Pl NECONES VS. BROOVSTI CKS
Em |y Aberg
EXT. Day, a famly ranch in the country.

PAULUS P. PINECONE enters stage left in a seersucker suit and
a pipe in his mouth. He hooks his thunbs into his suspender
straps and lets out a contented sigh.

PAULUS
Ahh. Anot her beautiful day on C nnanpon
Scent ed Pi necone Ranch.

Paul us pulls a pinecone fromhis front pocket and sniffs it
deepl y.

BOBBY BRI STLES BROOMSTI CK enters stage right, simlarly
dressed and wearing a fancy straw hat. He carries a ci nnanon
broonsti ck over one shoul der.

BOBBY
(Sneering)
well, well, well, if it isn't my arch

nemesi s, Paulus P. Pinecone. Stil
slingin" those sorry excuses for

ci nnanon-scented tabl e toppers at the
farmers market?

PAULUS
And if it isn't MY arch nenesis, Bobby
Bristles Broonstick! You keep your
fool cinnanon broonsticks off ny
pristine land, or I'll give you
sonethin' to sweep, so help ne!

BOBBY

(Takes the broonstick off his

shoul der and starts to examit )
You know, it's a shame you never took
me up on iy offer to buy Pinecone
Ranch. Those pine tree branches woul d
make bee-youtiful broonsticks, and
woul d be an excellent addition to ny-

(He deeply inhal es the broonstick)
-col l ection.

PAULUS
|"d rather die than see ny great
granddaddy' s pine trees get turned
into those cinnanon-scented



abom nations that you cal
"broonsticks".

BOBBY
(Hi's tone turns threatening)
Wat ch yoursel f, Paulus! O did you
forget who won the Maple Ferry
Farmer's Market grand prize for best
G nnanmon- Scent ed Tri nket and/or
Tchot chke | ast year?

PAULUS
(clenching his fist)
That prize is hogwash and you know it!
You' ve had the judges in your pocket
for years, and if it was a fair
contest, pinecones would wi n, hands
down!

BOBBY
Ha! Sorry words froma sore |oser. You
didn't win because pinecones are old
news, Paul us.

PAULUS

Pi necones are a classic, and those
little nulti-tiered thingies that
stick out of themare nature's
ci nnanon di f fusers!

(Suddenly he | eans back, nore

confident than defensive)
And maybe Maple Ferry's judges don't
know it, but the people do.

BOBBY
(Slightly worried)
What do you nmean?

PAULUS
| nmean | did it, Bobby! | got the
JoAnne's contract!

BOBBY
(Bites his knuckle in frustration)
Bl ast !

PAULUS
That's right: This tinme next nonth,
you' || see Paulus P. Pinecones in

every JoAnne's entry way and foyer
this side of the Mssissippi! You can



keep your county fair tiara' s and
sashes, I'mgoing after the big
| eagues, Bobby!

Two teenagers enter fromopposite sides of the stage: PETEY
PI NECONE enters stage left wearing a sport coat and

saddl eback shoes. BESTY BROOMSTI CK enters stage right,
wearing a flouncy dress and twirling a parasole. They can't
take their eyes off each other.

PETEY
(Sm 1ing)
Hi , Betsy.
BETSY
(Sm ling)
H , Petey.
BOBBY

Bet sy, what are you doi ng outside?

PAULUS
Pet ey, what are you doing honme from
school ? | thought you were off
studyi ng Pine Law.

Bet sy and Petey keep meki ng eyes at each other until Petey
finally | ooks away and addresses Paul us.

PETEY

Daddy, | know it was your dreamthat |
| eave G nnanon Scented Pi necone Ranch
and study Pine Law, and rmaybe even be
a big-city Pine Lawer, but | nust
conf ess sonet hi ng:

(He crosses downstage and | ooks

stoically off in the distance)
|"ve fallen in | ove.

BETSY
(Addr essi ng Bobby)
It's true, Papa: we net in the
cornfield nmaze | ast year and have been
correspondi ng ever since.

Paul us and Bobby are aghast, pacing the stage.

BOBBY
But Betsy, you're betrothed to
Chri stopher Kitchens! W were going to
expand from decorative ci nnanon



scented broonsticks to actual
broonsticks that snmelled |ike

ci nnanon!

BETSY
Ch papa! Broonsticks and what ever they
snell |ike are your |egacy, not m ne.

Betsy and Billy run toward each other to enbrace.

PAULUS
| reckon we've got a pair of cinnanon
star-crossed | overs, Bobby.

PETEY
That's where you're wong, Daddy.
Betsy and | are swearing off cinnanon
for good. We're going back to the corn
maze-

BETSY
-And we're going to be Dried Ears O
| ndi an Corn farners!

BOBBY
But Betsy, those are purely
ornanental! They don't snell I|ike
anyt hi ng!

BETSY
That's the appeal, Papa.

The two | overs hol d hands and wal k of fstage. Confused and
def eat ed, Paul us and Bobby | ook at each ot her.

BOBBY
(Fighting back tears)
What do you do when your own child
t hrows away your | egacy, Petey?

PETEY
Perhaps it's tinme we put our
di fferences asi de.

BOBBY
... Want to open a Scentsey shop?



