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other guy much better. (Takes white hat off of S. KID and places 
black hat on his head.) See?

S. KID:  (Tough. Grabs DEPUTY’S gun.) Okay, lawman. Reach for 
the sky!

DEPUTY:  (Whirls around.) What’s goin’—(S. KID conks out DEPUTY 
with his gun. He turns it on RICH.)

RICH:  Oh, for Pete’s sake! Here we go again. (Raises his hands.)
CALAMITY JAN:  Great work, Kid. Let’s grab the loot and high-tail 

it outta here. (Takes money from RICH. She and S. KID quickly 
EXIT UP LEFT.)

RICH:  (Runs around bank, shouts.) Help! Sheriff! The bank has been 
robbed! Help!

DEPUTY:  (Comes to and stumbles over to RICH.) Which way did 
they go? Huh? Huh? Which way did they go?

SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) I heard you yellin’ that there were 
robbers ’round here!

RICH:  Yes! Robbers!
SHERIFF:  Quickly, tell me which way they went!
RICH:  They went out the doors rather quickly. Their horses carried 

them east on Main Street.
SHERIFF:  Those must have been the two ridin’ out of town like a 

stampede was after them.
DEPUTY:  (Points right.) That means they went that-a-way. (Stands 

tall and square at the shoulders.) We can head ’em off at the pass! 
(MUSIC CUE 5:  “It’s Another Spaghetti Western.” TOWNSFOLK 
ENTER.)

RICH:  (Speaks.) I hate clichés.
DEPUTY:  (Speaks.) You, too? I don’t like French food neither. 

Someone once said that real men don’t eat clichés.
SHERIFF:  (Rolls his eyes. Sings.)

It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.

RICH:  (Sings.) Just how many ways can you say,
(Shouts; big fake smile; waves to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sings.) ...in the course of a single day?

DEPUTY:  (Sings.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue…

RICH/DEPUTY:  (Sing.) If I hear me another
(Shout.) “Reach fer the sky!”

BO:  Things are coming together for our celebration. We got people 
comin’ from miles around just to see this extravaganza. All we 
need now is to plan some extravaganza.

SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with BOB and DEPUTY.) How’s 
it goin’?

SAL:  Okay, except for one little detail.
POLLY:  The entertainment spot.
DEPUTY:  I knew it! I just knew it! If I’d been in charge this wouldn’t 

have happened!
BOB:  You couldn’t get a Christmas dance ready by July 4th, and 

you know it. We need some action stuff to entertain all them 
city-slickers.

SHERIFF:  Bob’s right. We need somethin’ that has real Wild, Wild 
West action.

DEPUTY:  Hold it! Just don’t go havin’ no giant spiders. I 
hate spiders!

SHERIFF:  As I was sayin’, those people’ll want to see horse ridin’, 
bank robbin’ and villain catchin’ and... uh-oh!

WIDOW:  See, Sheriff. We do have a problem. No villains to be found 
to play their part. It has been mighty quiet around these parts.

RICH:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT and hides behind bar. PRUNELLA 
ENTERS UP RIGHT carrying a rolling pin, looks around and 
EXITS UP CENTER. RICH crosses to SHERIFF when he’s sure 
PRUNELLA is gone. Gets on his knees to SHERIFF.) Oh, please! 
Help me, please! I’m losing all my money!

SHERIFF:  You been takin’ our money for years. Now, Prunella spends 
it all over town. We’re just gettin’ our money back, that’s all. Get on 
home before I tell her that you’re here.

RICH:  Promise you won’t tell her where I am?
SHERIFF:  (Raises hand.) Scout’s honor.
RICH:  Oh, thank you, Sheriff! (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
PRUNELLA:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Where’d my little moneybags 

run off to? I just love spending his money!
BOB:  Say there, Deputy Doowrong, what was that there song we 

sang by the campfire that night?
DEPUTY:  Huh? Oh, yeah! It was “Home on the Range.”
BOB:  Yep, “Home on the Range.” (Sings a cappella.) Oh, give 

me a home where old Richard can roam. He’s there and he’s 
hidin’ all day.
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THE WILD, WILD, WILDEST WEST
or… How the West Was Dun
Book by Christopher Gieschen

Music and Lyrics by Bill Francoeur

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

TOWNSPEOPLE
SHERIFF WAYNE JOHN......... true hero in every sense 116 

of the word
DEPUTY DOOWRONG ........... his heart is in the right place, 73 

but his brain isn’t
WIDOW CRACKER ................. Polly and Prunella’s mother 32
POLLY WANDA CRACKER .... true heroine 38
PRUNELLA CRACKER ........... wants to wed Rich Coldheart 29
COWBOY BOB SKRATCHIT .. heart of gold with rough edges 52
BO BEST .................................. proprietor of the hotel; 63 

always wants what is the best
SARSAPARILLA SAL .............. runs saloon; helps Bo as 44 

Bo doesn’t always know
RICH COLDHEART ................. owns bank 89

VILLAINS
SNYDLEY DASTARDLEY ....... chief bad guy 55
BELLE STARR ......................... main bad gal 26
SCHIZOPHRENIC KID ............ has two distinct personalities 59
CALAMITY JAN ....................... that’s J-A-N-E (but the E is silent) 57
KID KID ..................................... young, but tough as nails nails 34
BLACK BART ........................... mean 35
BLACKER BART ...................... meaner 34

OTHERS
REVEREND RIGHT ................. man of the cloth 21
NARRATOR .............................. tells it like it is 21
THE LONE STRANGER .......... who is that masked man... or 25 

masked woman?

(Sing.) Yer like t’ see a grown man cry! (THE WILD, WILD WEST 
THEME begins. ALL roll their eyes and moan under their breath, 
but dutifully, as if they’ve done it all before, begin dancing. Suddenly 
we hear the MUSIC and SFX of THE LONE STRANGER THEME. 
As the MUSIC begins, ALL grimace and groan and pretend to 
climb on imaginary horses during the following ad-libs.)

ALL:  (Ad-lib.) Oh, no! Not again! I’m sick o’ this! I’m movin’ East! I’ve 
got saddle burn!

SHERIFF:  (Shouts.) Saddle up! (As the GALLOPING SECTION of 
the music begins, ALL lower their heads and begin galloping, 
slapping the hind end of their imaginary horses.)

ALL:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
Just how many ways can you say,
(Shout; big fake smiles; wave to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sing.) …in the course of a single day?

SHERIFF/RICH/DEPUTY:  (Sing.)
It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue.
An’ jus’ when you thought you done heard everything,
Some cowboy rides up to you an’ sings…

ALL:  (With fake pasted smiles on their faces. Sing.)
Happy trails to you, until we meet again.
Happy trails to you, keep smilin’ on ’til then…
(Grimace; shout.) Yuck!
(Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With another lame Western epilogue.
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog? (THE GOOD, THE BAD 
AND THE UGLY THEME begins. ALL put their hands to their 
foreheads and look out over the AUDIENCE as if searching for… 
who knows what?! Suddenly the BONANZA THEME begins. ALL 
are at their wits’ end. They grimace, shake their heads, hands 
over their ears, but again dutifully mount their imaginary horses 
and begin riding. SFX:  GUNSHOT, “HAH!” and WHIP. RAWHIDE 
THEME begins. Sing.) Head ’em up! Move ’em out!
Move ’em out! Head ’em up!
Saddle up! Ride aroun’!
Ride ’em upside-down!
Head ’em up! Move ’em out!
Move ’em out! Head ’em up!

SNYDLEY:  Belle and I shall utilize subtle reconnaissance methods 
and reconnoiter the outskirts of town for evidence and hearsay.

CALAMITY JAN:  Fine, just don’t forget to look around and pick up 
what folks are thinkin’ and sayin’.

SNYDLEY:  Whatever you say.
BLACK BART:  (To SNYDLEY and BELLE.) Not so fast there. I don’t 

trust the two of you.
BLACKER BART:  Me neither!
BELLE:  Why not?
KID KID:  You’re bad guys like us, and bad guys can’t be trusted. So 

we don’t trust you. You got it now?
BELLE:  I see what you mean.
S. KID:  (To KID KID.) What do you say that we do?
KID KID:  We all go to town with them. If Sheriff John ain’t gone yet, 

we take him out for a long one-way ride outta town.
BLACK BART:  (Slaps KID KID’S back and KID KID goes flying.) I 

like this kid!
SNYDLEY:  Fine. We will all go. But first, pick up your mess. (ALL 

grumble and complain as LIGHTS FADE OUT.)

End of Scene Five

Scene Six
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT. MUSIC CUE 
9b:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  Soon the villains will enter town. How will Sheriff John 

get out of this predicament? Will Polly ever get to be with her true 
love? And will they ever get to ride off into the sunset? Soon we 
will reveal all! So let’s watch and find out just what—

BOB:  (Sticks head out from DOWN RIGHT.) If you’d quit your 
yappin’ maybe we’d all get a chance to find out! (MUSIC OUT. 
SPOTLIGHT OUT on NARRATOR and BOB, who EXIT. LIGHTS 
COME UP on saloon. POLLY and WIDOW are planning festival 
with BO and SAL.)

SAL:  That’s some news you got about your property and the 
railroad.

WIDOW:  Thanks to Prunella!
POLLY:  Our property is worth more money than Mr. Coldheart’s bank!

black, wear a black and white costume and turn one way or the other 
to represent the different personalities (this option would definitely 
be more challenging for the actor). CALAMITY JAN also wears a 
cowboy hat. WIDOW CRACKER and perhaps BELLE STARR might 
sport feminine hats. The gang of VILLAINS and the LAWMEN all 
wear holsters with guns. THE LONE STRANGER wears a mask with 
another mask beneath it. For the wedding scene, PRUNELLA wears 
something that can pass for a wedding dress, and most importantly, a 
rather thick wedding veil.
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APRIL ........................................ one of four sisters from Indiana 48 
(a.k.a. “The Indianians”) invited 
to sing for the town celebration 
despite her terribly annoying 
yodeling

MAY ........................................... another sister; feisty 18
JUNE ......................................... same 19
AUGUST ................................... eldest; leads the group 21
EXTRAS .................................... as TOWNSPEOPLE, POSSE n/a 

OF DEPUTIES, SALOON GIRLS, 
COWBOYS, COWGIRLS, etc.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
TIME:  The 1880s.
PLACE:  Low Humidity Chasm, which of course is in the Wild West.

SETTING
The town of Low Humidity Chasm is set up with area staging. The 
saloon and hotel are STAGE RIGHT. A table and chairs are set up in the 
saloon, RIGHT, and a bar, which also serves as the hotel registration 
desk, is RIGHT CENTER. An old hand crank adding machine sits on 
the desk. There is an EXIT UP RIGHT out to the street, and one UP 
CENTER leading to the hotel rooms. The bank and telegraph office are 
STAGE LEFT. A small desk with a chair behind it sits LEFT CENTER; 
a sign hanging above it identifies it as the telegraph office, and a 
telegraph machine and paper sit on the desk. Further LEFT is the 
bank teller window. An EXIT UP LEFT leads to the street. Far DOWN 
RIGHT, a rickety table and chairs are set up for the villains’ hideout in 
an abandoned hotel. The NARRATOR uses the FORESTAGE area, 
and later the sheriff’s camp will be set up DOWN LEFT.

Ride ’em in! Ride about!
Ride ’em inside out! (Suddenly the MUSIC changes to a funk/rap 
feel. [NOTE:  Feel free to ad-lib rap vocal inflections, scratchy 
record, turntable sounds, etc.] ALL dance a hip hop style dance. 
Shout.) Reel ’em in! Reel ’em out!
Reel ’em out! Reel ’em in!
Line ’em up! Shoot ’em down!
Run ’em right through the town!
Push ’em out! Beat ’em up!
Beat ’em up! Push ’em out!
Hang ’em high! Hang ’em low!
Hang ’em by the big toe! Yo! (MUSIC returns to original feel.)
(Sing.) Ride ’em in… (Speak in rhythm.) Who cares!

GUYS:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
If I hear once more, “Git along little doggies!”
It’ll prematurely turn me gray!

GALS:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue.
If I hear once more ’bout the O.K. Corral,
Yer like t’ see a deepressed gal!

ALL:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
Just how many ways can you say,
(Speak in rhythm; big fake smiles; wave to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sing.) …in the course of a single day?
It’s another spaghetti Western,
With another lame Western epilogue.
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog?
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog?
(Shout; sarcastic.) Happy trails! (MUSIC OUT. TOWNSPEOPLE 
EXIT, shaking their heads and complaining under their breath.)

SHERIFF:  Dudley, you stay here and get Mr. Coldheart’s statement. 
I’ll go after those robbers. (EXITS UP LEFT.)

DEPUTY:  (To RICH.) You know, this reminds me of the time you was 
kidnapped.

RICH:  What about it?
DEPUTY:  People called it a get-Rich-quick scheme. (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Three

S. KID:  (To BLACKER BART.) Do you have any threes? (They play 
cards as CALAMITY JAN begins to snore.)

BELLE:  (Wakes up.) Huh? What’s that? (To CALAMITY JAN.) Quit 
it, you snortin’ pig! (CALAMITY JAN continues.) I said quit it! 
(CALAMITY JAN snores even louder.) That’s it! I’ve had it up to 
here. (Stands up and CALAMITY JAN falls back.)

CALAMITY JAN:  Owww! What in thunder did you move for?
BELLE:  All you do is snore, snore, snore! How can anybody get any 

sleep around here?
CALAMITY JAN:  I’d sleep a whole lot better if you’d quit movin’ 

around. All you do is move, move, move!
BELLE:  I’ll make it so you’ll never feel me move again.
CALAMITY JAN:  Just you try it! And I’ll make sure you never hear 

me snore again!
BELLE:  Oh, yeah?
CALAMITY JAN:  Yeah! (They wrestle around, falling back onto 

the table.)
S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) Look what you two polecats have 

done!
BELLE/CALAMITY JAN:  Stay outta this!
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Yes, my dear ladies. That was 

extremely inappropriate of me to interfere with your affairs. Please 
forgive me.

BLACK BART:  (To S. KID.) Why can’t you be like me and stop 
switchin’ the fool hat all the time?

KID KID:  Why do you all have to keep actin’ like babies?
BLACKER BART:  Who are you callin’ a baby?
SNYDLEY:  Stop! Stop this, all of you! This is insane!
KID KID:  What’s insane is bein’ cooped up here for almost two weeks 

with these loco idiots.
SNYDLEY:  We are so very close to success!
BLACKER BART:  How do you know?
CALAMITY JAN:  Yeah!
SNYDLEY:  You cut me to the quick. Indeed your question is a good 

one. One that deserves an answer.
BLACK BART:  So stop playin’ politician and answer the ding-

dang question!

“Get out of jail free” cards (CALAMITY JAN, S. KID, KID KID, 
SNYDLEY, BELLE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Three:
Rag (BO)
Suitcase, bible, money, pocket watch (REVEREND)
Case with horn (APRIL)
Handkerchief (MAY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Four:
Bible (REVEREND)
Handkerchief (WIDOW)
Contract (RICH)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Five:
Deck of cards (S. KID, BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
Guns (BLACK BART, BLACKER BART, KID KID)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Six:
Rolling pin (PRUNELLA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Seven:
Basket of flowers (APRIL)
Stick horses (SNYDLEY, S. KID, KID KID, BLACK BART, 

BLACKER BART)
BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Eight:

Ransom note (DEPUTY)
Pickle (LONE STRANGER)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Nine:
Deck of cards (CALAMITY JAN)
Bandanas (BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
Guns (ALL VILLAINS except SNYDLEY and BELLE)

SOUND EFFECTS
Galloping and trotting horses, explosion, “Hah!” and whiplash (Rawhide 
Theme), crickets chirping and lone wolf howling, glass breaking, the 
Lone Stranger Theme (includes voices, gunshots and galloping). All 
SFXs are included on the CD set available from the publisher.

