on the rear 
fender, hangs on tightly as they rumble away down the 
icy road.

CUT TO:

Henckels watching from the distance. He lowers his 
binoculars. He looks worried.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
The war began at midnight.

CUT TO:

M. Gustave and Zero winding along the highway. Zero 
yells back over his shoulder:

ZERO
What’s it like, by the way? The Maltese 
Riviera!

M. GUSTAVE
(pause)

Charming, really! The weather’s 
exquisite. The local cuisine is simple 
but excellent! The people are warm, kind, 
honest! Rather dusky-complexioned. You’ll 
fit right in, actually!

Zero nods, pleased.

TITLE:

24 Hours Later

MONTAGE:

Various white-gloved hands in action: one rings a bell 
on the concierge desk with a quick tap. Another slips an 
envelope into a message box. Another picks-up a room key 
off a hook. Another forcefully shakes a cocktail-shaker 
full of ice.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
Pffeifelstad fell by lunch under heavy 
shelling, and the Zig-zags surged across 
the long, western border. The Lutz Blitz 
would last all winter.

INSERT:
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A martini glass. The drink is poured neatly -- then 
stirred with a “Z-Z” swizzle-stick.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
High-command advanced to Nebelsbad.

INT. LOBBY. DAY

The hotel is busier than ever, and every man in the room 
is in uniform. “Z-Z” symbols are plastered across every 
conceivable surface.

Agatha comes in the front doors carrying a tall stack of 
pink, card-board pastry-boxes. A soldier seated at a 
small desk blocking the entrance looks up from his 
ledger-book. He frowns. Agatha explains:

AGATHA
Compliments of Herr Mendl. For the 
Executive Staff.

Agatha takes a smaller box off the top of the stack and 
sets it down in front of the soldier. The soldier 
hesitates. He opens the box and sees inside: one 
Courtesan au chocolat. He looks back up to Agatha, 
hopeful. She nods. He signals for her to proceed.

An officer with a crew-cut mans the concierge desk. A 
badge on his chest reads: Military Concierge. He is M. 
Chuck. Mr. Mosher stands beside him taking notes while 
he dictates orders:

M. CHUCK
General Stieglitz requests a garden-view 
sitting-room with an extra roll-away. 
Let’s put him in the Duke Leopold Suite. 
Secretary Woroniecki’s office cabled. 
He’s checking-in a day early (rooms 401-2-
3). Tell Tactical Logistics we’re moving 
them to a standard-double on the third 
floor.

MR. MOSHER
(skeptical)

They’ll need more space than that.

Mr. Mosher points to a group of four soldiers carrying a 
ping-pong table through the lobby. Agatha waits calmly 
while they pass. She pauses, looks left and right, then 
ducks through a curtain below a sign that reads: Staff 
Only. She dashes up a staircase.

CUT TO:

The storage pantry adjacent to the vault. Agatha comes 
in and sets aside her boxes. She immediately stands on a 
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chair and runs her hand along the top of a picture rail 
near the ceiling. She finds a brass key. She unlocks the 
outer door of the vault and slides it open -- revealing 
the inner one (which has a combination lock).

Agatha reaches into her pocket and withdraws Zero’s hand-
written square of tissue-paper and a small magnifying 
glass. She squints and studies the tiny document. She 
quickly spins the dial and opens the door.

Agatha whips the fur stole off the radiator.

Agatha pulls out the wrapped painting.

Agatha tucks the package under her arm, exits the vault, 
and re-locks the doors.

INT. VAN. DAY

The entrance to the hotel. “Z-Z” banners hang from every 
awning. A dozen Zubrowkian flags wave and rustle in a 
row. Crests, heralds, and insignias are displayed in 
vitrines, doors, and windows. A chanting platoon marches 
up the promenade, and a soldier in a pilot’s cap sits 
smoking a cigarette on top of a parked tank next to the 
funicular.

