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INT. EDMUND’S CLUTTERED LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A small plastic syringe clatters to the floor as EDMUND 
loosens the rubber tourniquet from his arm. He leans forward 
on his chair until he is leaning over the vintage typewriter 
on his desk.

EDMUND
Come on then, Melpomone, let me 
have it.

His fingers are poised over the typewriter. Nothing happens. 
He visibly slumps.

HEMINGWAY (O.S.)
I know what you’re thinking kid...

Edmund spins around at the sound of the voice.

HEMINGWAY (CONT’D)
... You’re thinking “I’ve clearly 
done it wrong”

In the room with Edmund are ERNEST HEMINGWAY, VIRGINIA WOOLF 
and WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

HEMINGWAY (CONT’D)
I was the same when I took 
Melpomone for the first time. She 
eventually arrives, but never how 
you’d like her to.

EDMUND
Okay... So this is how it works 
then? So you are...

HEMINGWAY
Ah, damned rude of me. Ernest 
Hemingway, deceased. 

WOOLF
Virginia Woolf, at your service.

SHAKESPEARE
Wil Shakespeare, both deceased and 
at your service.

EDMUND
Oh my god, are you going to help me 
with my novel?

Hemingway looks at his compatriots.

HEMINGWAY
Not exactly kid. Way I see it, if 
you haven’t got another one in you, 
we ain’t going to be able to beat 
one into you.



SHAKESPEARE
Though, I might be quick to add, 
all is not lost. A solution has 
come to us.

WOOLF
It’s an old idea. All ideas are old 
ideas.

HEMINGWAY
Right. Look Eddie, you’re going 
about the whole “second novel” 
thing entirely the wrong way. What 
you need to find is greatness. Have 
you achieved greatness yet?

EDMUND
Well, I-

HEMINGWAY
No. The answer is no. I’ve read 
your book. It’s a fine book because 
it’s a true book. What you need to 
do is make sure it’s remembered as 
a great book.

EDMUND
How can I possibly do that without 
writing another one? I need 
Melpomone to help me.

SHAKESPEARE
That glorious muse can not plant 
seeds in your mind, friend. What 
she does is deliver revelations.

WOOLF
The course is surprisingly simple. 
In thought and deed.

HEMINGWAY
Your book will become sought after, 
it’s second run will sell out, if 
that’s the kind of crap you care 
about.

EDMUND
But I haven’t written a word for so 
long.

Hemingway leans in to Edmund.

HEMINGWAY
You don’t write a word, Eddie... 
You have to kill yourself.

TO BE 
CONTINUED...
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