COSTUMES
Generally everyone wears standard Western attire. Most of the 
men will need cowboy hats, except possibly BO BEST and RICH 
COLDHEART. The latter might have a derby hat, or perhaps a top 
hat for the wedding scene. SCHIZOPHRENIC KID wears two hats, 
as identical as possible, one black and one white. This actor might 
want to attach the hats to his belt with string for easy access. An 
alternative might be to have the actor paint his face half white and half 
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SEQUENCE OF MUSICAL NUMBERS

MC 1 The Wild, Wild, Wildest
West—Prologue ................................. Ensemble

MC 1a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 2 The Code of the West ........................ Sheriff, Widow,

Polly, Rich, Extras
MC 3 It’s Always Darkest

Before the Dawn ................................ Bo, Sal, Prunella,
Widow, Polly

MC 4 The Schizophrenic Kid ....................... S. Kid, Calamity
Jan, Rich

MC 5 It’s Another Spaghetti Western ........... Sheriff, Deputy,
Chorus

MC 5a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 6 Citizens of Evil .................................... Villains
MC 6a Entr’Acte—Code of the West ............. Instrumental
MC 6b Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 7 We’re the Law

(An’ We Ain’t Afraid o’ Nothin’) ........... Sheriff, Deputy, Bob
MC 8 Hey There, Cowboy ........................... Saloon Girls
MC 8a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9 Wild, Wooly an’ Full o’ Fleas .............. Indianians,

Townspeople
MC 9a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9b Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9c Citizens of Evil—Reprise .................... Villains
MC 9d Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 10 I’m Just a Yodelin’ Gal from Indiana ... April, Villains
MC 10a  Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 10b The Wild, Wild, Wildest

West—Epilogue ................................. Ensemble
MC 10c Curtain Call—Wild, Wooly an’
 Full o’ Fleas ........................................ Ensemble
MC 10d Optional Chorale Finale—It’s Always
 Darkest Before the Dawn ................... Ensemble

Scene Four
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout. SFX A:  GALLOPING HORSES. 
CALAMITY JAN ENTERS with S. KID (wearing black hat) through the 
BACK OF AUDITORIUM riding stick horses. They carry the money 
bags stolen from the bank. After galloping up and down several aisles, 
they end up DOWN RIGHT at their hideout and dismount.
CALAMITY JAN:  Whew! Our first successful bank robbery.
S. KID:  Yeah, good thing that deputy was an idiot.
NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) The outlaws would soon 

begin to count the money stolen from the bank.
CALAMITY JAN:  (Looks around.) Who said that?
S. KID:  How am I supposed to know? (SHERIFF ENTERS DOWN 

LEFT. He slowly approaches them as he draws his gun.)
NARRATOR:  Unknown to the outlaws, Sheriff Wayne John was 

sneaking up on them.
SHERIFF:  (Yells at NARRATOR.) Cut that out! We don’t want them to 

know I’m sneakin’ up on them.
NARRATOR:  Sorry. (EXITS DOWN LEFT. CALAMITY JAN and S. 

KID turn and face SHERIFF, who crosses to them.)
SHERIFF:  Sorry to spoil your fun, but we got laws against taking 

money from a bank like that. Well, well, well. If it ain’t Calamity 
Jane and—

CALAMITY JAN:  (Interrupts.) You’re right, it ain’t. It’s Jan!
SHERIFF:  And the Schizophrenic Kid. Those two hats give you away 

every time.
S. KID:  Yeah? So what’s it to you?
SHERIFF:  You look so much better in white.
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Really? Well, what do you know? This 

chapeau really does complement my coloring.
CALAMITY JAN:  (To S. KID.) You’re dumber than a chicken with its 

head cut off!
S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) What did you say? Are you accusin’ 

me of havin’ no brains? (Raises fists.)
SHERIFF:  Now, now, Kid. It is not polite to hit people.
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Goodness! I know not what came 

over me.
SHERIFF:  I have an idea on how to keep this nasty woman’s mouth 

shut. (Hands handkerchief to S. KID and pulls out handcuffs.) Tie 

By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, woolly an’ full o’ fleas! (Lots of hoots ’n’ hollers. 
DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE.)

JUNE:  (Sings.) Them folks is in the spirit, the music’s goin’ strong.
It’s a good ol’ fashioned Western ballyhoo!
Jus’ jump on in an’ shake a leg, don’t make me have t’ beg.
The night is mighty young, we got some revelin’ t’ do!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ‘til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (More hoots ’n’ hollers. 
DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE.)

AUGUST:  (Sings.)
Now, buckaroos an’ buckarettes, how wild can you get,
Stampin’ an’ a-stompin’ ’cross the floor?
Round an’ round they go, when they’ll stop nobody knows.
They’ll be a-hootin’ an’ a-holl’rin’ ’til they’re crawlin’ out the door!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ‘til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (ALL laugh and cheer. 
MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT. ALL EXIT.)

NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with SPOTLIGHT. Moves 
to CENTER STAGE. MUSIC CUE 9a:  “Narration Underscore.”) 
What a weddin’ that was! Did you see the look on Richard’s face 
when he realized what had happened? That Sarsaparilla Sal’s 
one smart lady! I’m glad she’s on the side of the good guys and 
not the villains. Speaking of the bad guys, let’s jump ahead two 
weeks and see how things are holdin’ up at the hideout. (MUSIC 
OUT. EXITS DOWN LEFT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Four

Scene Five
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout. S. KID in black hat, BLACK BART, 
BLACKER BART are DOWN RIGHT, playing cards at table. KID 
KID stands and watches. BELLE and CALAMITY JAN snooze on 
floor while sitting back to back. SNYDLEY stands by entrance on 
the lookout.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE, ACT ONE:  Two tables with chairs around them (in the 

saloon there should be five chairs, in the hideout there should be 
rickety chairs or benches to seat seven); a bar with a hand crank 
adding machine or old-fashioned cash register, pen and registry 
book on it, and behind or underneath the bar a cup of coffee, a 
roll and receipts; a small chair and desk with a telegraph machine 
and paper on it; a bank teller window with withdrawal slips and a 
pen on it, behind it two chairs, and underneath it lengthy contract 
papers, money, two money bags, “Closed” sign, two pencils and 
two large sketch pads, one with a poster of an intricate painting 
tucked inside.

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Magnifying glass (RICH)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Pitcher of lemonade, stirring spoon (BO)
Cloth or rag (SAL)
Suitcases (SNYDLEY, BELLE)
Coin money (SNYDLEY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Three:
Guns (S. KID, CALAMITY JAN, DEPUTY)
Pocket watch, wallet with money (RICH)
Handcuffs (DEPUTY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Four: 
Stick horses, money bags (CALAMITY JAN, S. KID)
Gun, handkerchief, handcuffs (SHERIFF)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Five:
Census book and pen (RICH)
Gun (KID KID)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Six:
Suitcases (SNYDLEY, BELLE)

ONSTAGE, ACT TWO:  Behind bar:  fry pan, large wooden spoon, 
extra registry book; in hideout:  rope, book on table.

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:
Blankets, food, pillows, pajamas (DEPUTY, BOB, SHERIFF)
Stick horse (LONE STRANGER)
Teddy bear (DEPUTY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Two: 
“On Strike” picket signs (SNYDLEY, BELLE, S. KID, CALAMITY 

JAN, KID KID, BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
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THE WILD, WILD, WILDEST WEST
or… How the West Was Dun

PROLOGUE
BEFORE LIGHTS UP:  In DARKNESS, ENSEMBLE ENTERS LEFT 
and RIGHT, then freezes in position. MUSIC CUE 1:  “The Wild, Wild, 
Wildest West—Prologue.”  After the initial solo trumpet introduction, the 
LIGHTS SLOWLY FADE UP to reveal the ENSEMBLE in a FROZEN 
TABLEAU. At the conclusion of FANFARE INTRODUCTION, the 
ENSEMBLE UNFREEZES.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Oh, they traveled West in covered wagons,

Some folks walked an’ some folks rode.
An’ they followed the light of the Western Star,
Yes, they come from near an’ far.

GUYS:  (Sing.) They were conmen, swindlers an’ horse thieves.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were gamblers an’ soiled doves.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were pioneer set’lers, all homespun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!

GUYS:  (Sing.) “Hitch the wagon! Saddle up, now!
The Rockies are a-waitin’.”

GALS:  (Sing.) “Grab the reins an’ giddyup, now!”
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) “We’re headin’ fer the promised land!”
GUYS:  (Sing.) Oh, they blazed a trail ’cross the desert…
GALS:  (Sing.) An’ they rolled across them plains…
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Fightin’ wind an’ rain an’ a scorchin’ sun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, by gum!
It was how the West was dun!

GUYS:  (Point out over the AUDIENCE.)
“Grab a rifle, follow the track,
There’s trouble in the distance!”

GALS:  (Sing.) “Move ’em out an’ never look back!”
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) “We’re headin’ for the promised land!”
GUYS:  (Sing.) They were prospectors, farmers an’ cowboys.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were merchants an’ men of the law.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were outlaw gangs, livin’ by the gun

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!
Yes, that’s how the West was dun! (MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Prologue

this in her mouth. I’ll handcuff you to her so that you can help bring 
her in. (Handcuffs CALAMITY JAN.)

S. KID:  Splendid idea, Sheriff. (Gags CALAMITY JAN.) Now, if you 
will please inform me as to the identity of that mysterious voice 
we heard.

SHERIFF:  Oh, that. Well, we call him the narrator. Trouble is, you 
just never know when he’ll start blabbin’. (Takes black hat from S. 
KID.) I’ll hang on to this for you.

S. KID:  Why, thank you. You’re incredibly courteous.
SHERIFF:  No problem. May I escort you into town?
S. KID:  How delightful. (SHERIFF, S. KID and CALAMITY JAN EXIT 

DOWN LEFT. BLACKOUT.)
End of Scene Four

Scene Five
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. MUSIC CUE 
5a:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  After putting those two robbers safely behind bars 

where they are currently awaiting trial, Sheriff Wayne John and all 
the townspeople are lined up at the bank. The state government 
had to count the people livin’ in the territory. To do that you take a 
census. Let’s look in on things. (MUSIC OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT 
on NARRATOR as he EXITS DOWN RIGHT. LIGHTS UP on 
bank. RICH stands behind desk. SHERIFF, DEPUTY, BOB, BO, 
PRUNELLA, POLLY and WIDOW are lined up for the census.)

RICH:  I have called a town meeting because the governor of our fair 
state has asked that each city take a census of its inhabitants.

BOB:  Take a census? What’s that?
DEPUTY:  It is where the government takes your pennies.
RICH:  Not cents... census! It is a count.
DEPUTY:  On account’a what?
RICH:  On account that you are so dim-witted.
DEPUTY:  Hey! I represent that remark!
RICH:  Indubitably. As I was explaining, it is a census count. Now, to 

do this, I have to write down your first and last names. If you have 
a middle name, I will need that, too. Sheriff, we will start with you.

SHERIFF:  (Each person steps up to telegraph desk. RICH writes 
names in book.) Wayne. John.

PRUNELLA:  And you just did!
RICH:  (Whirls around.) Reverend Right! This is an outrage!
REVEREND:  You listen to me! Sarsaparilla Sal has informed me 

of everything, including just what kind of a sinner you are. The 
wedding is official and cannot be undone. You thought you were 
getting what you deserve, and I believe you got just that!

PRUNELLA:  Hear that? We deserve to be together, honey. Now, let’s 
start that honeymoon!

RICH:  My dear, the honeymoon is over! (EXITS UP LEFT.)
POLLY:  Don’t let him get away, Prunella.
PRUNELLA:  It wouldn’t be fair unless I gave him a head start. 

(Quickly.) One… two… three… four… five… six… seven… 
eight… nine… ten. Ready or not, here I come, my dearest 
Richard! (EXITS UP LEFT.)

APRIL:  Awwwww! Isn’t that just the cutest thing! They’ll make such a 
cute couple.

MAY:  How can we sing for a wedding party without a bride and groom?
JUNE:  All that practicing for nothing!
WIDOW:  No need to be so down in the mouth.
BO:  There’s more reason than ever to celebrate!
WIDOW:  Let’s all head over to the saloon and whoop it up over poor 

Richard’s unfortunate experience. (MUSIC CUE 9:  “Wild, Woolly 
an’ Full o’ Fleas.”  During the song’s introduction, ALL move to the 
saloon where they are joined by more TOWNSPEOPLE.)

APRIL/MAY/JUNE/AUGUST:  (Sing.)
We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, woolly an’ full o’ fleas!

APRIL:  (Sings.) All night long we’ll be list’nin’ to the fiddle,
Scratchin’ out a tune for me an’ you.
When that banjo starts to pickin’, time t’ git up, take a lickin’,
Jus’ kick up a heel an’ whoop-de-doo!

MAY:  (Sings.) All night long we’ll be list’nin’ to the guitar,
Strummin’ out a tune for you an’ me.
While that mandolin is plinkin’, we’ll be frolickin’ an’ drinkin’.
We’ll have us a hoedown an’ jamboree!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.

Yes, that’s how the West was dun! (DIRECT SEGUE into MUSIC 
CUE 10c:  “Curtain Call—Wild, Woolly ’n’ Full o’ Fleas.” After 
bows, sing.)
We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (DIRECT SEGUE to MUSIC 
CUE 10d:  “Optional Choral Finale—It’s Always Darkest Before 
the Dawn.”)

GALS:  (Sing.) Now there’s a meadow inside you can run through,
And there’s a whippoorwill singin’ your song.

GUYS:  (Sing.)
And there’s a river, I hear, that’ll soothe all your fears…

ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.)
If you listen real careful, you’ll never go wrong.
There’s a peace at the end of each rainfall.
There’s a light at the end of the trail.
Though yer troubles seem endless
And hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn.
There’ll be peace in the valley tomorrow.
There’ll be sunshine and blue skies above.
Though yer troubles seem endless
And hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn.

BO:  (Sings.) It’s always darkest before the dawn.
ENSEMBLE:  (In a hushed tone.) Jus’ listen, it’s peaceful,

It’s quiet inside.
Be peaceful, be quiet,
Let your heart be your guide. (MUSIC OUT.)

END OF MUSICAL
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ACT ONE
Scene One

SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT and crosses to 
CENTER of FORESTAGE. MUSIC CUE 1a:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  Hello, everyone! Today we shall present a rip-snortin’ 

tale of the ol’ West. You want cowboys? We have ’em. You want 
to boo the villains? We have a passel of them, too! You want to 
cheer our hero? No problem! We have a beautiful heroine, too! 
Our town’s name is Low Humidity Chasm. (Pause.) Hey, what do 
you want? We got sick and tired of Dry Gulch. Anyway, the town 
setup is mighty simple. (Gestures RIGHT as LIGHTS COME UP 
RIGHT.) Over here you can see the saloon and hotel. The bar of 
the saloon is also the hotel registration desk. This establishment 
is run by Bo Best. Of course he likes to think his hotel is the best 
in the West. To help him run things in the saloon is Sarsaparilla 
Sal. She’s a tough lady with a heart of gold. (Gestures LEFT as 
LIGHTS COME UP LEFT.) On this side of town is the bank. It 
also doubles as the telegraph office. Richard Coldheart owns and 
operates both of ’em. Every time someone tells a joke about Mr. 
Richard Coldheart, the other says, “Oh, that’s rich.” Now, to begin. 
(Pauses to set the mood.) Out West, times were wild and woolly. 
No place for a sissy, panty-waisted, greenhorn here! It was a time 
when men were men and women were scarcely around. (MUSIC 
OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT.)

