HAPPY ENDINGS

by Ronald V. Micci

Copyright 1997, 2014 by Ronald V. Micci

RVMicci@yahoo.com



FADE | N:

EXT. CORNVEEVI L RANCH - M DWEST -- DAY
To Establish.

| NT. LIVING ROOM

ELEANOR CORNWEEVI L, 70s, the lady of the house, is
standing in front of an easel wth a |arge cue card
mounted on it. The card depicts economc trends in
the formof a graph, with rising and falling |ines.
Her husband BERTRAND i s seated nearby. She cocks
her ear.

ELEANOR
Ch gracious, what is that |
hear, Bertrand? Could it be,
could it possibly be -- birds
twttering happily in the trees.
Oh, lifeis rich and fat with
prom se this day, Bertrand, so
very rich and fat with prom se.
Qur dear little farmin the
M dwest is such a bl essed happy
little hone. R ch and fat, and
yet | long for the days, oh how
| Tong for the days. . .

(raps with her stick)
Attention, please. Charts,
Bertrand, they're wonderful
teachi ng aids. Now observe --
this is our projected rate of
gromh for the current year,
and this is our rate of growh
t hrough the year 2050...Wth
negati ve grow h expected in the
near term and taxes on the
rise, let ne zero it out for
you -- we're broke.

BERTRAND
Br oke?



ELEANOR
Yes, am | not nmaking nyself
clear?

BERTRAND
But | thought -- well, you know --

ELEANOR
That your flimsy little railroad
pensi on and the m croscopic
trickle of Social Security that
we get each nonth woul d be enough
to see us through? Wong.
Agai n, observe -- here we are,
Bertrand, you and |, two tiny
peopl e arrayed agai nst a gi ant
mountain of taxes. This, is us --
and this, is the Matterhorn.
And how do we surnount such a
f orm dabl e obstacl e, how you
m ght very well ask indeed.
Vel l, the answer is sinple --
we don't. You see, the
governnment has built that
nmountai n so high that nobody
gets over it, not, at least, if
they do so honestly. And so,
what do we do?

BERTRAND
Cheat ?
ELEANOR
Ch no, Bertrand -- no, no, no.

We're honest citizens, we don't
cheat. Have you ever heard of
sonething called the Laffer
Curve, Bertrand? | do believe
you have. Well, we're sonewhere
al ong that curve but | can assure
you we are not | aughing. No,
"' mnot |aughing, Bertrand, are
you? No, to be perfectly honest,
we find ourselves in a tight
spot, a very tight spot indeed.

( MORE)



ELEANOR (cont' d)
And yet, dear husband, | have
al ways been a believer in happy
endi ngs. And by that | nean,
what if a stranger should cone
to the door this very m nute?
What if he should pound his
fist this very mnute on the
door ?

BERTRAND
| don't know.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK! at the door

ELEANOR
Aha -- there it is, as lately
prophesied -- the proverhbi al

knock at the door. Yes, what
i f a stranger should knock at
t he door, Bertrand? And indeed,
It has cone to pass. Should we
al l ow our stranger to persist,
allow himin, or shoo himaway?

BERTRAND
| think we should answer it.

ELEANOR
Are you sure, Bertrand, are you
absol utely sure?

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!

BERTRAND
There it is again. Let's answer
it.

ELEANOR
My, but our stranger is
persistent, isn't he. Wwo is
this stranger of ours? Do we
dare let himin? Yes, to answer
my own question, we nost
certainly do.



She noves to the door, opens it.
standi ng there.

ELEANOR
Good afternoon to you,
What may | ask is your

LODESTONE
What may | ask is your

ELEANOR

4.
MR. LODESTONE is

sir.
busi ness?

pl easur e?

Already | see that you are a
man with a certain distinct
style and appeal. Cone in,

come I n.
LODESTONE enters.

LODESTONE
Good afternoon, sir.

He shakes hands w t h BERTRAND.
LODESTONE

And now, nmadam you strike ne
as soneone in the nood for a
happy ending. So mightn't we
cut directly to the chase?

ELEANOR

W mghtn't and we shall.

LODESTONE

Your pastures here in the
gl ori ous Mdwest, nmadam are

resting squarely on oil.

And

now, if you'll just sign this

contract.
He waves a contract in her face.

ELEANOR

What did | tell you, Bertrand --

a happy endi ng.

She takes the contract from him



ELEANOR
But why be so quick to accept?
Wwn't you sit down, M. -- ?

LODESTONE
Lodest one.

ELEANOR
M. Lodestone. Please, sit
down. | think we could all do
with a nice cup of coffee.
You'll entertain M. Lodestone,
won't you, Bertrand, while |
get the coffee? But don't |et
himtrick you into signing
anything, not until we've had a
nice little talk. . . Take a
| oad of f, (M.) Lodestone.

She goes out; LODESTONE sits next to BERTRAND.

LODESTONE
You could still own the | and,
M. Cornweevil. O course you
understand that. W would only
be concerned with the drilling
rights.

ELEANOR returns with coffee on a tray.

ELEANOR

Now, how did | do that so
qui ckly? Ah, you underestimate
me, M. Lodestone.

(beat)
Now, let ne just set this down
and you can have yourself a
nice fresh cup of coffee.

She sets down tray.

ELEANOR
Pl ease -- help yourself.

They sip coffee.



