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EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Edmund’s face shows a mixture of nervousness and fatigue. 

EDMUND
I had a choice, a choice between 
comedy and tragedy. I could be here 
cracking jokes with Mark Twain and 
Molière, but no. In my infinite 
stupidity I had to choose tragedy.

Edmund is standing on the wall at the edge of the tall 
building. The ground is a good nine floors below.

Ernest Hemingway and William Shakespeare are standing behind 
Edmund. Virginia Woolf is sitting on the wall next to him, 
her legs dangling over the edge.

Hemingway looks up from reading a note.

HEMINGWAY
This is a fine suicide note, 
Edmund. It’s to the point, and it 
tells the truth, and it hints at 
deeper thoughts. 

WOOLF
That Hunter S. Thompson fellow 
wrote a good suicide note, didn’t 
he?

HEMINGWAY
Not as good as yours, my dear.

EDMUND
Listen, I’m not so sure about this 
any more.

HEMINGWAY
I knew it. Jumping was a bad idea. 
You’re always going to have second 
thoughts looking down at the 
sidewalok from here. You should 
have done what I did, I took my 
favourite shotgun, a long barreled 
side-by-side that once saved my 
life from a charging lion, and I 
put it in my mouth, and I pulled 
the trigger.

WOOLF
I found drowning quite peaceful. I 
was drawn to the water, it was 
almost as though I could not have 
backed out if I had wanted.

Woolf and Hemingway look at Shakespeare, who shrugs.



SHAKESPEARE
... Don’t look at me, I didn’t kill 
myself. Though, if pressed, I 
imagine I probably would have 
favoured a poison of some sort.

EDMUND
All... fine options, I suppose. 
Listen, maybe a rethink is in 
order. Perhaps we should just get 
down and-

HEMINGWAY
-Damn it, Eddie. Just jump! You’re 
a hack, don’t you see? Your first 
book ain’t worth a damn, this is 
your only chance at redemption.

Virginia Woolf stands up and puts her hand on Edmund’s 
shoulder.

WOOLF
No one thinks of legacy any more. 
You’re different, I can tell, you 
care about the future.

SHAKESPEARE
Dear, Edmund, don’t you see. Death 
comes for all of us, but in this he 
is coming on your terms. In this 
act you will become the Lord of 
Death.

EDMUND
Well I... I’m not really leaving 
anything behind but mediocrity. 

Edmund takes one last look around before calmly stepping off 
the edge of the building and plummeting towards the ground 
until...

INT. EDMUND’S CLUTTERED LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

... The plastic syringe hits the ground with a clatter and 
Edmund starts with a shock, as though he has just woken from 
a dream. He is breathing heavily.

He looks around at the quiet room, at the pictures of his 
literary heroes on the pin-up board over his desk. At the 
empty glass vial.

He leans forward and begins typing furiously on his old 
typewriter.

TO BE 
CONCLUDED...
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