BOB:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. To NARRATOR.) That’s bull!
NARRATOR:  (Shocked.) See here, now! You stop that kind of talk, or 

I’ll wash your mouth out with soap!
BOB:  Why in thunder would you want to be doin’ that? Some fool 

greenhorn city-slicker thought it’d be a thrill to milk a cow.
NARRATOR:  So? That still doesn’t explain why you—
BOB:  (Interrupts.) If you were a goat, you’d be a good one ’cause 

you’re always buttin’ in.
NARRATOR:  Well…
BOB:  I’m not finished yet. This feller wanted to milk what he thought 

was a cow. It turned out to be a Texas longhorn bull. An’ I was just 
tellin’ him what he was about to milk... if you don’t mind.

NARRATOR:  Of course I don’t mind. But we do have a play to run. 
The audience is waiting.

BOB:  Audience? What audience? Where? (Looks around.)
NARRATOR:  (Points.) Out there. Look!

RICH:  (Writes name.) Thank you. You may get back to work now. 
Next! (SHERIFF EXITS UP LEFT.)

DEPUTY:  (Steps up.) Deputy.
RICH:  Last name.
DEPUTY:  Doowrong. (EXITS UP LEFT.)
RICH:  Next!
BOB:  Bob. (RICH writes name.) Skratchit.
RICH:  (Scratches out name.) First name.
BOB:  I already told you. It’s Bob. B-O-B. Bob!
RICH:  Bob.
BOB:  Skratchit.
RICH:  (Scratches out name. Irritated.) Either your name is Bob or it 

isn’t. Now what is your first name?
BOB:  I done told you! It’s Bob, and my last name is Skratchit, 

dadburnit! (Stomps OFF UP LEFT.)
KID KID:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Somebody get the sheriff of this two-

bit town. He and I got some old business to settle.
BO:  Hey, kid. We’ve got some very important grownup things to do. 

Why don’t you—(KID KID draws gun and points barrel at BO’S 
nose.)—wait right here while I go get him. (EXITS UP LEFT.)

RICH:  (To KID KID.) Now, then, it seems to me that you are too young 
to be packing a gun and calling out the sheriff.

KID KID:  I am not too young, and I got to call out the sheriff on 
account o’ him haulin’ my pappy and older brothers to jail.

RICH:  Oh, now I know who you are. You must be a member of the 
Younger Gang.

KID KID:  I ain’t no member of any such gang.
POLLY:  How did you get the name Kid Kid, kid?
KID KID:  Look at my face and age, ant-brain.
WIDOW:  (Crosses to KID KID. Angry.) How dare you talk to my 

daughter that way! I’d take you over my knee if you were my child. 
(KID KID aims gun at WIDOW.) But since you aren’t, I won’t. 
(Crosses back.)

POLLY:  Well, I’d advise you not to be calling out the sheriff.
KID KID:  I don’t care what you say. I’m gonna stay here until that no-

good sheriff gits here.
SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Somebody lookin’ for me, or are they 

lookin’ for trouble?

SHERIFF:  (Claps his hand over DEPUTY’S mouth.) Proceed, 
Reverend Right.

REVEREND:  Now for the legally binding part. (To RICH.) Do you take 
this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife for as long as you 
both shall live?

RICH:  (Not knowing who he is marrying!) I most certainly do!
REVEREND:  (To PRUNELLA.) And do you take this man to be your 

lawfully wedded husband for as long as you both shall live? 
(PRUNELLA nods.) I’ll take that as an “I do.” Then by the powers 
vested in me I now—

WIDOW:  (Interrupts.) Excuse me, Reverend. There is one crucial 
piece of paper I need from Mr. Coldheart before you get him 
hitched. (Crosses to RICH.) You did bring the contract with 
you, I hope.

RICH:  Of course. (Hands WIDOW contract.) I hereby free you of all 
obligations stated in this contract. (She snatches at it. He pulls 
it away.) Once he pronounces us husband and wife and not a 
moment sooner.

WIDOW:  (To PRUNELLA.) You hear that? I’ll get the contract just 
as soon as the Reverend Right finishes the ceremony. You 
understand? (PRUNELLA nods vigorously.)

RICH:  It is most wonderful to see you so happy to get married, my 
dear desert flower.

WIDOW:  Proceed quickly, Reverend Right. The sooner I tear up that 
contract, the better everythin’ will be.

REVEREND:  I fully agree. I now pronounce you husband and wife. 
(RICH hands WIDOW contract.) You may kiss the bride.

WIDOW:  (Tears up contract.) Hallelujah!
RICH:  You take care of your business, and I will take care of mine. 

(Closes eyes and puckers up as he lifts veil.)
PRUNELLA:  (Rips off veil and plants giant smooch on RICH.) 

Gotcha, my little money bags! (ALL gasp.)
RICH:  (Staggers back.) But... but... I thought...
POLLY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) You thought wrong, Mr. Coldheart!
SHERIFF:  Polly, thank goodness!
RICH:  (To WIDOW.) This can’t be right! There is a contract 

between us.
SAL:  That contract never did say that you’d be marryin’ Polly. You 

only had to marry a Cracker daughter of marriageable age.

SNYDLEY:  If it were mine, I would put my name first.
BO:  The Best Hotel?
BELLE:  Add more to it.
JUNE:  Tell them what kind of hotel it will be.
MAY:  Or where it is.
BO:  Hmmm... the Best Western Hotel.
KID KID:  Yeah, I like that!
SNYDLEY:  Excellent idea, Belle.
BELLE:  You’ve always been an inspiration.
BO:  (To SNYDLEY and BELLE.) Say, with all the people comin’ and 

the sharp minds you two got, why not become partners with Sal 
and me? You can help me run the place.

SAL:  That’s a great idea.
SNYDLEY:  I don’t know.
APRIL:  (Yodels the most obnoxious yodel of the show!) I-dee-o-lay-

ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
SAL:  Well, we could just let you be April’s personal tour manager.
BELLE:  (Shakes hands with SAL.) We’ll take it!
SNYDLEY:  (Shakes hands with BO.) Done! (EVERYONE cheers. 

MUSIC CUE 10b:  “The Wild, Wild, Wildest West—Epilogue.”)
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Oh, they traveled West in covered wagons,

Some folks walked and some folks rode.
An’ they followed the light of the Western Star,
Yes, they came from near an’ far.

GUYS:  (Sing.) They were conmen, swindlers an’ horse thieves.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were gamblers an’ soiled doves.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were pioneer set’lers, all homespun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!

GUYS:  (Sing.) “Hitch the wagon! Saddle up, now!
The Rockies are a-waitin’.”

GALS:  (Sing.) “Grab the reins an’ giddyup, now!”
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) “We’re headin’ for the promised land!”
GUYS:  (Sing.) They were prospectors, farmers an’ cowboys.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were merchants an’ men of the law.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were outlaw gangs, livin’ by the gun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!
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BOB:  (Goes to stage edge, shades eyes with hand and scans the 
auditorium.) Great horny toads! (Jumps back.) There’s people all 
over the place. Lots of ’em!

NARRATOR:  Just go tell the others we’re ready.
BOB:  (Nods. Crosses LEFT.) Hey, ever’body! Git ready, cuz we’re 

ready! Yaaaahoo! (EXITS DOWN LEFT.)
NARRATOR:  (Winces. Embarrassed, turns to AUDIENCE.) Yes, well, 

let’s begin “The Wild, Wild, Wildest West.” (EXITS DOWN RIGHT. 
RICH ENTERS UP LEFT and stands behind teller window. A 
moment later WIDOW and POLLY ENTER UP LEFT and walk 
over to teller window.)

WIDOW:  Mr. Coldheart, I got your message yesterday. I came first 
thing this mornin’. The rent on our place isn’t due for another 
month of Sundays yet. What’s the rush?

RICH:  The bank out East, which authorized your loan, has changed 
policies. Your mortgage balance is due very soon.

WIDOW:  (Taken aback.) Why, I can hardly make the semi-yearly 
payments now! That can’t be right.

POLLY:  Wait a minute, Ma. Maybe we can make the payments 
smaller, but we just pay it more often.

RICH:  (Walks around to the front of window.) Widow Cracker, that is a 
mighty sharp daughter you have there. She is also a mighty pretty 
one, if I might add. (Attempts to kiss POLLY’S hand, but she pulls 
it away.) Ah, yes. What she states is true for conventional loans.

WIDOW:  Well, that’s a relief. So how much are our payments each 
month gonna be?

RICH:  (Pulls out lengthy contract papers from behind teller window.) 
Well, let’s see here. (Squints and pulls out an oversize magnifying 
glass from pocket.) I don’t believe this to be a conventional loan 
agreement. Um... ah... here we are! (Reads.) “The party of the first 
part shall here forthwith remit to the party of the second part the 
accrued summation of capital.”

WIDOW:  (To POLLY.) Polly, what’s he sayin’?
POLLY:  Don’t know, Ma. That legal gobbledy-gook has got 

me hornswoggled. (To RICH.) Mr. Coldheart, you mind 
talking English?

RICH:  I was doing so. Dear me! Don’t tell me that you cannot 
understand a simple contract which your father signed?

WIDOW:  He never signed any such thing in his life!

KID KID:  (Holsters gun and gets into showdown stance.) Sheriff, I’m 
callin’ you out for jailin’ my pappy and brothers.

SHERIFF:  Okay, you called me an out. Now run along and play in 
your sandbox before you get hurt.

KID KID:  S’matter, Sheriff? You yellow?
SHERIFF:  Not in the least. It’s just that you don’t know the rules 

of showdowns around here. (Whips out two large sketch pads, 
pencils and chairs from behind teller window. Gives one set to KID 
KID, other to himself, paces ten paces and sits, ready to draw.)

KID KID:  Are you loco? What’s all this for?
SHERIFF:  Well, if you aren’t smart enough to figure it out…
KID KID:  Says who, lawman? Let’s do it. (Sits in chair with pad 

and pencil.)
SHERIFF:  Okay, since you are new to this, I’ll go first. Each of us has 

thirty seconds to do the best he can. The other guy gets a chance 
to do better and so on until one quits. Polly, do us the honors of 
startin’ and timin’ each of us until we have a winner.

POLLY:  It’ll be my pleasure, Sheriff. Ready... draw! (KID KID pulls his 
gun only to see SHERIFF drawing on the sketch pad like mad. 
After a beat.) Time’s up!

SHERIFF:  (Reveals a gun drawn on the paper.) Can you match 
that gun?

KID KID:  (Sketches madly and displays a bigger gun.) Ha, match 
that, Sheriff!

SHERIFF:  (Draws madly. Displays a cannon.) Can you do better than 
a cannon?

KID KID:  (Sketches madly and displays a bigger cannon.) Cannons 
don’t come bigger than this! (SHERIFF again draws fiercely. After 
a dramatic pause he turns and displays an incredible picture. 
[NOTE:  This can be done by finding a poster that is obviously a 
famous painting or simply an intricate drawing. Even being a color 
painting adds to the humor!])

KID KID:  Okay, okay, I give up. Just take me to jail and get it over with. 
(SHERIFF carts him out UP LEFT.)

RICH:  Now that the excitement of the day is done, we can get this 
census finished. Next!

WIDOW:  My first name is Abigail, last name is Cracker. (EXITS 
UP LEFT.)

RICH:  And you are?

LONE STRANGER:  Room number two, if you please. (Gestures 
UP CENTER.)

SAL:  (Begins to EXIT UP CENTER with LONE STRANGER. Still 
irritated.) Right this way. (They EXIT UP CENTER. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Three

Scene Four
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. MUSIC CUE 
8a:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  It is now just a few moments to four. Poor Polly Cracker! 

She loves Sheriff Wayne John yet is going to marry that scoundrel, 
Richard Coldheart. Can this be Sarsaparilla Sal’s plan? Or maybe 
there is somethin’ that will happen to bring this tragedy to a happy 
ending. Let’s join them all at the bank and watch. (MUSIC OUT. 
SPOTLIGHT OUT on NARRATOR as he EXITS DOWN RIGHT. 
LIGHTS UP on bank. REVEREND, bible in hand, faces the 
AUDIENCE. RICH and PRUNELLA, hidden behind a veil, are 
on each side of REVEREND. The future newlyweds face one 
another. WIDOW, SHERIFF, SAL, APRIL, MAY, JUNE, AUGUST, 
BOB and BO [and OPTIONAL EXTRAS] are all crowded on 
bride’s side. WIDOW is heard wailing every so often, dabbing at 
her eyes with a handkerchief.)

REVEREND:  Dearly beloved, we are gathered here this day to 
witness the joining together of this man and this woman in the 
bonds of holy matrimony.

RICH:  Do hurry it along. I am not paying you by the hour, you know!
REVEREND:  Patience is a virtue, my son. Now where was I? 

(Looks at bible.) Ah, here we go. (Clears throat.) Who gives 
this woman away?

WIDOW:  (Sobs.) I... I do, Reverend.
REVEREND:  Is there anyone here who can show just cause as to 

why these two should not be wed?
DEPUTY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT and crosses to SHERIFF.) Sheriff! 

Sheriff! We got one humongous heap of trouble! I heard there’s a 
group of Indians in town, and they’re headed this way!

SHERIFF:  Dudley, it’s a group of Indianians. They are singers from 
Indiana who are gonna sing in our festival. (INDIANIANS wave at 
DEPUTY.) See?

DEPUTY:  Never mind. Sorry about all of that. Reverend, you go on 
right ahead. Don’t mind me, no siree, I guess—

CALAMITY JAN:  I don’t get it.
BELLE:  Sounds mighty suspicious to me!
S. KID:  (Puts on white hat.) It seems philosophically strange. 

However, I will be open to any of your ideas, kind sir.
SHERIFF:  I’m the good guy. Remember? Anythin’ I come up with 

works out in the end. Why not become winners with me and stop 
bein’ losers?

APRIL:  (TO SHERIFF.) How about startin’ by untyin’ me? (SHERIFF 
nods for them to do so. SNYDLEY unties APRIL, and she takes 
the blindfold off.) I missed seein’ you guys! (Gives VILLAINS a 
group hug. VILLAINS groan.)

SHERIFF:  Welcome back, April. (Back to the VILLAINS.) We got this 
huge crowd comin’ to see our festival, and they’re lookin’ for some 
real wild Western action. Let’s just show those greenhorns just 
how wild we can be! You pretend to rob the bank.

ALL:  Huh?
SHERIFF:  Pretend to get away.
ALL:  Huh?
SHERIFF:  The boys and I chase you!
ALL:  Huh?
SHERIFF:  And I pretend to lock you up.
DEPUTY:  Are you feelin’ okay?
BO:  Wait! I get it! We charge admission for the visitors to see it and 

make us money.
SNYDLEY:  And we get paid out of the profits.
SHERIFF:  Exactly!
POLLY:  My hero!
BLACK BART:  Never thought of it that way.
BLACKER BART:  You mean it’s that easy to earn an honest livin’?
SAL:  Sure, we do it all the time.
BELLE:  But where can we stay? I certainly am not spending another 

night in that old shanty shack with all of these people.
BO:  Why not rent out the upstairs of the hotel? It’s the West’s 

Best Hotel.
PRUNELLA:  That’s awfully hard to say three times fast.
SAL:  Have you ever thought of changin’ the name of this place? 

