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 Sometimes it’s the little silly things in life that make 

the best memories.  We took our girls on a two week driving 

vacation to Disneyland in California when they were young.  

We left Colorado Springs and headed west visiting the hot 

springs in Glenwood Springs, on to Zion National Park in 

Utah with a quick detour to see the Rock Candy Mountain 

(somewhat disappointing).  Then turned southward with a 

quick stop at Circus Circus in Las Vegas and finally into Los 

Angeles where the air was brown.  The Grand Canyon was on 

our southern route home with a stop at ‘Four Corners’; a point where four states, Colorado, Utah, New 

Mexico and Arizona all meet.  We had such fun contorting our bodies to be in all four states at the same 

time – not quite as easy as one would think; I probably couldn’t bend like that anymore.   

 

 Much like the oddity of the Four Corners Monument we find another oddity in the new film “Bad 

Times at the El Royale.”  In its heyday the El Royale was quite the party place with a casino and bar 

attracting the biggest names of the time.  Part of the attraction was a wide red line painted down the center 

of the hotel.  Half of the hotel located in trendy California and the other side located in Nevada.  The 

California side is a little more expensive (I bet taxes were a nightmare). 

 

 As the film opens we watch as a man in a three piece suit nervously checks into a room at the El 

Royale.  He meticulously locks the door, closes the curtains and secures the room.  In a matter of 

moments he moves the furniture, pulls the carpet and begins pulling up the floorboards where he stashes a 

briefcase.  He then returns the room to its normal condition. 

 

 Jump the story ahead 10 years.  Having lost its gambling license and fallen into disrepair, the El 

Royale is no longer a trendy hot spot but just a rundown hotel with a big red stripe down the center of its 

lobby.  Father Daniel Flynn (Jeff Bridges) walks in only to find the lobby deserted except for Laramie 

Seymour Sullivan (Jon Hamm) a slick, quick talking vacuum cleaner salesman who has been waiting for 

a while looking for some service.  It’s not long before they are joined by Darlene Sweet (Cynthia Erivo) 

who is also looking for a room.  They finally manage to awaken Miles (Lewis Pullman) the 

manager/bartender/housekeeper/handyman of the establishment who proceeds to check each guest in 

trying to accommodate their ‘special requests.’  The group is also joined by a young lady (Dakota 

Johnson) who signs the register with a bit of profanity.  Each eclectic character has a reason for staying in 

the El Royale and none are quite who they pretend to be. 

 

 Director Drew Goddard weaves a web of intrigue with each of the guests and the hotel.  Sullivan 

checks into the honeymoon suite and proceeds to start removing bugging devices hidden throughout.  A 

little more digging reveals a large two way mirror causing him to find a secret hallway paralleling the 

rooms of the El Royale.  It’s the perfect zoo, and the guests are the attractions complete with sound and 

film set ups for the rooms.  What is seen going on in the rooms can only be reported as interesting... 

 

 “Bad Times at the El Royale” tells a dark story reminiscent of “Pulp Fiction” as it’s odd, the 

characters are odd, the hotel is odd and then it finally moves to ‘Bad Times.’  This film requires close 

attention to follow all of its quirks, twists and turns as well as Chris Hemsworth playing Billy Lee, the 

crazy Manson style cult leader sporting beautiful abs.  Over two hours long, the movie drags in places and 

takes a long time in the set up and a long time in playing Billy Lee’s game.  On a scale of one to four Hart 

Beats I give “Bad Times at the El Royale” TWO HARTS.  It’s the kind of movie that you’re either going 

to really like, or really dislike (I’ve never been a fan of “Pulp Fiction”). 