M. Gustave and Zero wait, tense, in a parked delivery 
truck with Mendl’s painted in delicate, pink cursive 
across the side. The engine idles. Zero is at the wheel. 
He and M. Gustave both wear white caps and aprons. M. 
Gustave says, deeply disgusted, as he stares at the new 
ornamentation:

M. GUSTAVE
The beginning of the end of the end of 
the beginning -- has begun. A sad finale 
played, off-key, on a broken-down saloon 
piano in the outskirts of a forgotten 
ghost town. I’d rather not bear witness 
to such blasphemy.

ZERO
Me, neither.

M. GUSTAVE
(elegiac)

The Grand Budapest has become a troop’s 
barracks. I shall never cross its 
threshold again in my lifetime.

ZERO
Me, neither.
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M. GUSTAVE
(on a roll)

Never again shall --

ZERO
(alarmed)

Actually, I think we might be going in 
right now, after all.

Zero points to a long, silver limousine (last seen 
parked in front of the Desgoffe und Taxis mansion in 
Lutz) as it pulls up the drive and stops between the 
Mendl’s van and the entrance to the hotel. A liveried 
chauffeur jumps out and opens one of the back doors.

Dmitri emerges.

M. Gustave and Zero crouch down low in their seats. M. 
Gustave whispers with contempt:

M. GUSTAVE
Dmitri.

ZERO
(whispering, worried)

Agatha.

M. Gustave and Zero watch as: Marguerite, Laetizia, and 
Carolina exit from the other side of the car, and an 
eager team of bellboys springs into action collecting 
their numerous bags and suitcases out of the trunk and 
off the roof-rack of the vehicle.

CUT TO:

Agatha poking her head back into the lobby from behind 
the curtain. She starts toward the front door, but 
pauses as she sees:

Dmitri and his sisters. They enter and are immediately 
greeted by M. Chuck. A large assembly of maids and 
footman stand in a row at attention to receive these 
distinguished guests.

M. CHUCK
Good evening, Mr. Desgoffe und Taxis. I’m 
M. Chuck. We’ve booked you and your 
sisters in the King Ferdinand Suite.

Dmitri shakes hands coolly. As M. Chuck introduces 
himself to Marguerite, Laetizia, and Carolina -- Dmitri 
spots Agatha. He stares at her, curious. She looks back 
at him, uneasy. He focusses-in on the package under her 
arm. She turns away and walks quickly deeper into the 
lobby. Dmitri frowns.
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M. CHUCK
General von Shrecker personally asked me 
to make sure --

DMITRI
(interrupting)

Excuse me.

Dmitri bolts into the room.

Agatha’s eyes dart, searching for an escape-route, as 
she zooms among the tables, couches, tea-trays, 
officers, waiters, and bellboys.

At the concierge desk: Henckels looks up from signing 
the guest book. He watches Agatha pass. He watches 
Dmitri grimly pursuing her. He looks intrigued.

Agatha bee-lines into the elevator. The elevator 
operator looks to her and waits. She hesitates. She 
names the top floor:

AGATHA
Six.

Just as the elevator operator starts to shut the gate -- 
a voice commands him:

DMITRI (O.S.)
Hold it.

The elevator operator pauses. Dmitri enters and stands 
next to Agatha. He stares ahead into space and repeats:

DMITRI
Six.

The elevator operator slams the door.

Henckels watches from across the lobby. He says to 
Anatole:

HENCKELS
Get M. Chuck.

Anatole nods and dashes away.

At the front door: M. Gustave and Zero stride into the 
building holding two tall stacks of pink, card-board 
pastry-boxes. They stop. M. Gustave says warmly:

M. GUSTAVE
Compliments of Herr Mendl.
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The soldier at the desk blocking the entrance looks up. 
He is half-way through his Courtesan au chocolat. He has 
butter-cream on his moustache.

CUT TO:

Henckels on his way up the steps followed by M. Chuck. 
They stop at the next floor, look up and down the 
corridor, then continue climbing.