Maybe all you need to get more business is a catchier name.
BO:  Like what?

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

For Preview Only



4

24 45

65

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

RICH:  You are certain of this? Let us examine this legally binding 
document further. (Looks toward end of it.) Why, bless my soul! 
Down here at the bottom is the signature of your late husband. 
When he passed on, you became responsible for all his debts 
and obligations.

WIDOW:  Let me see that. (Takes contract.) Oh, Lordy! (Looks 
skyward.) Howard, oh, Howard. How could you do this to us?

POLLY:  What’s going on, Ma?
WIDOW:  Your daddy was a good man, Polly. He never gambled, 

drank or ran wild with the boys all our married life. His only fault, 
though, was that he trusted everybody. He thought that all people 
were basically good. (Glares at RICH.) But he was wrong.

POLLY:  And you think he was fooled into signing that contract?
RICH:  (Takes back contract.) I think we must let the contract speak 

for itself. I remember reading this part right here. Ahem! You will 
find this section most illuminating. (Reads.) “If the party of the first 
part…” (To POLLY and WIDOW.)—that was Mr. Cracker—(Reads 
on.) “…fails to find any value for his property above and beyond 
subsistence level by the time the mortgage is due, then said 
property shall be surrendered to the party of the second part.” (To 
POLLY and WIDOW.) That is the bank.

WIDOW:  Which means you, you skunk!
RICH:  Ah, but there is more. (Reads more.) “In lieu of said property, 

the party of the second part may, at its discretion, accept substitute 
collateral as equitable satisfaction of the lien.” (To WIDOW.) And 
that, my dear widow, is where your daughter comes in.

POLLY:  You don’t mean...
RICH:  Not me, my dear, but the contract. It further stipulates… (Back 

to contract.) “Substitute collateral shall be construed to be a 
daughter of the party of the first part, who is of marriageable age.” 
Miss Cracker, you are indeed of marrying age. (Again tries to take 
POLLY’S hand.)

WIDOW:  (Steps between POLLY and RICH.) Over my dead body, 
you snake in the grass!

RICH:  (Examines contract.) No, Mrs. Cracker. The contract does not 
say that you have to die first.

POLLY:  This is the blackest day of my life, Ma. If only someone 
could help us! (SHERIFF WAYNE JOHN and DEPUTY DUDLEY 
ENTER UP LEFT. SHERIFF strikes a manly pose with a million-
dollar smile. DEPUTY strikes the same pose in a comical fashion. 

PRUNELLA:  Prunella Cracker. (Extends hand.) Awful pleased to 
meet you, Mr. Coldheart.

RICH:  (Shocked.) You are a Cracker?
PRUNELLA:  Yup! You just spoke to my ma. She don’t like you too 

much. But I like you.
RICH:  (Ignores PRUNELLA’S outstretched hand.) Yes, next!
PRUNELLA:  Golly gee willikers. You are so cute when you say that. 

(Moves hand to touch his face.)
RICH:  (Bats away hand.) Fine. Next!
PRUNELLA:  Mr. Coldheart. Or may I call you Richard? I kind of have 

taken a fancy to you!
RICH:  (Rises and shouts.) Will you stop this nonsense! Next!
PRUNELLA:  Toodle-loo! (EXITS UP LEFT. POLLY steps forward.)
RICH:  Ah, my sweet desert flower.
POLLY:  Polly. Middle name Wanda. Last name Cracker.
RICH:  (Says name slowly for effect.) Polly Wanda Cracker? How 

about a real name, like Mrs. Richard Coldheart?
POLLY:  Never!
RICH:  Now, that is really too bad for your mother. You see, I know that 

she will never be able to afford the payment. Refuse me, and she 
will lose the land. After that, she will be tossed out into the street 
with you by her side. Marry me, and I will let her stay on in the 
house. Either way, I get the house. What you decide depends on 
how much you love your mother.

POLLY:  Give me some time to think about it.
RICH:  Very well, my love, one more day won’t hurt. Until we meet 

again. (Bows as POLLY EXITS UP LEFT, then straightens again.) 
Oh, Richard! You are so clever indeed! (Laughs as LIGHTS GO 
DOWN on bank.)

End of Scene Five

Scene Six
LIGHTS UP:  On Sarsaparilla Saloon. SAL ENTERS UP CENTER.
POLLY:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT and crosses to SAL.) Oh, Sal! 

Whatever am I to do? If I don’t marry Mr. Coldheart, Ma and I will 
be kicked off our land. If I marry him, he’ll let her stay on. I don’t 
want to marry such an awful man! (Mushy.) When I marry, it will be 
for love. (BO ENTERS UP RIGHT.)

LONE STRANGER:  (Annoyed.) Not minors like children. I meant 
miners as in—

BO:  (Interrupts.) Like minor leagues. Nope. No luck there either. Try 
Carson City. I hear they got one heck of a minor league team.

LONE STRANGER:  (Losing patience.) I do not mean minor as in 
minor leagues, but rather miner as in—

BO:  (Interrupts.) Myna birds! They’re the dad-burndest critters 
you ever—

LONE STRANGER:  (Grabs BO by collar.) If you would kindly let me 
finish, then perhaps we can get Coldheart behind bars before 
another year passes. (Releases BO.) I meant miners as in those 
who dig in a mine for gold ore.

BO:  Or what?
LONE STRANGER:  (At wits end.) You give me that register right now, 

or I will have my faithful horse Silverware gallop about the saloon 
until I do get it.

BO:  (Takes registry book from under the counter.) Here’s last year’s 
registry book. Do your research in room number two at our 
expense. (Calls UP CENTER.) Oh, Sal! Would you mind comin’ 
down here, please? We have a guest who needs to be shown the 
way to room number two.

SAL:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Here I am. (Crosses to LONE 
STRANGER.) My, but aren’t you a handsome stranger. But why 
the mask?

LONE STRANGER:  Ma’am, I need this mask to preserve my 
true identity.

SAL:  (Puts arm into his.) Oh please, just for me, could you take the 
mask off? I won’t tell a soul!

LONE STRANGER:  No.
SAL:  Pretty please?
LONE STRANGER:  No!
SAL:  Pretty please with sugar on top?
LONE STRANGER:  No!
SAL:  Pretty please with sugar and chocolate sauce on and with 

whipped cream and a cherry on top?
LONE STRANGER:  (Sighs.) Very well. But just for you, mind you. 

(Removes mask to reveal another mask underneath.) There. Are 
you satisfied?

SAL:  (Irritated.) Hmmmmf!

ALL VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Git yer yodel-odle-ayin’ clean out the door,
My ear drums done can’t take no more.
This yodel-odle-ayin’ is a-drivin’ me plumb insane!
This yodel-odle-ayin’ is a-drivin’ me plumb insane!

SNYDLEY:  (Speaks.) I have got to turn myself in. Are you with me? 
(ALL whoop and cheer.) Then let us begin a fresh life in jail. 
(Pulls APRIL out of the chair. To APRIL.) You’re free to go, and 
good riddance!

ALL OTHERS:  Good riddance! (Escorting APRIL OUT, they start to 
EXIT DOWN RIGHT. APRIL turns to AUDIENCE and flashes a big 
smile. MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Nine

Scene Ten
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT. MUSIC CUE 
10a:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  So, it looks as though even the bad guys are ready to 

turn over a new leaf. But what’s the sheriff to do with people who 
only know how to be bad? Will this problem be too much for him? 
How will it be solved?

SHERIFF:  (Pokes head out from DOWN RIGHT.) Hey, you there! If 
you don’t rest your mouth a spell, I’m gonna come over there and 
hogtie you six ways to Sunday. Now, let’s get this show finished! 
(MUSIC OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT on NARRATOR, who EXITS. 
LIGHTS UP on saloon. ALL TOWNSPEOPLE are sitting and 
standing. VILLAINS ENTER, dragging a completely blindfolded 
and tied-up APRIL.) Well, well, well! Look at what just slithered 
in. Bet you folks wish to talk to me about somethin’. And I’ll thank 
you to release April to us now, if you please. (APRIL is set DOWN 
CENTER, still tied and blindfolded.)

AUGUST:  (Looks at APRIL.) She looks better than ever.
SNYDLEY:  You win, Sheriff Wayne John. We capitulate to you and 

the ways of good. I suppose you must remand us to the custody 
of the justice system here forthwith. (VILLAINS hold out hands as 
if handcuffing was about to happen.)

SHERIFF:  That won’t be necessary. I don’t think you guys are really 
that bad. (ALL chins drop in shock.) Your problem is that you guys 
just need somethin’ to do.

SNYDLEY:  But what can we do? All we know is being dishonorable.
SHERIFF:  Ever thought about just pretendin’ to be bad, but gettin’ 

paid for it?
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MUSIC CUE 2:  “The Code Of The West.” To SHERIFF. Speaks.) 
Oh, Sheriff. You arrived just in time.

SHERIFF:  (Speaks.) Why, of course, Miss Cracker. (Tips his hat.) 
It’s the code of the West. The good guy always arrives in time, 
every time…
(Sings.) Yippee-yi, yippee-yo, you know the law is on its way!
Yippee-yi, yippee-yea, we’ll live to fight another day!
I swear by my six-gun an’ the star on my chest,
It’s good over evil, it’s the code of the West!
When a gang of bandidos are a-holdin’ up the bank,
An’ they’ve taken all the money and a hostage as a prank,
Then who comes a-runnin’ with their guns a-spittin’ lead?
This lawman an’ deputy will put ’em all t’ bed.

SHERIFF/DEPUTY:  (Sing.)
Yippee-yi, yippee-yo, you know the law is on its way!
Yippee-yi, yippee-yea, we’ll live to fight another day!
It’s an unwritten law, in a land of unrest,
It’s good over evil, it’s the code of the West!

ALL:  (Except SHERIFF and DEPUTY. Sing.) Mmm-mm-mmm!
Mmm-mm-mmm!

DEPUTY:  (Sings.)
When a stagecoach is held up on a lone an’ dusty trail,
An’ the passengers are wond’rin’ if they’ll live t’ tell the tale,
When who comes a-ridin’ like a cyclone in May?
The sheriff and posse are a-here t’ save the day.

ALL:  (Except SHERIFF and DEPUTY.)
Yippee-yi, yippee-yo, you know the law is on its way!
Yippee-yi, yippee-yea, they’ll live to fight another day!
It’s an unwritten law, in a land of unrest,
It’s good over evil, it’s the code of the West!
Mmm-mm-mmm!
Mmm-mm-mmm!

WIDOW:  (Sings.)
When thar’s trouble down in Tombstone, a feud in Abilene…

POLLY:  (Sings.)
When thar’s lawlessness from Texas to Montana an’ between…

RICH:  (Sings.) There’ll always be a lawman with guns all a-blaze.
ALL SOLOISTS:  (Sing.)

So tell every outlaw, they’ve seen their better days!

SAL:  Bo, come on over and sit. (BO crosses to table and sits. To 
POLLY.) Just sit down here, honey, and one way or the other, we’ll 
get you out of this mess. (POLLY sits.)

BO:  Well, who is going to get me out of my mess? The town’s 
centennial celebration is coming up and we have no band, no 
entertaining activities and no one to show up for them except for 
us townsfolk. We need customers badly.

SAL:  (Makes fist.) Bo, I think you had best button that lip of yours 
before it gets real fat! Besides, what happened to you bein’ so 
positive all the time?

BO:  That was before I got elected celebration committee chairman. 
Polly Cracker, I know you got problems bigger than mine. Sorry I 
got carried away.

POLLY:  That’s okay, Mr. Best. (SNYDLEY and BELLE ENTER UP 
CENTER with their suitcases.)

BELLE:  Excuse us, but we’re ready to check out now.
BO:  Must you go so soon?
SNYDLEY:  Yes. You see, something has... er... come to my attention, 

and I am needed right away.
BO:  As you wish. I’ll just record here that you have checked out. 

(Crosses to registration book and writes as BELLE and SNYDLEY 
EXIT UP RIGHT.)

PRUNELLA:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Those two must have wanted to 
see the sheriff awful bad.

POLLY:  What makes you say that?
PRUNELLA:  (Sits at table.) They asked me where the jail was. When 

I told them, they ran over there like the jail was gonna run away 
from them. What’s goin’ on?

POLLY:  I don’t know about them. We were trying to work out a way 
so that I won’t have to marry Mr. Coldheart so that our land and 
home could be saved. If I marry him, he will let us live in the 
same house. If Ma can’t come up with the mortgage payment, 
Mr. Coldheart will own our property and house and have us 
thrown out onto the street.

PRUNELLA:  That part about Richard livin’ in our house wouldn’t be 
such a bad idea ’ceptin’ he’d be married to you. The other choice 
don’t sound that good. I wish I could be in your shoes.

SAL:  (Brightens suddenly.) That gives me an idea. (SFX B:  EXPLOSION.)

AUGUST:  A wedding? What fun!
BO:  It’ll be at the town bank across the street at four o’clock sharp.
AUGUST:  Well, we’ll just freshen up, and then we’ll practice 

wedding songs.
BO:  Splendid. (Points OFF UP CENTER.) Your rooms are right 

through there. Sal, will you do the honors?
AUGUST:  Thank you, Mr. Best.
BO:  My pleasure. (INDIANIANS EXIT UP CENTER, led by SAL. 

LONE STRANGER ENTERS UP RIGHT just as BO ducks down 
to get something.)

LONE STRANGER:  Anybody here?
BO:  (Pops up.) Howdy, stranger!
LONE STRANGER:  (Startled.) Don’t ever do that to a lawman! 

You could get yourself killed. And how do you know my last 
name, anyway?

BO:  (To AUDIENCE.) Oh, no! Not again! I swear if I ever get my 
hands on that playwright, I’m fixing to hang him myself!

LONE STRANGER:  Never mind. No time for that. I am investigatin’ 
the Comstock Mine fiasco. Sheriff Wayne John has been tryin’ to 
solve that case for over a year. A man named Richard Coldheart 
is the prime suspect, but all evidence leadin’ to his arrest has 
mysteriously vanished.

BO:  (Amazed.) That’s all true! How do you know all this? I’ve never 
seen you around here as far back as I can remember.

LONE STRANGER:  Apparently, you do not know about g-mail.
BO:  G-mail? Can’t say as I have ever heard of g-mail. How’s 

it work?
LONE STRANGER:  Sorry, I cannot reveal the hows and whys of 

g-mail. What I can tell you is that only good guys know about it. 
We keep each other informed about crimes, mysteries and bad 
guys needin’ justice. This way we can ensure that the good guys 
always win.

BO:  (Thinks aloud.) Good guys. G-mail. Oh, I get it! Well, I hope you 
can help us lock up ol’ Richard Coldheart for a good long time.

LONE STRANGER:  That is why I need your help. Your hotel registry 
should have the names of all the miners who stayed here durin’ 
the fiasco.

BO:  Sorry, I can’t help you. Minors are not allowed here unless 
accompanied by their parents or guardians.

OTHER VILLAINS:  (Speak. Ad-lib.) Please, Snydley, we’ll do 
anything! We’ve reached our limit! Let’s give her back! We’re 
gonna lock ourselves in jail! (Etc.)

