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 Final Script 
#1  Eilley Orrum Bowers 
Fade in: 

1. Mine shaft. Eilley is wearing an extravagantly elegant dress or gown, along with a glittery necklace and bracelet. She swishes the skirts around, obviously concerned about her petticoats getting dusty and dirty. She looks up, embarrassed to see "us." 

SFX: Ambient mine background sounds

Eilley Orrum Bowers: (on camera)

(a husky voice; Eilley should have a slight Scottish accent)
Hmmph. I bet you never imagined to find such a fine lady here in the mine. 

I like to visit…and remember what life was like when I was called "Queen of the Comstock." 

2. She traces her finger along the edge of the mine wall. 

I ran a boarding house once. A man couldn't cover his bill and paid me with ten feet of mine load. 

Then I married Sandy Bowers. He owned 

ten feet of claim next to mine. 

We struck silver!

A million dollars of ore came out of our claims!

3. She fingers her bejeweled necklace.

We built a mansion!

Hosted banquets!

Took a voyage to Europe. 

4. She puts her arms out as though she's holding a waltzing partner and spins around in place as though dancing. 

Oh, that was the life!

5. She looks up as though remembering all this sadness befalling her, and wrings her hands. 

Then my luck changed. 

The ore ran out.

Sandy died from lung disease.

Our adopted daughter died. 

6. Perhaps she unclasps her bracelet, and holds it with her fingertips, as though how easily things could fall and be lost. 

All alone, 

I turned the mansion into a boardinghouse. 

(deep breath)

That didn't last, either. 

7. With a spirit of gutsiness, she reaches out with the palm of her hand, and a crystal ball appears. She smiles with a twinge of both sadness and fortitude. 
What's one to do but make the best of things?

With my crystal ball I began fortune-telling, and gained a second reputation, as the "Washoe Seeress." 

The mansion is still there, all right. 

But this mine that first brought me so much joy…is the place I most like to haunt. 

8. She rubs and looks into her crystal ball. 

Fade out

#2  Henry Comstock
Note that this is a man who connived his way into the ownership of these mines, may have been mentally ill and ultimately committed suicide by shooting himself. Not an easy character to present, much less in a minute-and-a-half. 

Fade in:

1. Mine shaft. Henry Comstock, wearing perhaps a bit of a shoddy suit, is doing something nonchalant. Maybe he takes some silver nuggets out of his pocket and looks at them closely as if to inspect them. He looks up, squints at us, and looks harder. He doesn't know why we are here. 

Henry Comstock: (on camera)

(Canadian accent)

Who were you expectin' to see here?

Ya got this mine, and this whole lode named after me, The Comstock, eh?

2. Maybe he tosses the silver nuggets in the air and catches them. 

But! 

D'ya think that means I knew what I was doin'?

Heck no!

3. An old trunk appears. 

I was just a trapper and a guy minin' placers. 

Folks called me "Pancake" instead'a my proper "Henry Thompson Paige Comstock"…'cause they said I was too lazy to bake bread and liked the easy flapjacks. 

4. He kneels down on one knee, fiddles around with the lock on the trunk, gets it unlocked and opens the chest.  

But!

I did have myself a talent

for sniffin' out a good claim. 

5. He stops and looks over at us as though to let us in on a secret, and points his finger at us. 

Now, some have different recollections,

but here's mine: 

6. He starts digging through the papers and stuff inside the chest as he continues talking. 

I heard about a discovery of a big silver lode. 

I heard it was unclaimed.

7. He glances up slyly.

Well, maybe it was partly claimed. 

8. He goes back to digging through what's in the chest. 

But!

I saw potential, and I worked my way into that stake. 

I sure did. I went ahead and made my claim.

9. He takes out some papers and shakes them at us. 

See, I got the papers to prove it. 

10. He folds the papers up and puts them under his arm as he stands back up.

And—no matter what else you mighta heard—I did share that claim with McLaughlin and O'Riley. 

11. Maybe he takes off his hand and runs his fingers through his hair.

Now did any of us get rich?

Well, we did make some money, but not real rich like Hearst and those guys.

12. He slowly folds up the papers and stuffs them in his pocket.

Speakin' for myself, I sold all my holdings and ended up broke. 

I dunno…hmmm.

13. He brightens up and puts his hands on his lapels as if to show off and brag. 

At least I can say—I made a name for myself. 

Fade out

#3  "Cousin Jack," 1850s Cornish miner (fictional character) 

Fade in: 

1. Mine shaft. A Cornish miner from the 1850s, wearing filthy, blackened pants, shirt, hat and boots, is holding a candle and moving toward us. He has a Cornish accent, with a workingman's slant. 

SFX: A loud, scary creaking sound, followed by a thud, thud, thud of falling rocks 

2. The miner stops in his tracks, and turns his head to the side, listening. 

"Cousin Jack": (on camera) 

D'dja hear that? Those timbers creakin' and groanin'?

3. He sets the candle on a ledge, and puts his hands on his hips, he-man stance. 

We Cornwall men are the best lode miners in the world. 

We get hired first, get the best jobs,

get the best wages—four bucks a day.

But all the skill in the world don't save your life when the walls come crashin' in.

Oh, I seen it. 

4. He holds out his hand and a tommyknocker—a small clay elfin figurine—appears. He reverentially sets it in a crevice. 

We put our tommyknockers all 'round as guardians, but (deep breath) I guess sometimes they just ain't enough…

5. He looks back into the shaft.

…not in this rock furnace. 

6. We see that he's glistening with sweat. He takes out a kerchief and wipes his brow. 

…Hundred-ten, hundred-twenty degrees down here.

Shoes' gotta have thick soles 'cause water on the floor's so hot it's steamin' and hissin'.

7.  A bucket is lowered down on a rope; it's overflowing with irregular chunks of ice. He goes over to it, takes a piece and crunches on it, like an apple. 

They send down ice. A guy might eat almost a hundred pounds of ice in one shift. 

8. He rubs his glistening forehead again with the kerchief, then acts like he's getting blown back by a gust of wind. He rocks around, off-balance, then puts his hand against the wall to steady himself. 

… So hot, then you come back up 2,000 feet an' it might be a blizzard o' snow. Ya end up dizzy from that, just 'bout ready to collapse on the spot. 

9. He acts as though he's out of the mine and into his non-working life. He pulls out a deck of cards and starts expertly shuffling it in the air. 

Folks call us all "Cousin Jack," 'cause they say we're always lookin' for work for our cousins, common name o' Jack. 

10. As though doing a magic trick, he pulls out the ace of hearts and shows it to the camera. [Note that patrons will be able to see the card, make sure that that the card is based on an 1860s or 1870s playing card]
Speakin' of family, most like me got our wives 'n' kids back in Cornwall, England. 

When I'm finished here—whether by wages or winnings, I'm a-goin' home. 

Fade out
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