CUT TO:

Mr. Mosher staring, curious; Herr Becker watching, 
surprised; and Anatole gaping, mouth-open -- at: M. 
Gustave and Zero crossing speedily through the center of 
the lobby with their stacked boxes, looking around in 
every direction as they go. They arrive at the closed 
elevator doors. A Lobby Boy stands next to it. He has 
curly hair and looks to be about sixteen. He is Otto.

M. GUSTAVE
Have you seen a pastry-girl with a 
package under her arm in the last minute 
and a half?

OTTO
Yep! She just got on the elevator with 
Mr. Desgoffe und Taxis.

M. GUSTAVE
(irritated)

Thank you.

M. Gustave and Zero look up at the wall. Something is 
gnawing at them both.

INSERT:

The needle above the elevator entrance. It climbs past 
Four toward Five.

M. Gustave and Zero start to dash away -- but Zero stops 
short and turns back. He says quickly to Otto:

ZERO
I’m sorry. Who are you?

OTTO
(hesitates)

Otto, sir. The new Lobby Boy.

ZERO
(sharply)

Well, you haven’t been trained properly, 
Otto. A Lobby Boy never provides 
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information of that kind. You’re a stone 
wall. Understood?

OTTO
(anxious)

Yes, sir.

M. Gustave and Zero exchange a quick look: well-handled. 
They run.

INT. ELEVATOR. DAY

As the lift ascends:

Dmitri casts a side-ways look to Agatha. She stares 
ahead and avoids his eyes. He looks away.

Agatha casts a side-ways look to Dmitri. He snaps his 
head suddenly to look at her. She turns away again 
immediately, stricken.

Dmitri reaches out toward Agatha. She retreats further 
into the corner. He touches the package under her arm 
with his long fingers and peels-back the edge of the 
wrapping-paper -- revealing a white hand holding a 
golden apple. He says quietly:

DMITRI
Pretty picture.

Agatha does not respond. They come to a stop, and the 
elevator operator opens the gate.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR
Sixth floor.

Neither Agatha nor Dmitri move. Silence. The elevator 
operator turns around slightly to look at them.

Agatha exits. The elevator operator starts to close the 
door, but Dmitri holds up a finger. He follows Agatha. 
The gate closes behind him.

Agatha walks swiftly but calmly down the long corridor. 
She looks back. Dmitri walks behind her, equally swiftly 
and significantly more calmly, thirty feet back. Agatha 
turns a corner.

Dmitri cracks his knuckles as he continues. He clears 
his throat. He turns the corner now, himself, and sees:

Agatha running as fast as she can, already sixty feet 
ahead, nearly at the end of the corridor. She looks back 
again as she disappears around the next corner.
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Dmitri breaks into a full sprint. In five seconds, he 
reaches the end of the hallway. He stops and looks down 
the next corridor.

It is empty. Pause.

At the far end: a pair of doors labelled SERVICE 
ELEVATOR slide open. M. Gustave and Zero stand inside it 
with their stacked boxes. Dmitri’s eyes widen. He 
shouts:

DMITRI
Where’s “Boy with Apple”?

M. GUSTAVE
(pause)

None of your goddamn business!

DMITRI
(hesitates)

I’m going to blast your candy-ass once 
and for all right now!

Dmitri instantly leans down, lifts up his trouser leg, 
and draws a small-calibre hand-gun from a strap under 
his sock. He fires.

M. Gustave and Zero throw their boxes in every direction 
and duck to the sides of the elevator. Dmitri fires 
again. Bullets ricochet.

A door opens half-way down the corridor. An officer 
wearing his uniform tunic but no trousers looks out at 
Dmitri, alerted, with a Luger pistol in his hand.

OFFICER
Drop your weapon!

Dmitri fires three more times into the service elevator. 
The officer fires back at Dmitri. Dmitri ducks behind a 
room-service cart and quickly re-loads. More doors open 
up and down the corridor, and more armed officers in 
various states of dress/undress look out.

Dmitri pops up again and resumes his barrage. All the 
officers open fire at once, shooting, apparently at 
random, in both directions. Henckels appears suddenly at 
the top of the stairs with his own firearm drawn. M. 
Chuck hurries behind him. Henckels ducks down low and 
screams:

HENCKELS
Cease fire! Cease fire! Stop it!