SNYDLEY:  (Speaks.) Don’t even think of releasing her. We are soon 
going to be better off once the sheriff is gone.

ALL OTHERS:  (Except BELLE.) Then you stay here! (They draw 
guns and surround SNYDLEY. They place him in a chair beside 
APRIL. She notices that another shoulder is beside her. She 
leans over, rubs her hair on his shoulder and begins slowly and 
passionately yodeling as in the beginning of the song.)

APRIL:  (Sings.) I-dee-o-lay-ee! I-dee-o-lay-ee!
SNYDLEY:  (With false bravado; Speaks.) You see, it’s no big deal.
APRIL:  (Even louder. Sings. It quickly gets to him.)

I-dee-o-lay-ee, yodel-o-oo-lay-ee-ti!
SNYDLEY:  (Speaks.) As I was saying…
APRIL:  (Louder. Sings.) I-dee-o-lay-ee! I-dee-o-lay-ee!
SNYDLEY:  (Sings.) It’s no big…
APRIL:  (Still louder. Sings.)

I-dee-o-lay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
SNYDLEY:  (Jumps up; speaks.) That is it. I can’t stand this!

(Sings.) Git yer yodel-odle-ayin’ clean outta my face!
Git yer yodel-odle-ayin’ right outta this place!
It’s a-hard on the nerves, and it goes against the grain!

APRIL:  (Sings.) Yodel-ay-ee-ti!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Git yer yodel-odle-ayin’ clean out the door,

My ear drums done can’t take no more.
This yodel-odle-ayin’ is a-drivin’ me plumb insane! (The following 
TWO STANZAS are sung as a DUET.)

APRIL:  (Sings.) Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!

ALL VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Git yer yodel-odle-ayin’ clean outta my face!
Git yer yodel-odle-ayin’ right outta this place!
It’s a-hard on my nerves, and it goes against the grain! (The 
following TWO STANZAS are sung as a DUET.)

APRIL:  (Sings.) Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
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ALL:  (Except SHERIFF/DEPUTY.)
Yippee-yi, yippee-yo, you know the law is on its way!
Yippee-yi, yippee-yea, they’ll live to fight another day!

SHERIFF:  (Sings.) I swear by my six-gun an’ the star on my chest…
DEPUTY:  (Sings.) It’s good over evil…
SHERIFF/DEPUTY:  (Sing.) …it’s the code of the West!
ALL:  (Sing.) Yippee-yi, yippee-yo, you know the law is on its way!

Yippee-yi, yippee-yea, (we’ll/they’ll) live to fight another day!
SHERIFF/DEPUTY:  (Sing.)

It’s an unwritten law that’s been put to the test.
ALL:  (Sing.) It’s good over evil, it’s the code of the West!

It’s good over evil, it’s the code of the West! (MUSIC OUT.)
SHERIFF:  Yesiree, Miss Cracker, the good guy always arrives in time, 

every time.
DEPUTY:  Sometimes even in the nick of time. Like the time I was 

shavin’ and nicked up my face pretty good. Ol’ Deputy Dudley 
Doowrong looked a sight.

SHERIFF:  Dudley, give it a rest. Okay? (To LADIES.) Anyways, how 
can we be of help to you ladies?

WIDOW:  (Points to RICH.) It’s this rapscallious scalawag! I want 
him arrested!

RICH:  Me?
SHERIFF:  What’s the charge?
DEPUTY:  That’s right, Widow Cracker. We can’t just go lockin’ 

up someone every time another person gets their underwear 
into a knot.

SHERIFF:  (Interrupts.) Dudley! Let me handle this. You can be a big help 
if you just go to the door and keep an eye on things from there.

DEPUTY:  Okee-dokee! (Crosses to door UP LEFT.)
SHERIFF:  Now, what’s all this ruckus about?
WIDOW:  It’s that supposed contract Coldheart showed me. Either I 

come up with the balance due on our home or… (Begins to cry.)
POLLY:  Or I become his wife!
SHERIFF:  I never heard of such a contract in all my born days. 

(Crosses to RICH and squares off against him.) What in tarnation 
you up to now, Richard?

RICH:  (Backs away.) Now, now, Sheriff John. Don’t get yourself all 
in a lather over what is legal and signed. Here, see for yourself. 
(Hands SHERIFF contract.)

BO:  What in tarnation was that?
DEPUTY:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Jailbreak! There’s been a jailbreak!
ALL:  (Ad-lib.) Oh, no! That’s terrible! Is everythin’ okay? Etc.
SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Dudley, you okay?
DEPUTY:  (Suddenly cool and collected.) Sure am.
SHERIFF:  Good. I just heard there’s been a jailbreak. Go get 

our horses, round up Cowboy Bob and we’ll get on after 
those rascals.

DEPUTY:  Comin’ right up! (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
POLLY:  (Crosses to SHERIFF.) Oh, Wayne, do be careful. (Kisses his 

cheek.) That’s for luck.
SHERIFF:  (Embarrassed.) Thanks, Polly. (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
POLLY:  If only that contract never said I had to marry Mr. Coldheart.
PRUNELLA:  If only I could marry Mr. Coldheart.
SAL:  Polly, think real hard. Did that contract actually mention 

your name?
POLLY:  (Pauses. Thinks.) Why, no, Sal. It just said a daughter of the 

party of the first part, who is of marriageable age.
SAL:  (Jumps up.) Praise the Almighty! We got him for sure! I got a 

plan that will make both of you girls very, very happy. (ALL huddle 
around table. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Six

Scene Seven
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout FORESTAGE RIGHT. Later that day. 
SNYDLEY, CALAMITY JAN, SCHIZOPHRENIC KID, KID KID and 
BELLE are seated at the table in the hideout.
SNYDLEY:  I know all of you are wondering why I brought you here.
CALAMITY JAN:  It did cross my mind to ask you.
S. KID:  (Wears black hat.) It crossed my mind first.
CALAMITY JAN:  So? I said it first!
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Quite right you are.
SNYDLEY:  We just need to wait for the others to get here.
KID KID:  Who are the others and how much longer?
BELLE:  Spoken like a true kid. Believe me, the two who are coming 

are really bad! (SFX C:  GALLOPING HORSES.)
SNYDLEY:  Why, I hear them now.

SAL:  The manager, Bo Best, must be seein’ to someone else. I can 
help out. I’m Sarsaparilla Sal, and I run the saloon here. You might 
as well sign in while you’re waitin’ for Bo to verify everythin’.

APRIL:  (After signing. Loud and proud.) I’m April. I was born April 18th.
MAY:  (Same.) My name is May. My birthday is May the 11th.
JUNE:  (Same.) I’m June. And I was born June 16th.
AUGUST:  (Same.) I am the eldest of my sisters. My name 

is August—
SAL:  (Interrupts.) And you were born August somethin’, right?
AUGUST:  Wrong. My birth date is July eleventh. My parents named 

me after something strange that happened.
SAL:  What’s that?
AUGUST:  Just after I was born, a gust of wind blew open the heavy 

curtains and knocked over my mother’s treasured vase. She said 
I was her new treasure, so I got named after a gust.

SAL:  Don’t that just take the cake. So what are you doin’ here 
in town?

APRIL:  (To SAL.) We’re singers. (Yodels again.) Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-
ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti! See?

MAY:  Mr. Best wanted us to play for some festival or something.
JUNE:  Do you know anything about it?
SAL:  Bo knows festivals!
APRIL:  (To MAY, JUNE and AUGUST.) So what do we do?
JUNE:  We wait for this “Bo” guy to show up.
MAY:  Hey! I am supposed to talk after April, and you know it!
JUNE:  I can’t help it if you’re slow.
MAY:  I’ll show you who’s slow! (Crosses over to her, ready to clean 

her clock.)
AUGUST:  (Intervenes.) I said for you two to quit it!
BO:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Okay, Sal, the reverend is all—ooops! 

May I help you lovely ladies?
AUGUST:  We are the Indianians. We came all the way from Ft. 

Wayne to sing for your festival.
BO:  Oh, yes, the Indianians! Wonderful! You will, of course, be my 

guests here at the hotel free of charge.
AUGUST:  How gracious of you.
BO:  But of course. Say, ladies, how’d you like to liven up a wedding 

this afternoon?

BLACK BART:  (Looks at APRIL.) Afraid so.
APRIL:  (Sings; flirtatious to BLACKER BART.)

Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti! 
(MUSIC UNDER.)

BLACKER BART:  (Speaks.) What’s she doin’ now? (APRIL bats her 
eyes at BLACKER BART.)

BLACK BART:  (Speaks.) Now she’s battin’ her eyes at you. (APRIL 
looks LEFT and RIGHT.) Now she’s lookin’ left and right, left and 
right. (APRIL crosses her eyes.) Now she’s crossed ’em!

BLACKER BART:  (Speaks.) That’s it! I’ve had it. (Takes off bandana 
and blindfolds APRIL.) If those stupid townsfolk don’t act soon, I’m 
gonna turn myself in. No jail could ever be this bad! 

S. KID:  (White hat; speaks.) I can’t take any more of this.
(Switches to black hat. Sings.) I swear this caterwallin’s got to go, 
I just can’t hardly think!

APRIL:  (Sings.) Yodel-ay-ee!
BLACK BART:  (Sings.) She wails jus’ like a hawg at feedin’ time!
APRIL:  (Sings.) Yodel-o-oo-ti!
BLACKER BART:  (Sings.)

Jus’ one more dad-burn yodel-odle-ay-ee-ti,
And I’ll toss ’er in the drink!

APRIL:  (Sings.) Yodel-ay-ee!
S. KID/BLACK BART/BLACKER BART:  (Sings.)

A voice like hers, it ought-a be a crime!
APRIL:  (Very obnoxious. Sings.) Yodel-ay-ee-ti! (MUSIC UNDER.)
CALAMITY JAN:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT; speaks.) Oh, what’s goin’ 

on with you three?
S. KID:  (Speaks.) She won’t stop yodelin’’!
BLACK BART:  (Speaks.) And we’ve tried everything.
BLACKER BART:  (Speaks.) I’m goin’ nuts!
CALAMITY JAN:  (Speaks.) Me, too!
S. KID:  (Speaks.) Me, three!
BLACK BART:  (Speaks.) Me, four! (SNYDLEY, KID KID and BELLE 

ENTER DOWN RIGHT.)
SNYDLEY:  (Speaks.) What’s goin’ on here? (BLACK BART, 

BLACKER BART, CALAMITY JAN and S. KID rush to him.)
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SHERIFF:  (Looks at contract. Shakes head. To WIDOW.) Sorry, 
Widow Cracker. As far as I can tell, there is nothin’ I can do about 
this. But as for you, Rich, I’m still lookin’ into your role in the 
Comstock Mine fiasco.

RICH:  I have nothing to hide. I have done nothing wrong.
SHERIFF:  Except take a few thousand dollars out of hard-workin’ 

people’s pockets.
RICH:  They were warned of the risks involved.
SHERIFF:  Just remember, I’m not finished with you yet.
BOB:  (ENTERS UP LEFT, bowling over DEPUTY. Shouts.) Sheriff! 

Sheriff! (Looks down at DEPUTY.) Where’s Sheriff Wayne John? 
(DEPUTY points.) Thanks a heap! (Crosses to SHERIFF.) Sheriff, 
come quick! There’s some mighty suspicious-lookin’ galoots 
’round these here parts.

SHERIFF:  What are they doin’? Where’d you see them?
BOB:  Well, they was lollygaggin’ about over by the Old Smitty 

Creek Inn.
DEPUTY:  The Old Smitty Creek Inn? (Rises and crosses to 

them.) Why, that old shack has been abandoned these last 
twelve years.

BOB:  An’ they was real ornery lookin’. Hadn’t shaved in weeks. 
Looked real dirty, too.

SHERIFF:  Kind of like you, Bob Skratchit.
BOB:  Yeah, kind of like me. Hey! Now just a minute here!
DEPUTY:  Yessiree, Bob. Cowboy Bob! (Laughs and slaps BOB’S 

back.) He done got’cha that time!
SHERIFF:  Thanks for the tip, pardner. I’ll check ’er out this afternoon. 

(To POLLY and WIDOW.) Deputy Doowrong will see you two 
ladies safely out. I’m headin’ back to the office. Bob, you come 
with me so we can plan out just what to do. (ALL but RICH EXIT 
UP LEFT.)

RICH:  (To AUDIENCE.) Those fools! Who do they think they are 
that they can match wits with me? Sheriff Wayne John has been 
looking into the Comstock Mine issue for almost a year and still 
hasn’t found anything. Any records were burned months ago. 
My new scheme is even better. It began just a week ago when 
a telegram came into the station here. It said that the Rocky 
Mountain Railroad Company was planning to run a track just 
outside of town to connect up with another line of theirs in Abilene. 

BLACK BART:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with BLACKER BART.) I’m 
Black Bart.

BLACKER BART:  And I’m his brother, Blacker Bart.
BELLE:  Where’s Blackest Bart?
BLACK BART:  Ran into trouble in Carson City.
BLACKER BART:  Yeah, Marshall Wyatt Earp caught him cattle 

rustlin’ and jailed him.
CALAMITY JAN:  Ain’t it that way all over!
KID KID:  You said it!
SNYDLEY:  My point exactly! We all have one problem in common. 

But before we go on, we need to find out who we are and what 
we’ve done that makes us so bad.

BLACK BART:  I’ll start. You already know my name. I’ve robbed 
ten banks.

BLACKER BART:  You already know who I am. I steal horses.
KID KID:  That’s nothin’. I pretend to be an orphan so I can 

rob orphanages.
SNYDLEY:  Ahem! Aren’t you forgetting something?
KID KID:  Oh, yeah. I’m Kid Kid.
CALAMITY JAN:  They call me Calamity Jan. It’s spelled J-A-N-E, 

but the E is silent! So don’t you go callin’ me Jane. My specialty is 
connin’ young men out of their money.

S. KID:  (Takes off white hat and holds it up with black hat.) I’m the 
Schizophrenic Kid. Of course half the time I don’t know what I do. 
But when I’m bad, I rob banks.

BELLE:  Belle Starr is my name. I swindle folks out of their money 
using phony documents.

SNYDLEY:  I am Snydley Dastardly, and I am your leader.
BLACK BART:  Says who?
BLACKER BART:  Yeah, we don’t even know what you do to 

be bad.
SNYDLEY:  I have robbed and stolen things. I have cheated and lied. 

I have broken every law in the books. And, (Dramatic pause.) I talk 
in class without raising my hand.

OTHER VILLAINS:  (Ad-lib.) Wow! That’s really somethin’! No one 
can beat that! Oooooh, that’s great!

SNYDLEY:  As I was asking, what is our most common problem?
BLACK BART:  Too many sheriffs and marshals.

APRIL:  Being cramped up with that Reverend Right was no picnic.
MAY:  I’ll say. We should have made him ride on top with the driver.
JUNE:  (Looks around.) Yeah, then maybe we would have arrived 

here in better condition.
AUGUST:  I think we match the condition of this hotel!
APRIL:  (Laughs.) That’s a good one, August. You are about as funny 

as anybody. (Continues to laugh.)
AUGUST:  I’m going to find the manager. (EXITS UP CENTER.)
MAY:  April, will you please stifle that laughter! It’s getting on my 

nerves. (Sneezes.) Hearing that laugh of yours for three days in 
that dusty, rattletrap of a stagecoach is just too much.

JUNE:  (To MAY.) May, my dear sister, you shouldn’t criticize. If you 
would kindly stop blowing your nose! You sound like a buffalo 
with asthma.