ELEANOR
WAs Bertrand telling you about
the ol d days, M. Lodestone,
when he worked for the railroad?
Tell hi m about the narrow gauge
up in Butte, Bertrand, about
how you cane screanm ng down off
the mountain in a blizzard, you
and that old coal burner of
yours. Yes, you and all that
excitenent. Wile | sat up
with the gals tal king around
the fire, knitting quilts.
Tel | him about the way things
used to be.

BERTRAND
well --

ELEANOR
That's enough. Wat's past is
past. Wat M. Lodestone has
an eye to is the future, isn't
that right, M. Lodestone? And
what |'d like to know is, just
how profitable m ght that future
be?

L ODESTONE
De-licious coffee, Ms.
Cornweevil, de-licious. |If
you'll just sign here on the
dotted line, you'll find out
that future can be nobst
profitabl e i ndeed.

ELEANOR
In dollars and cents, M.
Lodestone -- just exactly what
are we tal king?

L ODESTONE
W know there's oil here, Ms.
Cornweevil. We get to drill,

and you get the thrill.



ELEANOR
How nuch of a thrill m ght that
be?

LODESTONE
You get to keep fifty percent
of the profits from what cones
up out of the ground. Sound
| i ke a happy endi ng?

ELEANOR
Very. But what would you say
to 75/25, the lion's share going
tolittle old us?

LODESTONE
|'"d say you're being a little
greedy, Ms. Cornweevil, a little

greedy. Not nonents ago you
were ready to go belly-up,
admtting, if |I'mnot m staken,
that you were flat broke. It
seens to ne that in this

I nstance, beggars can't be
choosers.

ELEANOR
| wouldn't be so sure, M.
Lodestone, | wouldn't be so

sure. Wen push cones to shove,
haven't we the inalienable right
to the happy endi ng of our
choosi ng?

L ODESTONE
You chose the knock at the door,
Ms. Cornweevil, and with that
knock cones this contract.
Those are the terns. [|f you
prefer, the knock can vani sh
fromthe door.

ELEANOR
(abruptly)
Wll, there it is, Bertrand.
( MORE)



ELEANOR (cont' d)
No deal. Ch, | was so hoping
for a happy ending, and indeed
| had all but prom sed you one.

And yet, |'mgoing to have to
decl i ne your offer, M.
Lodestone. | hope you won't
find nme too greedy. | must
decline your offer and bid you
good day.

BERTRAND
Vi t .

LODESTONE
Better think tw ce, Ms.
Cornweevil. The deal you do,
I's better than the deal you
don't.

ELEANOR

Devilishly true, M. Lodestone,
devilishly true. But I'mafraid
' ve made up ny m nd.

BERTRAND
But -- ?

LODESTONE
It's your decision, of course,
Ms. Cornweevil, | know better

than to try to force your hand,
al beit an offer this lucrative
does not cone al ong every day.
And an advance of, say, $50, 000
in cold cash and a bl ank
checkbook with a one mllion
dollar line of credit m ght
hel p sway your deci sion.

He renoves wad of cash from pants pocket and hands
it to her.

ELEANOR
Surely there nust be a catch.



LODESTONE
No catch, Ms. Cornweevil.
Just sign this contract on the
dotted |ine.

ELEANCR scrutini zes contract.

ELEANCR
| see the nane of your outfit
Is Hades Drilling and Excavati on,

M. Lodestone. The word Hades
has a nasty taint to it.

LODESTONE
Doesn't it just.
ELEANOR
Li kewi se, your notto on the
| etterhead -- "We drill for
your soul ."
LODESTONE
As | like to say, we drill from
t he bottom up.
ELEANOR

| am al so curious about this
smal | print.

LODESTONE
Mere | egal ese, M's. Cornweevil,
t he usual technical scratchings,
and nothing to concern yourself
about. Merely sign over the

rights to your soul -- | nean,
your land -- and we shall
concl ude our deal. Wy del ay

your happy endi ng?

ELEANCR
Bertrand?

He nods enphatically



10.

ELEANOR
No, M. Lodestone, | believe
this is just not for us. [|I'm
not convinced it is nmerely oil
you're drilling for here. And
so, not to seem abrupt, but |
must bid you good day.

BERTRAND
Wai t!

ELEANOR
Bertrand, say a sweet goodbye.
Trust nme in this. Good day,
M. Lodest one.

LODESTONE
| hate for you to pass up such
a lucrative deal, Ms.
Cornweevil, but | nust defer to
your judgnent. Good day to
you, and to you, M. Cornweevil.
Shoul d you have a change of
heart, that's where to reach
ne.

He gives her his business card. He bows, goes out.

BERTRAND
There goes our happy ending.
W blewit.

ELEANOR

You don't seriously believe

what that stranger was peddling
was an oil contract? He wanted
sonet hi ng nore, Bertrand. Think,
Bertrand, think.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK! at the door

ELEANOR
Don't, Bertrand, don't.

BERTRAND
But ?



11.

ELEANOR
Don't worry, Bertrand, we'll
conme up with the noney sonehow.
W al ways have before.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK! BERTRAND t hrows her a | ook of
desperation

ELEANOR
Oh, all right. If it wll nmake
you happy, go ahead and answer
it. 1'mgoing back to ny

knitting.

BERTRAND goes to the door. ELEANOR can't resist
sneaki ng up behind him peeking over his shoul der

He w nks.

BERTRAND

Good afternoon, sir. \Wat's
that you say, you cone to offer
us the prom se of eternal
sal vati on?

(gest ures)
Those two horns on the top of
your head?

(a pause)
| nust tell you, that offer
sounds al nost too good to be
true.

FADE OUT.
THE END
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