The gunfire pauses. Everyone remains poised for the next 
volley. Henckels hollers:
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HENCKELS
Who’s shooting who?

DMITRI
(behind his barricade)

That’s Gustave H! The escaped murderer 
and art thief! I’ve got him cornered!

M. Gustave and Zero remain tucked against the walls on 
the floor of the service elevator. M. Gustave yells, 
enraged:

M. GUSTAVE
That’s Dmitri Desgoffe und Taxis! He’s 
responsible for the killings of Deputy 
Kovacs, Serge X. and his club-footed 
sister, plus his own mother!

HENCKELS
(hesitates)

Nobody move! Everybody’s under arrest!

There is a loud creak, then a crashing bang. M. Chuck 
squints at an open window in a small alcove across from 
him.

M. CHUCK
Who’s out the window?

Zero looks to M. Gustave. He says, under his breath:

ZERO
Agatha!

Zero sprints out of the service elevator and races up 
the corridor. Dmitri starts shooting again. The entire 
group opens fire once more. Zero races, crouched, with 
his hands over his head, and ducks into the alcove. His 
head thrusts out the window. He looks down.

CUT TO:

Agatha swinging by one hand from a broken trellis off 
the end of a terrace three flights below. She hangs onto 
the wrapped painting with her other hand. She notices 
something on it and frowns.

INSERT:

The dangling package. A section of the wrapping paper 
has torn away, and the corner of a pale-pink envelope is 
visible pasted to the back of the picture.

Zero stares down at Agatha, horrified. He mutters to 
himself:
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ZERO
310-bis!

(shouting to Agatha)
Hang on! Here I come!

Zero races back through the hail of bullets. He darts 
past Henckels and down the stairwell. He descends three 
flights. He crosses the corridor and stops in front of a 
door labelled “310-bis”. A sign on the knob reads: Do 
Not Disturb.

Zero hesitates an instant.

Zero raps briskly, retreats back across the corridor, 
lowers his shoulder, and charges with all his strength.

Just as he reaches the door, it swings open to reveal a 
small, bearded man in a long night-gown. He side-steps 
Zero.

Zero stumbles full-speed through the sitting-room and 
out the wide-open terrace doors. He slams against the 
balcony railing and flips over it. Agatha releases the 
package and grabs Zero’s shirt as he somersaults over 
her.

Zero’s weight jerks Agatha down with a jolt. They fall 
together.

Four floors down, Zero and Agatha punch-through the 
canvas roof over the back of the Mendl’s van and 
disappear inside. Silence.

INT. VAN. DAY

Zero sits up among the chaotic pile of scattered and 
upturned pink, card-board pastry-boxes. He gasps and 
digs for Agatha. She surfaces.

ZERO
Agatha! Are you all right?

AGATHA
(dazed)

I think so.

Zero embraces Agatha. He kisses her passionately. He 
looks into her eyes. She says, woozy:

AGATHA
Something’s on the back of the picture.

ZERO
(confused)

What?
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Agatha holds a piece of the torn and crumbled wrapping 
paper. She and Zero both look straight up.

CUT TO:

Zero and Agatha’s point-of-view through the hole punched 
in the roof of the van. Seven floors up, M. Gustave, 
Henckels, and M. Chuck lean out the window staring down 
at them, frozen, while other officers lean out other 
windows all across the facade. Four floors up, “Boy with 
Apple”, unwrapped, hangs upside-down from a wire below 
the balcony. It swings gently.

INSERT:

The painting, upside-down. A pair of hands flips it over 
to reveal the pale-pink envelope on the reverse.

TITLE:

Part 6: “The Second Copy of the Second Will”

INT. DINING ROOM. DAY

The entire, vast assembly of officers and soldiers 
stands crowded, murmuring, around a table in the 
restaurant where M. Gustave, Zero, and Dmitri, all in 
hand-cuffs, sit across from Henckels. Agatha stands 
behind Zero. Marguerite, Laetizia, and Carolina stand 
behind Dmitri. M. Chuck stands behind Henckels.