MAY:  You take that back! (Shoves JUNE.) You hear me?
JUNE:  (To MAY.) Of course I can hear you. Can you hear me?
APRIL:  Oh, boy, here we go again! (Runs CENTER and frantically 

calls to AUGUST.) August! Oh, August! These two are at it again! 
(EXITS UP CENTER.)

MAY:  Don’t you yell at me, you windbag!
JUNE:  Windbag! You yak so much, the Yankee clippers make better 

time going to England with all your yap-flapping! (MAY and JUNE 
grab each other and begin fighting. They yell, pull hair, kick, etc.)

JUNE/MAY:  (Ad-lib.) You idiot! Why don’t you be quiet, buffalo brain! 
Stick a stirrup up your sinuses! (Etc.)

SAL:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Hey, Bo! Oh, excuse me, ladies. 
(JUNE and MAY are too involved in their scuffle to hear.) Excuse 
me, ladies! (Gets fry pan and large wooden spoon and begins 
banging loudly. Yells.) Excuse me, ladies!

JUNE/MAY:  (Stop fighting and look at SAL. They hold each other’s 
hair.) Yes?

SAL:  Can I help you?
AUGUST:  (ENTERS UP CENTER with APRIL. To MAY and JUNE.) 

Will you two ever stop? (Untangles them. To SAL.) We were 
looking for the manager so we can check in. We just got off the 
afternoon stage. I’m sorry for the way my sisters acted. Cramped 
quarters make for a mite feisty tempers.

S. KID:  (Speaks.) May I request you stop that yodeling, please? 
Refrains of yodeling, especially out of key, are most disturbing to 
my sense of calm and well-being.

APRIL:  (Nods and begins to sing and dance.)
I’m just a yod’lin’ gal from Indiana, makin’ my way out West,
Singin’ my song most every night and day.
An’ when I gits to yodel-odle-ayin’ loud, by gum, I am the best!
This gal’s been known to drive a crowd away.
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee yodel-o-oo–ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo–ti! 
(MUSIC UNDER.)

S. KID:  (Puts black hat on; speaks.) I need peace and quiet. Since 
you don’t seem to understand that, I’ll make you understand it! 
(Takes APRIL and ties her to a chair.) There! That’ll keep you! 
(Becomes fixated on his book.)

APRIL:  (As an aside to AUDIENCE. Sings.)
Now when I get the hank’rin’, I’m obliged to bellow out my tune.
They say I’m like a mule that’s gittin’ spurred.
Up in Montana down to Texas,
All them folks have heard me croon…
This yodelin’’ gal could stampede any herd.
(Growing more obnoxious.)
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti,
Yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti! (MUSIC 
UNDER. Stares at BLACK BART with obvious passion.)

BLACK BART:  (Speaks.) She’s lookin’ at me, Blacker!
BLACKER BART:  (Speaks.) So? Don’t look back. It don’t bother 

me none.
BLACK BART:  (Looks over at APRIL and points to BLACKER BART. 

She immediately stares at BLACKER BART.) I hope so, ’cause 
now she’s lookin’ at you!

BLACKER BART:  (Speaks.) I’ll just ignore her. It’s something that’s 
easy to do. (Pause. To BLACK BART.) She still lookin’ at me?
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According to the directions given, that rail track will pass through 
Widow Cracker’s property. Now for the good part! My friends out 
East work at the First National Bank where I send all the legal 
deeds of our town. They fixed up Widow Cracker’s mortgage to 
make it come due this month. She will never be able to pay up. I 
get to marry that radiant maiden, Polly Cracker. As her husband, 
I will control the rights to the Cracker property. I’ll sell off what the 
railroad wants at a profitable price. Then I will build a restaurant 
and hotel right near the track for all those travelers who come 
through. Oh, my mind spins with possibilities! Richard Coldheart, 
you are one clever man! They don’t call you “rich” for nothing. 
(Laughs evilly and EXITS UP LEFT as LIGHTS DIM on bank.)

End of Scene One

Scene Two
LIGHTS UP:  On Sarsaparilla Saloon. BO BEST is at bar stirring a 
pitcher of lemonade.
NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) Later that same day, things 

are stirring at the hotel saloon. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)
BO:  What a great day! I can feel that it just might be the best 

day ever.
SAL:  (ENTERS UP CENTER. Takes rag out of pocket and wipes 

down table.) Yo, Bo.
BO:  Great day in the morning, Sal!
SAL:  Must you be so blasted happy all the time?
BO:  How can you be so down all the time? Attitude affects aptitude, I 

always say. My attitude says that it’ll be a great day.
SAL:  (Stops wiping.) It will not! It’ll be hot and dusty, and no one will 

want rooms or food, and we’ll go broke. It’s going to be a terrible 
day. (Puts rag back in pocket.)

BO:  (Works on receipts with hand crank adding machine.) You should 
be more positive.

SAL:  Okay. I’m positive it’ll be a terrible day. There, you happy now? 
Wait, that’s a dumb question.

PRUNELLA:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT.) Morning, everybody.
BO:  Hi, Prunella. What’ll it be today?
PRUNELLA:  (Sits at table.) Just a cup of coffee and a roll. Ma told me 

to meet her here after she’s done at the bank.
SAL:  Why’d she have to go to the bank?

BLACKER BART:  Not only that, but the good guys always win!
CALAMITY JAN:  I got the same problem here.
KID KID:  I tell you, it ain’t fair. They’re always better shots than 

we are.
S. KID:  (Puts on black hat.) They always get the pretty girl, and they 

wear those white hats that never get dirty or fall off durin’ a fight.
BELLE:  So let us help you solve the problem!
CALAMITY JAN:  How?
BLACK BART:  All we got to do is shoot them.
SNYDLEY:  Good try. However, the government would only 

send more.
CALAMITY JAN:  (Snaps fingers.) I know! We build our own town 

without a sheriff!
BELLE:  Just one problem with that.
CALAMITY JAN:  What’s that?
SNYDLEY:  Who are you going to rob?
CALAMITY JAN:  (Points at BLACKER BART.) Uhhhh, him?
BELLE:  And who does he rob?
BLACKER BART:  (Points at CALAMITY JAN.) I’ll rob her and take it 

back again. (Thinks.) Hey, I guess that don’t work.
KID KID:  (Raises hand.) Oh! Oh! I know. Blow up the whole 

stinkin’ town! If there’s no town, the sheriff has no reason to 
stick around.

SNYDLEY:  And what, pray tell, will you rob once it is blown 
to smithereens?

KID KID:  Oh, yeah. I didn’t think of that.
S. KID:  Well, don’t just stand there, dang blast it! Tell us what to do!
BELLE:  (Triumphant.) We go on strike!
OTHER VILLAINS:  (Ad-lib.) Yeah! Okay! We go on strike! 

Yeeeehah!
CALAMITY JAN:  (After VILLAINS settle down.) What’s a strike?
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) A strike is defined as one of the 

bowling terms denoting the ball fortuitously causing all ten pins 
to be—

CALAMITY JAN:  (Interrupts.) Knock it off or I’ll ’cause all ten of your 
teeth to be—

S. KID:  (Quickly switches to black hat and interrupts.) Don’t you 
threaten me. I’m on the same side you are.

BO:  You mean you are Reverend Yes?
REVEREND:  Yes, I am the reverend.
BO:  But the Reverend who?
REVEREND:  Right.
BO:  Well, Reverend Who, just step on up and sign the guest register 

with your first and last name. Please spell it right.
REVEREND:  How else would I spell my last name? I wouldn’t spell 

it wrong.
BO:  I’m sure you’ll spell it W-H-O.
REVEREND:  Then I wouldn’t be spelling it “Right.”
BO:  How do you spell it?
REVEREND:  R-I-G-H-T.
BO:  That’s a strange way to spell it. I always spell my name “Best.”
REVEREND:  Indeed, sir, we should. (Writes name in book. BO 

reads it.)
BO:  Oh, I get it now. Oh yeah, let’s start over. Ahem... pleased to 

make your acquaintance. I am Bo Best. (Hand extended.)
REVEREND:  Pleased to meet you, Mr. Best. I am Reverend Aldolphus 

Right. (They shake hands.)
BO:  That will be five dollars, Reverend Right.
REVEREND:  (Pays.) I noticed the townsfolk were all abuzz. May I 

ask why?
BO:  There is to be a wedding this afternoon at four o’clock sharp over 

at the bank. You arrived just in time. That is, if you can fit it into 
your busy schedule.

REVEREND:  (Checks pocket watch.) Mercy! Look at the time! I will 
require a room for my things and to freshen up a bit prior to the 
ceremony. That coach ride was a mite dusty. After all, one does 
not make wedded bliss while looking a frightful mess like this.

BO:  Oh, that’s a good one. Love poetry. If I may carry that bag for 
you, just follow me to your room. (He and REVEREND EXIT UP 
CENTER. INDIANIANS ENTER UP RIGHT.)

APRIL:  (Yodels a quick and annoying tune. [See MC 10 on page 98 
of PIANO SCORE for melody.]) I-dee-o-lay-ee! I-dee-o-lay-ee! I-
dee-o-lay-ee, yodel-o—(Bends over in pain.) Ooooooh! My back!

MAY:  (Sneezes, blowing nose into handkerchief.) Ohhhhh! My nose!
JUNE:  (Holds head.) Ouch, my head!
AUGUST:  Oh, my goodness! What a ride!

BLACK BART:  We’re playin’ dominoes.
APRIL:  You are not. You’re polishing your guns.
BLACKER BART:  So what in thunder you askin’ for if you know what 

we’re doin’?
APRIL:  How am I going to learn anything if I don’t ask questions? My 

teacher told me to ask lots of questions. Of course she seemed 
to stop answering my questions after a while. I never could 
understand why. Do you understand? (They ignore her.) Why do 
you clean your guns? (Still ignored.) Can’t you hear me? Why 
do you clean them? (Still ignored.) It must be pretty important to 
clean them. So why do you clean them?

BLACK BART:  (Tries to shut her up.) On account of they get dirty.
APRIL:  Why?
BLACKER BART:  On account of we don’t take that good a 

care of ’em.
APRIL:  Why not?
BLACK BART:  ’Cause we’re lazy.
APRIL:  Why?
BLACKER BART:  None of your stinkin’ business!
APRIL:  Why not?
BLACK BART:  That does it! (Pulls out bandana and begins to place 

it over her mouth.)
APRIL:  No please don’t do that! Haven’t you ever heard that a woman 

has over five thousand words inside her head every day? If she 
doesn’t get them out, her head is liable to explode!

BLACKER BART:  Then you best hush-up! (Yells OFF RIGHT.) Hey, 
Schizophrenic Kid, we need you now!

S. KID:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT, still wearing white hat.) What’s 
going on? I sense irritation in the air.

BLACK BART:  This fly can buzz around you now.
S. KID:  No problem. It’s my reading time. That means I always request 

my personal quiet time. (MUSIC CUE 10:  “I’m Just a Yodelin’ Gal 
from Indiana.” Takes a book from the table and begins to read.)

APRIL:  (Meanders over, singing her trademark yodel!)
I-dee-o-lay-ee! I-dee-o-lay-ee!
I-dee-o-lay-ee, yodel-o-oo-lay-ee-ti!
I-dee-o-lay-ee! I-dee-o-lay-ee!
I-dee-o-lay-ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti! 
(MUSIC UNDER.)
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PRUNELLA:  She got a note from Richar—uh, I mean Mr. Coldheart—
saying to meet with him today.

SAL:  I’d rather meet up with a rattlesnake than with ol’ Rich Coldheart. 
Your poor ma. (Gets order from back of bar.)

BO:  Now, Sal. Let’s not go jumping to conclusions. Put the best 
construction on things, I always say.

SAL:  You would put the best construction on anythin’, wouldn’t you?
PRUNELLA:  (Mushy.) I wish I could have gone with Ma and met Mr. 

Coldheart. He’s so wonderful. (SAL, in shock, nearly drops the 
coffee and roll on the table in front of PRUNELLA.)

BO:  See now, Sal, how easy it is to look on the bright side? So, 
Prunella, as most folks in town can’t stand Mr. Coldheart, how is it 
you find him so likeable?

SAL:  Maybe because he’s handsome?
PRUNELLA:  Nope.
BO:  How about on account o’ him being a prominent member of 

our town?
PRUNELLA:  (Enjoying the game.) Uh-uh. Try again.
SAL:  You really like telegraph operators?
PRUNELLA:  Wrong again. But you are sure getting close.
BO:  He’s the banker?
PRUNELLA:  Well, it’s about time you got it. Because he’s so rich!
SAL:  Honey, money ain’t everythin’.
PRUNELLA:  I know money can’t buy love. That’s why, before I pass 

on, I plan on spending it all.
SAL:  I don’t want to rain on your parade, but suppose he won’t let 

you do that?
PRUNELLA:  (Makes a fist.) I think he and I will come to some sort of 

an agreement.
SAL:  But you still got to get hitched first. And you really can’t force 

a man to marry you. (WIDOW and POLLY ENTER UP RIGHT 
in distress.)

POLLY:  Oh, woe is me!
WIDOW:  Oh, woe is us!
PRUNELLA:  What happened?
WIDOW:  (As she and POLLY join PRUNELLA at the table.) To make a 

long contract signed by your daddy short, I either come up with the 

CALAMITY JAN:  Sometimes I wonder.
SNYDLEY:  Going on strike is simple. We carry around signs of 

protest and march around town. The signs state that we will do no 
more evil deeds.

BLACK BART/BLACKER BART:  (Look at each other.) No more evil 
deeds?!

KID KID:  Why, that’s the most loco idea yet. How can that get rid of 
a pesky sheriff?

SNYDLEY:  I am not through yet. We go on strike. The town becomes 
the paragon of peaceful habitation. They no longer need a sheriff. 
He leaves and there just happens to be a centennial celebration 
crowd filling the town in three weeks. Imagine, greenhorn city-
slickers and no sheriff around. They will be just ripe for the picking! 
(MUSIC CUE 6:  “Citizens of Evil.” Speaks.) Soon the entire town 
and the visitors’ wealth will be ours! We go on strike! On strike 
tonight! I can assure you, fellow citizens of evil, that the town of 
Low Humidity Chasm is as good as ours! (ALL laugh.)

VILLAINS:  (Sing.)
We’re citizens of evil, and we don’t give a hoot!
Citizens of evil, and we’re after the loot.
Ain’t nobody safe a-when we’re on a run.
We’re ridin’ by our britches, an’ we’re livin’ by the gun.
We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today!

BLACK BART:  (Sings.)
Ever since I was young-un, I been awful bad,
Hustlin’ an’ a-rustlin’ every chance I had.

BLACKER BART:  (Sings.) Cain’t nobody beat us in a fair fist fight,
(Speaks in rhythm.) Everybody that’s tried…
Well, it weren’t a pretty sight.

KID KID:  (Sings.) I’m little but I’m deadly as a beast of prey!
I’ll shoot anybody tries to get in my way!

S. KID:  (WHITE HAT. Sings.)
Woe to the man who doesn’t take our view.
(BLACK HAT.) He’ll soon be pushin’ up a daisy or two!

VILLAINS:  (Sing.) We’re citizens of evil, gettin’ ready to shoot,
But first we’re gonna dance a little… boot scoot!
Gonna raise a little ruckus ’til the cows come home.
You couldn’t separate us with a fine-tooth comb.
We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
(Cheers, whistles, hoots ’n’ hollers. DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL 
INTERLUDE. ALL whoop it up with a wild country “line dance.”)

