
NINE SISTERS: EPILOGUE

Written by

Robert j. Lee



INT. DELAPIDATED CHURCH - DAY

Edmund (early 30s, tailored suit, well groomed) pushes open 
the heavy door.

He walks to the back of the church where there is a flea-
bitten old armchair and a long-cold fire drum.

EDMUND
Hello? Are you here? It’s Edmund, 
you might remember me from a year 
or so ago when I-

HEMINGWAY (O.S.)
-You won’t find him...

Edmund turns to see Ernest Hemingway sitting on an old pew 
with his feet up.

HEMINGWAY (CONT’D)
Believe me, I tried for years.

EDMUND
I was just nearby for a book 
signing and I thought, maybe...

Edmund reaches into the old drum and pulls out a burnt, 
blackened shoulder blade, a long jagged crack down the flat 
edge.

EDMUND (CONT’D)
I guess I was kind of hoping for 
some answers.

HEMINGWAY
Hell, you got what you needed, 
right? Why unravel that?

EDMUND
I don’t want to unravel anything. I 
just... Maybe you can help.

Hemingway jumps up from his seat.

HEMINGWAY
First let me ask you something. In 
your writing, what’s more important 
than truth?

EDMUND
Um... I guess as long as the 
characters-

HEMINGWAY
Wrong! The answer is nothing. 
Nothing is more important than the 
truth.



EDMUND
I’ve found that the old adage 
“write what you know” only leads to 
mediocre work-

HEMINGWAY
I’m not talking about writing about 
your damned beach holiday or your 
mother’s roast chicken, I’m talking 
about emotion. Real, true human 
emotion. People are complex, even 
contradictory. Good people do bad 
things, smart people do stupid 
things.

EDMUND
I don’t see what this has to do 
with-

HEMINGWAY
You wanted to write about tragedy. 
Melpomone gave you an understanding 
of tragedy from the inside.

EDMUND
I don’t buy that it was just a 
hallucination, it was real, I’m 
convinced it was real.

HEMINGWAY
You realise you’re talking to a guy 
who’s been dead for fifty-odd 
years. You may not be an authority 
on what’s real.

Edmund slumps into the armchair, raising a cloud of dust and 
moths.

Hemingway walks behind the chair.

EDMUND
I guess I’m worried... Again. What 
if I can’t write anything without 
Melpomone?

HEMINGWAY
You’re asking the wrong question, 
kid. If you’re so convinced that 
what happened on that roof is real, 
what the hell makes you think you 
survived the fall.

Edmund turns to look at Hemingway but he has vanished.

He pockets the burnt shoulder blade and wanders out of the 
church into the bright sun.

FADE TO BLACK.
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