Henckels carefully peels the envelope loose from the 
back of the canvas. He slits it open with a pocket-knife 
and removes a hand-written letter on pale-pink paper. He 
skims it, then looks to M. Gustave.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
She left everything to M. Gustave, of 
course.

INT. COURT ROOM. DAY

M. Gustave on the witness stand. He wears his concierge 
uniform and is immaculate. The jury listens, enraptured 
by his testimony. The judge sniffs the air. He looks 
irritated.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
The mansion, known as Schloss Lutz; the 
factories, which produced weapons, 
medicine, and textiles; an important 
newspaper syndicate; and (perhaps you’ve 
already deduced) this very “institution”  
-- the Grand Budapest Hotel.
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Zero, Agatha, Herr Becker, Mr. Mosher, and Anatole 
watch, entertained, from the gallery.

INSERT:

The front page of the Trans-Alpine Yodel. Headline:

Cleared of All Charges

A photograph shows M. Gustave with the entire staff 
posing in front of the Grand Budapest. A column below 
the fold reads, “Son of Murdered Countess Disappears 
without Trace.”

CUT TO:

Zero behind the concierge desk. He now wears a uniform 
identical to M. Gustave’s. He rattles off instructions 
to Mr. Mosher, Herr Becker, Anatole, and M. Chuck.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
He anointed me his successor; and, as the 
war continued, I served my adopted 
country from the narrow desk still found 
against the wall in the next room.

Across the lobby, M. Gustave sits drinking a cocktail 
with a beautiful, begemmed, ninety-year-old woman. His 
hand rests on her thigh.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
He was the same as his disciples: 
insecure, vain, superficial, blonde, 
needy. In the end, he was even rich.

EXT. MOUNTAIN RANGE. DAY

The facade of the Grand Budapest at sunset. The camera 
glides along the path through the plot of edelweiss and 
buttercups.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
He did not succeed, however, in growing 
old -- nor did my darling Agatha. She and 
our infant son would be killed two years 
later by the Prussian grippe. (An absurd 
little disease. Today, we treat it in a 
single week; but, in those days, many 
millions died.)

The camera comes to a stop as it reveals the view from 
the iron-lattice terrace over the crevasse alongside the 
cascade.

Zero and Agatha hold hands while M. Gustave reads from a 
Bible, officiating. The other witnesses are: the staff 
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of the hotel and the concierges of the Society of the 
Crossed Keys.

INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT. DAY

A first-class state-room on the express to Lutz. M. 
Gustave, Zero, and Agatha each hold a glass of chilled, 
white wine.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
On the first day of the occupation, the 
morning the independent state of Zubrowka 
officially ceased to exist, we traveled 
with M. Gustave to Lutz.

M. Gustave checks the color of the wine in the light. It 
is excellent. Pause.

M. GUSTAVE
In answer to your earlier question, by 
the way: of course.

Zero looks slightly puzzled. M. Gustave explains, aside, 
to Agatha:

M. GUSTAVE
Zero asked me about my humble beginnings 
in the hotel trade.

(to Zero and Agatha both)
I was, perhaps, for a time, considered 
the best Lobby Boy we’d ever had at the 
Grand Budapest. I think I can say that. 
This one --

(pointing to Zero)
-- finally surpassed me. Although, I must 
say, he had an exceptional teacher.

ZERO
(with great affection)

Truly.

AGATHA
(reciting)

“Whence came these two, radiant, 
celestial brothers, united, for an 
instant, as they crossed the stratosphere 
of our starry window? One from the East, 
and one from the West.”

M. GUSTAVE
(impressed)

Very good.

M. Gustave kisses Agatha’s hand. Zero frowns.
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ZERO
Don’t flirt with her.

(suddenly)
Why are we stopping at a barley field 
again?