Hey there, cowboy, come on in,
Shore could use some company.
Hey there, cowboy, come on in,
We’re here to help you crack a smile.
Got the looks, we’ve got the curves.
Honey, if you’ve got the nerve,
Come on in now, have a seat
An’ kick back for a while!

SALOON GIRL THREE:  (Sings.)
When all them nights away from home
Have got you feelin’ blue…

SALOON GIRL FOUR:  (Sings.)
…just set right back, kick off your boots,
We’ve got a show for you!

SALOON GIRLS:  (Sing.)
Hey there, cowboy, come on in,
One long night and you’ll agree
We’ve got music, we’ve got Western hospitality!
Hey there, cowboy, won’t you try our hospitality?
Just come on in, enjoy our Western hospitality! (COWBOYS and 
COWGIRLS again cheer, whistle, hoot ’n’ holler and fire guns into 
the air [SFX on CD]. MUSIC OUT.)

BO:  (To AUDIENCE.) Got to get this place all spiffed up and looking 
its best. After all, when the wedding is over, people will want a 
place to go to celebrate.

REVEREND:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT carrying a suitcase and bible. He 
is obviously dusty from his trip.) Excuse me, my son. I need a 
room. Are you, by chance, the manager of this hotel?

BO:  That I am. (Extends hand.) And you are the reverend, right?
REVEREND:  (Amazed.) Why, yes! How in heaven’s earth did you 

know my name?
BO:  (Pulls back hand, somewhat confused.) But I don’t know 

your name.
REVEREND:  You most certainly do. You even said it correctly!
BO:  You think I said your name right?
REVEREND:  Correct again. Please explain to me how you know 

my name.
BO:  With all due respect, Reverend, I do not know your name. Even 

if I would guess, I’d never get it right.
REVEREND:  Yes.

BLACKER BART:  Why don’t we go do somethin’ fun like wash 
the horses.

S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) I totally agree. There’s nothing nicer 
than a sparkling horse!

BLACK BART:  And some peace of mind. (EXITS DOWN RIGHT with 
BLACKER BART and S. KID.)

APRIL:  (To CALAMITY JAN.) And how are you this fine day, Calamity 
Jane? Want to play some cards?

CALAMITY JAN:  It’s Calamity Jan for the hundredth time! J-A-N with a 
silent E! (Hits APRIL on the head with her hat.) Do you get it now?!

APRIL:  All that racket! I’m not hard of hearing yet, but I will be if you 
keep on actin’ that way! So what game are we gonna play?

CALAMITY JAN:  (Sits at table.) It’s my favorite game. It takes a real 
long time to play, and it’s lots of fun. (Takes out cards from pocket 
and deals them out quickly.)

APRIL:  Oh, do tell me what it is.
CALAMITY JAN:  Solitaire. (Begins to play game.)
APRIL:  (Watches intently. Begins to point and touch cards.) Here, the 

ten goes on the jack. Oh, you forgot to put the five on the six and 
then move the king to the empty space. Oh! Look! An ace turned 
up. Now all you need is all the little twos.

CALAMITY JAN:  (Grabs APRIL’S wrist firmly and shakes it.) Stop! 
Solitaire is meant for one person, and that person is me! (Grabs 
rope and ties APRIL hands behind her back.) There! That’ll 
force you to keep your paws to yourself. (Yells OFF RIGHT.) 
Will someone come and help me with this squirrel? She’s drivin’ 
me nuts!

BLACK BART:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with BLACKER BART.) 
What’s goin’ on here?

BLACKER BART:  Can’t a man clean his horse?
CALAMITY JAN:  Not with her around. Why don’t you clean your 

guns instead. You can watch her easy enough. I’m gonna go 
clean my horse.

BLACK BART:  Okay. But you owe us a favor or two or three or 
ten. (CALAMITY JAN EXITS DOWN RIGHT. BLACK BART and 
BLACKER BART take out guns and begin to polish them with 
their bandanas.)

APRIL:  (Still tied up, she walks over to BLACK BART and BLACKER 
BART.) What are you doing?
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rest of the mortgage balance soon, or Polly has to marry a weasel, 
Richard Coldheart.

POLLY:  What am I to do? I wouldn’t marry him even if he were the 
last man on earth!

PRUNELLA:  (Aside.) Drat! How come she gets all the luck?
WIDOW:  What a terrible day this has been!
SAL:  Ha! See there, Bo. I told you it was gonna be a terrible day. 

(MUSIC CUE 3:  “It’s Always Darkest Before the Dawn.”)
BO:  (Speaks.) Now, even in the darkest of times, things have a way 

o’ workin’ out for the best.
POLLY:  (Speaks.) Why can’t they work out that way for me?
PRUNELLA:  (Speaks.) Or me?
BO:  (Speaks.) You just have to kick back, think positive and let nature 

take its course.
(Sings.) There’s a meadow lies up on the mountain,
Filled with clover and sweet columbine,
Where ol’ nature’s fine ways keep a watch every day,
And the songbirds all nestle in the bristle-cone pine.
Now there’s a river runs straight through that meadow,
It’s a-movin’ as swift as can be,
And it never looks back at the places it’s been,
Ain’t stoppin’ fer nothin’ ’til it reaches the sea.
There’s a peace at the end of each rainfall.
There’s a light at the end of the trail.
Though yer troubles seem endless
And hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn. (MUSIC UNDER.)

WIDOW:  (Speaks.) Bo’s right, Polly. We all ought to be ashamed of 
ourselves fer carryin’ on so. We’ll get through this somehow… 
you’ll see…
(Sings.) Now there’s a meadow inside you can run through,
An’ there’s a whippoorwill singin’ your song,
An’ there’s a river, I hear, that’ll soothe all your fears.
If you listen real careful, you’ll never go wrong.

BO/WIDOW:  (Sing.) There’s a peace at the end of each rainfall.
There’s a light at the end of the trail.
Though yer troubles seem endless
An’ hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn.

ALL:  (Sing.) There’ll be peace in the valley tomorrow.
There’ll be sunshine an’ blue skies above.

CALAMITY JAN/BELLE:  (Sing.)
We’re the toughest little fillies in the wild, Wild West…

CALAMITY JAN:  (Sings.)
Should o’ had me fightin’ at the O.K. Corral!

BELLE:  (Sings.) We’ll kidnap, ransom—(Speaks in rhythm. To a 
MALE AUDIENCE MEMBER.) Wait a minute, handsome,
How’d ya like to get to know an’ outlaw gal?!

SNYDLEY:  (Sings.)
I’m as mean as a rattler, and I’m quick on the draw,
A gunslingin’, trigger happy, true outlaw!
You best beware, ’cause if I get you alone,
My dang trigger finger has a mind of its own!

VILLAINS:  (Sing.)
We’re citizens of evil, an’ we don’t give a hoot!
Citizens of evil, an’ we’re after the loot.
Ain’t nobody safe when we’re on a run.
We ridin’ by our britches an’ we’re livin’ by the gun.
We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today! (The 
following is an AUDIENCE RESPONSE section. You might have 
two of the VILLAINS, one on each side of the stage, help out and 
encourage the AUDIENCE.)

VILLAINS:  (Sing.) We’re citizens of evil!
AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Citizens of evil!
AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) Real bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Real bad!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) We’re nasty bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Nasty bad!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) We’re citizens of evil,

An’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
We’re citizens of evil!

AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Citizens of evil!
AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) Real bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Real bad!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) We’re nasty bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Nasty bad!

SHERIFF:  But, Polly. I don’t understand.
POLLY:  Bye, everyone. See you at four o’clock. It’ll be the 

most interesting—
WIDOW:  (Puts hand over POLLY’S mouth.) You’ll have to excuse her. 

She’s just a mite excited. (To POLLY.) Now, just hush up, and let’s 
skeedaddle on home. (WIDOW and POLLY EXIT UP RIGHT.)

DEPUTY:  Awww, doggone it, Sheriff! You must just feel terrible! 
(SHERIFF sighs and shakes head in dismay as he and DEPUTY 
begin to EXIT UP RIGHT.) I got it! Why don’t you write the 
playwright and maybe he can change the endin’ for you? (They 
EXIT UP RIGHT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Two

Scene Three
LIGHTS UP:  On the saloon. Later that day. MUSIC CUE 8:  “Hey 
There, Cowboy.”  A group of SALOON GIRLS are ONSTAGE 
about to perform a song for the saloon patrons—COWBOYS and 
COWGIRLS—who are scattered throughout the saloon. More 
COWBOYS and COWGIRLS ENTER during the song. BO polishes 
the bar with a rag.
SALOON GIRLS:  (Sing.)

Hey there, cowboy, come on in,
Shore could use some company.
Hey there, cowboy, come on in,
We’re here to help you crack a smile.
We’ve got music, got the moves,
We’re mighty shore you would approve.
Come on in now, set right down
An’ kick back for a while!

SALOON GIRL ONE:  (Sings.)
When all them days out on the trail
Have got you feelin’ down…

SALOON GIRL TWO:  (Sings.)
…just saddle up an’ ride on in…

SALOON GIRLS:  (Sing.)
…to the wildest place in town!
Hey there, cowboy, come on in,
Stay a while an’ you’ll agree,
We’ve got music, we’ve got Western hospitality! (DANCE/ 
INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE. SALOON GIRLS dance as 
COWBOYS and COWGIRLS cheer, whistle, hoot ’n’ holler. Sing.) 

LONE STRANGER:  Solved itself? Well, ain’t that a pickle.
DEPUTY:  With all due respect, sir, it don’t seem much like a pickle, 

what with it havin’ been solved and all.
LONE STRANGER:  No, not that. (Pulls a pickle out of his pocket.) I 

mean this.
SHERIFF:  Good-bye, Mr. Stranger. Come back and see us again real 

soon. (LONE STRANGER EXITS UP RIGHT. SFX I:  “The Lone 
Stranger Theme.” BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Eight

Scene Nine

SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT. MUSIC CUE 
9d:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  So, the evil days of Richard Coldheart are gone for 

good. It’s been a week now since the ransom note was sent, 
and the other villains are still waitin’ for a reply. And that April has 
been one big pain in the neck! She could drive any bad soul to 
an honest livin’! Let’s watch. (MUSIC OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT 
on NARRATOR as he EXITS DOWN LEFT. LIGHTS UP on the 
hideout DOWN RIGHT. The VILLAINS surround APRIL, who is 
sitting at the table.)

SNYDLEY:  (To the GANG.) Stay here and keep an eye on our 
hostage. Belle and I shall revisit the town to see what has become 
of our demands for the sheriff to leave.

KID KID:  Let me ride along! Please, please, please! I’ll do the dishes 
for a month!

APRIL:  Aren’t you sweet? (Pinches KID KID’S cheek.)
KID KID:  Ouch! (To SNYDLEY. Desperate.) You just got to take me 

along with you! I’m about to lose my mind with her around! (APRIL 
giggles. He runs over and grabs hold of SNYDLEY’S leg.) It’s just 
about all I can stand!

APRIL:  You’re so cute! Just go on ahead. I’ll be waiting here for you!
SNYDLEY:  (To KID KID.) Okay! Okay! Come along. (SNYDLEY, 

BELLE and KID KID, still attached to SNYDLEY’S leg, EXIT 
DOWN RIGHT.)

APRIL:  (Looks at the MEN.) I guess all of you need a rest from 
my charms.

BLACK BART:  What we need is a permanent vacation from 
your charms.
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Though yer troubles seem endless
An’ hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn.

BO:  (Sings.) It’s always darkest before the dawn.
ALL:  (In a hushed tone. Sing.) Jus’ listen, it’s peaceful,

It’s quiet inside.
Be peaceful, be quiet,
Let your heart be your guide. (MUSIC OUT.)

SNYDLEY:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with BELLE STARR. They are 
carrying bags.) Excuse us, but would any of you be the proprietor 
of this establishment?

BO:  (Crosses quickly behind bar.) Oh, yes, sir. May I be of service?
SNYDLEY:  My companion and I have just finished a lengthy excursion 

and desire lodging for the night.
BO:  Welcome to the Best Hotel of the West. I’m Bo Best, owner and 

manager. If you will just sign the guest register, please. (Hands 
SNYDLEY pen and opens registry book. SNYDLEY signs and puts 
pen down.) Thank you. That will be five dollars for each room in 
advance. (SNYDLEY takes out money and pays.) Thank you, sir.

BELLE:  (To BO.) My, my. Such a shrewd businessman. Requiring 
payment in advance prevents cheapskates from checking out 
early down the back steps. I admire a man with intellect.

SNYDLEY:  (To BELLE.) Yes, my dear. That is why you found me 
so attractive. (To BO.) If you would lead the way, we would 
prefer to get settled into our accommodations before we stroll 
about the town.

BO:  (Points UP CENTER.) Just head on over through that door, and 
I’ll be along shortly.

SAL:  (SNYDLEY and BELLE EXIT UP CENTER.) I don’t know 
about those two. Anyone who talks like Mr. Coldheart makes 
me suspicious.

BO:  (Bites coin.) Their money checks out okay. (SHERIFF and 
DEPUTY ENTER UP RIGHT.) As long as people pay their bills 
with good money and don’t damage the rooms, I don’t really care. 
Who they really are is none of my business.

SHERIFF:  Since there’s some suspicious characters in the area, 
I’ll make it my business. (Looks at book.) Hmmm... Snydley 
Dastardley and Belle Starr. I better head back to the office and 
check up on those two. Their names ring a bell.

VILLAINS:  (Sing.)
We’re citizens of evil, An’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
(Cheers, whistles, hoots ’n’ hollers. The MUSIC PAUSES. After 
several seconds, an INSTRUMENTAL REPRISE of the song 
begins as EXIT MUSIC for the VILLAINS. They ALL BOW and 
blow kisses to the AUDIENCE, running back and forth across 
the front of the stage in wild pandemonium. They finally run OFF. 
MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT.)

End of ACT ONE

ACT TWO
Scene One

MUSIC CUE 6a:  “Entr’acte—The Code of the West.”
SPOTLIGHT UP:  The next day.
NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. MUSIC CUE 6b:  “Narration 

Underscore.”) As I’m sure you remember, Sheriff Wayne John and 
the boys went after those nasty villains. We now find them on the 
trail after a long, tiring day. It’s time to experience the ol’ West 
at night. (MUSIC OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT on NARRATOR, who 
EXITS DOWN RIGHT. LIGHTS UP DOWN LEFT when DEPUTY, 
BOB and SHERIFF ENTER. They are setting up camp, bringing 
in blankets, food, etc. This can be made comical if the cowboys 
bring in pillows, pajamas, teddy bears, etc. They begin to lay out 
their blankets for a night’s rest.)

DEPUTY:  We were hot on their trail when it got dark. Drat it!
BOB:  We’d a’ made better time if you hadn’t gotten lost.
DEPUTY:  (Defensive.) Me? Lost?
BOB:  I think you’re scared of findin’ those crooks.
DEPUTY:  I ain’t afraid o’ nothin’! Why, one time I was trackin’ the 

Dalton Gang. (SHERIFF listens with a smile.) They were the 
meanest bunch of hombres this side of the Pecos. (Gets into 
his story with body language.) I rode up hill and down. I tracked 
them through windin’ canyon passages and double-backin’ paths. 
Soon I saw Dalton himself. He was big. His face was all grizzled 
and dirty. He had an ugly scar on one cheek. He was armed 
to the teeth. Somehow he got behind me. (SHERIFF creeps 
behind DEPUTY.) He drew out his huge bowie knife, big enough 
to chop open a watermelon cactus! (BOB sees SHERIFF and 
plays along.) He crept up closer and closer and closer. Then he 
tapped me on the shoulder. (SHERIFF taps DEPUTY’S shoulder. 