The train has, in fact, come to a halt in the middle of 
nowhere again -- but, this time, outside the window, 
there are tanks, trucks, and a hundred soldiers in black 
uniforms with long coats. M. Gustave, Zero, and Agatha 
stare out at them, uneasy.

M. GUSTAVE
I find these black uniforms very drab. I 
suppose they’re meant to frighten people, 
but --

Three soldiers appear in the compartment doorway. They 
are stocky, thick-necked, and armed with carbine rifles. 
M. Gustave says with his usual air of fancy-meeting-you-
here:

M. GUSTAVE
Well, hello there, chaps. We were just 
talking about you.

SOLDIER #1
(blankly)

Documents, please.

M. GUSTAVE
With pleasure -- as always.

M. Gustave and Agatha withdraw their passports and 
present them to the soldier. The soldier flips through 
them.

M. GUSTAVE
You’re the first of the enemy forces to 
whom we’ve been formally introduced. How 
do you do?

The soldier ignores this comment. He returns the 
passports to M. Gustave and Agatha and looks to Zero. 
Zero nervously hands him his little scrap of paper. The 
soldier frowns and studies it. M. Gustave smiles. He 
says lightly:

M. GUSTAVE
Plus ça change, am I right?

(to the soldier)
That’s a Migratory Visa with Stage Three 
Worker Status, darling. Read this.

M. Gustave hands the soldier Henckels’ special document. 
The soldier shows it to his associates. They confer 
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rapidly at a whisper. There is some debate. Before M. 
Gustave can work his magic -- the soldier rips the 
special document to shreds.

Pause.

M. Gustave looks to Zero. Zero and Agatha are both 
stunned and frightened. M. Gustave seems to smile very 
slightly, reassuring them, and somehow sends a sincere, 
private message:

Good luck.

M. Gustave’s jaw hardens. He pegs his glass of wine at 
the soldier, shattering it, and explodes:

M. GUSTAVE
You filthy, goddamn, pock-marked, fascist 
assholes!

M. Gustave is instantly on his feet, tussling. Zero 
jumps up to intervene, trying to calm everyone down -- 
and is immediately bashed in the face with the stock of 
a rifle and dropped to the floor, out cold. M. Gustave 
shouts and struggles. Agatha screams.

MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
There are still faint glimmers of 
civilization left in this barbaric 
slaughterhouse that was once known as 
humanity.

INT. CORRIDOR. DAY

The three soldiers whisk M. Gustave, now in hand-cuffs, 
out of the compartment and man-handle him down the 
length of the coach while he shouts furiously, berating 
them:

M. GUSTAVE
I give you my word: I’ll see all three of 
you dishonorably discharged, locked-up in 
the stockade, and hanged by sundown! 

(screaming in rage)
Where is your commanding officer?

CUT TO:

Zero with his head out the window of the once-again 
speeding train. A significant volume of blood runs from 
his forehead around his eye and down into his shirt-
collar, soaked deep red. He clutches his little scrap of 
paper in his fist. The wind rustles against his neck. 
His mouth is open. His face is frozen. Tears stream down 
his cheeks.
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MR. MOUSTAFA (V.O.)
(re: “glimmers of civilization”)

He was one of them. What more is there to 
say?

Agatha, also in tears, pulls Zero back inside.

CUT TO:

The dining room. Mr. Moustafa and the author sit in 
front of their desserts: Courtesans au chocolat. They 
are the last remaining guests in the giant restaurant. A 
waiter sets places for breakfast at tables in the 
background.

Two glasses of sweet wine are served. Mr. Moustafa and 
the author sip them. The author asks gently:

AUTHOR
What happened in the end?

MR. MOUSTAFA
(shrugs)

In the end, they shot him.
(pause)

So it all went to me.

Mr. Moustafa smiles sadly. He and the author begin to 
eat their confections in silence. They appear to enjoy 
them very much.

INT. LOBBY. NIGHT

The room is deserted, and the lights have been dimmed. 
Mr. Moustafa and the author wait at the concierge desk. 
It is not occupied.

AUTHOR (V.O.)
After dinner, we went to collect the keys 
to our rooms -- but M. Jean had abandoned 
his post.

Mr. Moustafa looks around. He shrugs. He says, 
bittersweet:

MR. MOUSTAFA
I expect he’s forgotten all about us.

Mr. Moustafa winks at the author and slips around behind 
the concierge desk. 

AUTHOR (V.O.)
In recent years, of course, such 
properties and holdings as the Grand 
Budapest had with very few exceptions 
become -- common property.
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Mr. Moustafa takes great pleasure as he: opens a drawer 
and tidies up its contents slightly; pulls a stack of 
envelopes out of a slot, flips through them, and hands 
one to the author; straightens “Boy with Apple” 
slightly; then takes two keys off their hooks.

AUTHOR (V.O.)
While the precise terms of his 
negotiation with the new government had 
never been announced, the result was an 
open secret: Zero Moustafa had traded a 
great and important fortune in exchange 
for one costly, unprofitable, doomed 
hotel. Why?

INSERT:

The author’s room key as Mr. Moustafa places it onto the 
desk. It is labelled M. GUSTAVE SUITE.

AUTHOR (V.O.)
Was it merely sentimental?

Mr. Moustafa holds the author by the arm with two hands 
as the author walks him the length of the room to the 
elevator.

AUTHOR (V.O.)
It was quite forward of me and a bit out 
of character, but I felt I must know -- 
for my health, I suppose. I took the 
plunge.

CUT TO:

One minute later. Mr. Moustafa and the author stand at 
the entrance to the elevator facing each other. Silence. 
The author says suddenly, slightly worried:

AUTHOR
Forgive me for asking. I hope I haven’t 
upset you.

MR. MOUSTAFA
(dismissing it)

Of course, not.

AUTHOR
(long pause)

Is it simply your last connection to that 
-- vanished world? His world, if you 
will?

MR. MOUSTAFA
(doubtful)

His world?
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Mr. Moustafa considers this. He shakes his head slowly.

MR. MOUSTAFA
No, I don’t think so. You see, we shared 
a vocation. It wouldn’t have been 
necessary. He’s always with me.

(pause)
No, the hotel -- I keep for Agatha.

Mr. Moustafa pulls up his lapel slightly and shows the 
author Agatha’s crossed-keys pendant pinned to his 
jacket. He hides it away again.

MR. MOUSTAFA
We were happy here. For a little while.

The author nods solemnly. Mr. Moustafa presses a button 
to call the elevator. It immediately opens. He starts to 
enter -- but puts up his hand to hold the door as he 
stops, turns back, and says:

MR. MOUSTAFA
To be frank, I think his world had 
vanished long before he ever entered it -- 
but, I will say: he certainly sustained 
the illusion with a marvelous grace!

(pause)
Are you going up?

AUTHOR
(politely)

No, I’ll sit for a little while. Good 
night.

MR. MOUSTAFA
Good night.

Mr. Moustafa steps inside. He presses a button and the 
doors close. The author stands still, staring into 
space. He sniffs the air. He smiles sadly.

AUTHOR (V.O.)
The next week, I sailed for a cure in 
South America and began a long, wandering 
journey abroad. I did not return to 
Europe for many years.

EXT. HOTEL. NIGHT

The entrance at midnight. A doorman sweeps the steps 
below the front door. Only one room’s light is 
illuminated: a little window at the far edge of the top 
floor.
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AUTHOR (V.O.)
It was an enchanting, old ruin -- but I 
never managed to see it again.

The light goes out.

CUT TO:

The lobby. The author sits alone in an armchair in the 
deserted room writing in a small note-book.

CUT TO:

The study. The author (at seventy-five) sits in an 
armchair writing in an identical small note-book. The 
six-year-old boy plays with an army of metal soldiers on 
the floor beside him.

CUT TO:

The park. The girl in the trench coat and beret sits on 
a bench near the statue of the author. She is just 
finishing the final chapter of:

THE GRAND BUDAPEST HOTEL
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