S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) Who you callin’ a crook?
SNYDLEY:  We are voicing our frustrations at losing each and 

every time we fight you good guys. We always get caught, we 
always die in the end, you always get the intelligent horses who 
understand spoken English, and you always get the pretty girl 
with the reward to boot. (VILLAINS raise signs and shout their 
agreement.) Therefore, we are on strike. No more evil deeds until 
the conditions stated here today shall change. We await your 
answer at the Old Smitty Creek Inn. (To VILLAINS.) A job well 
done, my colleagues. It’s now time to retire to our humble abode. 
(VILLAINS EXIT UP RIGHT.)

RICH:  Sheriff John, does that mean what I think it means?
SHERIFF:  I think so. Goin’ on strike means them people will stop 

doin’ what they were doin’ before. Those bad guys goin’ on strike 
means they won’t be doin’ bad things for awhile.

DEPUTY:  Does that mean we good guys got to start doin’ 
bad things?

BOB:  (Hits DEPUTY with hat.) Listen here, before I get you a dunce 
cap. It means they won’t be doin’ any more bank robbin’, horse 
stealin’, brawlin’ or spittin’ on the sidewalk. You keep doin’ the good 
stuff, and you and the rest of the town can finally take a breather.

SHERIFF:  Yup, that means I can set aside time for some important 
things. (Crosses to POLLY and removes hat.) Polly, was there 
somethin’ you had to tell me earlier?

POLLY:  Not just to you, but to all of you here! There’s going to 
be a wedding just as soon as that traveling preacher swings 
through here.

SHERIFF:  Widow Cracker, are you settin’ on gettin’ married again? 
What is she talkin’ about?

RICH:  (Very expectant.) So a decision has been made?
WIDOW:  (Crosses to RICH.) That’s right, Mr. Coldheart. (ALL gasp.) 

Preacher usually gets in on the two o’clock stage. Bring that 
contract with you, or no weddin’! I want it destroyed after the 
weddin’ is official.

RICH:  I will most certainly bring the document you require. (Bows to 
WIDOW.) All of you come to the bank at four o’clock sharp. We will 
conduct the ceremony there. (EXITS UP RIGHT.)

WIDOW:  Come, Polly. You have to get ready.
POLLY:  (To WIDOW.) Yes, Ma. (To SHERIFF.) I don’t know what 

to say.

BOB:  I was sneakin’ up to the Old Smitty Creek Inn when I heard 
the most gosh-awful racket. They must be torturin’ some poor 
girl somethin’ fierce. I heard this awful noise pourin’ through the 
window. (Imitates APRIL’S trademark yodeling.)

DEPUTY:  It sounds horrible!
AUGUST:  Believe me, it can sound worse.
MAY:  Sheriff Wayne, please do something!
SHERIFF:  All in good time, my dears. I have a hunch all these are 

related. (Takes note from AUGUST. To DEPUTY.) Dudley, tell me 
about this note here.

DEPUTY:  It says the bad guys want a ransom for April. They want you 
to leave town for good. Only then will they return April back to us.

AUGUST:  (Grins.) I can’t believe those villains have April. (Laughs.) 
This is too much!

JUNE:  August! It appears that our sister has been kidnapped. How 
can you just laugh about it?

MAY:  Even I would never do something so heartless. After all, she is 
my sister!

AUGUST:  Just think about this for a minute. May, as much as you 
are concerned about April, even you have to say April and her 
yodeling can be awfully annoying. June, you know that to be 
the truth.

MAY/JUNE:  So?
SHERIFF:  I think I see what you’re gettin’ at. I’ll just ignore the note 

and let them keep her.
AUGUST:  Exactly. I’l l wager they’ll pay us to take her off 

their hands.
SHERIFF:  (To BOB.) You go on back and keep an eye on things up 

there for me. I’ll visit you every day for a complete report. This is 
one case that will solve itself, I reckon.

BOB:  This is the second case that done solved itself! The first one 
was havin’ ol’ Richard Coldheart confess to the Comstock Minin’ 
fiasco. That Prunella can get any man to talk what’s true if she’ll 
promise t’ leave him be for a spell. (ALL laugh about it.)

LONE STRANGER:  (ENTERS suddenly UP RIGHT.) Hi ho! Sheriff 
Wayne, after many laborious hours poring over Bo Best’s hotel 
records, I have finally solved the Comstock Mine fiasco!

SHERIFF:  Oh, gee willikers, Mr. Stranger, I hate to put you out, but 
that case already done solved itself.
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DEPUTY:  Yeah, like the Avon gang.
SHERIFF:  (Swats DEPUTY with hat.) Don’t be such a ding-dong. Just 

skedaddle over to the bank and keep an eye on Richard for me. 
(DEPUTY EXITS UP RIGHT.)

POLLY:  (Rises and crosses to SHERIFF.) I want to thank you kindly 
for your help today in Mr. Coldheart ’s office. It meant a lot to me 
and my ma.

SHERIFF:  Shucks, I didn’t do much.
POLLY:  True, but you tried, and I know that if anyone can get that no-

good crook Mr. Coldheart, it’s you.
SHERIFF:  Just doin’ my job, Miss Cracker.
POLLY:  Thanks just the same. And please call me Polly.
SHERIFF:  (Tips hat.) Good day, Polly. Take care now. (EXITS 

UP RIGHT.)
POLLY:  (Aside. Romantic sigh.) Finally, a bright spot in my day.
SAL:  I say we gather ’round and see how we can plan a way for you 

to keep your land out of Coldheart’s clutches. (BO is still working 
register or adding machine.) Bo, you gonna help or not?

BO:  I’ll give you my best. (ALL sit around a table. LIGHTS DIM.)
End of Scene Two

Scene Three
LIGHTS UP:  On the bank.
RICH:  (Counts money at teller window.) Seven thousand, eight 

thousand, nine thousand, ten thousand! Oh, I just love counting 
currency! Especially when it’s mine! Those people are just so 
imbecilic! How else can one explain how I get it from them using 
my oh-so-clever ways?

S. KID:  (ENTERS UP LEFT with CALAMITY JAN. He is wearing a 
black hat and carrying a white hat. [See PRODUCTION NOTES 
for costume ideas.] In a tough manner, as always when wearing 
the black hat.) Hey, is this the bank?

RICH:  Yes, it is. May I help you in some way?
CALAMITY JAN:  In case you haven’t noticed, we want to make a 

withdrawal.
RICH:  That is not possible. Neither of you have an authorized 

account here.
S. KID:  (Draws gun.) How’s this for an authorized account?

DEPUTY jumps up and screams. To SHERIFF.) Don’t you ever do 
that to me again! (BOB and SHERIFF howl with laughter.)

SHERIFF:  I promise, just as long as you never tell that tall 
tale again.

BOB:  That was a good one, Sheriff! Real good! Kind of helps a man 
shake the lonelies out here. (MUSIC CUE 7:  “We’re the Law [An’ 
We Ain’t Afraid o’ Nothin’].”)

SHERIFF:  (Speaks.) You know, Dudley, there is some truth to what 
you said. We’re the law out here… the only law. An’ we’re sworn to 
uphold that law no matter what. We can’t let a little thing like fear 
get in the way now, can we?

DEPUTY:  (Speaks.) No, siree!
SHERIFF:  (Speaks.) What say, Bob?
BOB:  (Speaks.) I’m with you, Sheriff.
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.)

We’re the law, an’ we ain’t afraid o’ nothin’!
(Speak in rhythm.) No, sir!
(Sing.) We’re the law… (Speak in rhythm.) Yes, indeed!
(Sing.) …and we ain’t afraid o’ squat!

SHERIFF:  (Sings.)
A-with my six-shooter loaded, a star on my chest…

DEPUTY:  (Sings.) …as lawmen go, we’re the ding-dang best.
BOB:  (Sings.) Tough as a bronc bustin’ outta the chute…
ALL THREE:  (Sing.) …from the top o’ my hat to the tip o’ my boot!

We’re the law, an’ we ain’t afraid o’ nothin’!
(Speak in rhythm.) No, sir!
(Sing.) We’re the law… (Speak in rhythm.) Yes, indeed!
(Sing.) …and we always get our man.
They can raise a ruckus while they’re on the loose,
But soon we’re gonna toss ’em in the calaboose!
The finest you ever saw… we’re the law! (DANCE INTERLUDE. 
The THREE whoop it up in a comic “free-for-all” dance.)

SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.)
They can raise a ruckus while they’re on the loose,
But soon we’re gonna toss ’em in the calaboose!
The finest you ever saw… we’re the law! (Suddenly, the LIGHTS 
CHANGE to depict a “nightclub” setting. A chorus-line POSSE 
of DEPUTIES [GUYS and GALS] ENTERS RIGHT and LEFT, 
dancing. They are dressed in very glitzy Western attire, a la 
Broadway/Las Vegas, complete with cowboy hats and silver stars 

DEPUTY:  We’d like to, Ricky, but they got rights, too, you know. The 
Constitution protects the right to free speech.

SAL:  Their speech may be free, but it’s costin’ me my beauty sleep.
BO:  It’s also costing me business.
RICH:  If I am not mistaken, Sheriff, the law states that any assembly 

must be peaceful.
SHERIFF:  (Gets an idea.) And peaceful is what this isn’t. Thanks, 

Rich, you just may have given me something to work with here. 
(Begins to cross to VILLAINS.)

POLLY:  (Stops him.) Wayne, wait. I got an important announcement 
to make.

SHERIFF:  Later, my dear. I got a job to do. (Moves POLLY to the side. 
To SNYDLEY.) I want a word with you. However, I can’t get a word 
in unless you get your mob to quit marchin’ around.

SNYDLEY:  Oh, but Sheriff John, as you have already recognized, we 
are within our rights to do so.

SHERIFF:  Yeah, but those rights say you have to assemble peaceful-
like. Get them to pipe down, or I can arrest all of you for disturbin’ 
the peace.

SNYDLEY:  Very well, Sheriff. (To VILLAINS.) Time to quiet down. 
Our case is ready to be heard. (KID KID stops. Others crash 
into him.)

CALAMITY JAN:  Boy, am I glad that’s over. I was just ready to 
keel over.

KID KID:  And that sign was gettin’ mighty uncomfortable to carry.
BLACK BART:  I’ve never done anythin’ so stupid in all my life.
S. KID:  (Wearing black hat.) Why, you lily-livered sissies! I 

oughtta just—
BAD GUYS:  (To S. KID.) Shut up!
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Very well, I can see your point. I just 

hope I didn’t hurt anyone’s feelings.
SNYDLEY:  Now that that is settled. (To SHERIFF.) We are on strike 

and hereby do protest a most deplorable outrage.
BOB:  I wish that varmint would talk English.
RICH:  But he is. I understand every word he says.
SAL:  Why am I not surprised?
SHERIFF:  (To SNYDLEY.) What exactly is this outrage? Crooks like 

you ought to be goin’ to jail.

And I do mean “mens.” (Gazes at all the MEN and links arms with 
BLACK BART and BLACKER BART.)

BLACK BART:  I don’t like this one bit!
BLACKER BART:  She’s more dangerous than a stampede! I say we 

give her back and forget the ransom.
SNYDLEY:  Now, now! No backing out of this one! We cannot fail! Just 

think about that whole town being ours for the picking! Sacrifices 
now mean immense payoffs later. (The uneasy MEN look at one 
another and try to swallow the bitter medicine. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Seven

Scene Eight
LIGHTS UP:  On Sarsaparilla Saloon. SHERIFF is seated at table with 
frantic MAY, JUNE and AUGUST. BO and SAL are standing at bar.
SHERIFF:  Let’s all just calm down. Tell me again what happened.
MAY:  April went to pick flowers outside of town four hours ago. We 

rode around the whole town and no one has seen her.
JUNE:  Oh, Sheriff John. We fear something dreadful has 

become of April. Much as May and April don’t get along, May 
has never wanted anything bad to happen to April. You know 
what they say?

SHERIFF:  What?
JUNE:  April always brings May flowers.
SHERIFF:  I’ve heard that before.
AUGUST:  We will help you in any way possible.
SHERIFF:  I’ll get right on it.
BOB:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with DEPUTY, who carries a piece of 

paper.) Hey, Sheriff! I’ve been lookin’ all over creation for you. I 
got news for you.

SHERIFF:  Not now, Cowboy Bob. I got me a missin’ person to find. I’ll 
bet anythin’ those villains are up to no good now that their idea of 
a strike has gone down the well.

BOB:  What I got to tell you has to do with them varmints.
SHERIFF:  So tell me what you got.
DEPUTY:  (Scratches head.) We got ourselves a piece of paper here.
BOB:  I have even more!
SHERIFF:  What’s that?

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

For Preview Only



1356

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

RICH:  (Looks afraid momentarily, but then gets idea.) I am 
terribly sorry, but the bank is now closed. (Puts “Closed” sign 
in teller window.)

S. KID:  (Turns to face CALAMITY JAN.) What now, Calamity? He just 
said the bank’s closed! (RICH hides behind sign, laughing at S. 
KID.)

CALAMITY JAN:  (Notices sign over telegraph desk.) Hey, how’s 
about I send a wire. Can I do that?

RICH:  (Moves to telegraph table.) The telegraph office is now open. 
Do you wish to send a wire?

CALAMITY JAN:  (Crosses to table.) Yeah, a lead wire. Take this 
down. “Dear banker.” Stop. “Open bank now.” Stop. “Or we blow 
your brains out.” (Draws her gun.) End.

RICH:  Message received. (Pulls out watch and looks at time.) 
Guess what? The bank has just extended its hours. (Crosses 
back to teller window and removes “Closed” sign.) What can I 
do for you?

CALAMITY JAN:  Give us all your money. (RICH puts hands 
into pockets.)

S. KID:  Yeah. And reach for the sky! (RICH raises hands.)
CALAMITY JAN:  Give us your money! (RICH puts hands down and 

attempts to get money.)
S. KID:  Reach for the sky! (RICH raises his hands.)
CALAMITY JAN:  Give us your money! (RICH puts hands down and 

attempts to get money.)
S. KID:  Reach for the sky!
RICH:  (Raises hands.) Is a robbery going to take place or not? I am a 

very busy man who has no time for this foolishness.
CALAMITY JAN:  (To S. KID.) Let me handle this one. Last bank we 

tried to rob, the teller just stood there dryin’ out his underarms, and 
we almost got caught. (To RICH.) Hand over your money.

RICH:  (Pulls out wallet and takes out money.) Okay, here you go.
CALAMITY JAN:  Not your money. I mean the bank’s money.
RICH:  Make up your mind! (Pulls out two money bags.) By the way, 

why does he have two hats?
CALAMITY JAN:  (Snarls.) None o’ yer stinkin’ business.
S. KID:  (Pulls off black hat and puts on white hat. There is an extreme 

change of character. Now polite and sophisticated, as always 
when wearing the white hat.) Now, Miss Calamity. You need not 

on their chests. The MUSIC changes to a country swing feel. 
SHERIFF, DEPUTY and BOB are stunned by what they see. They 
shake their heads and blink their eyes. Could it be a mirage?)

POSSE:  (Sings.) We’re the law…
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Stunned; half-heartedly. Sing.)

We’re the law!
POSSE:  (Sings.) …an’ we ain’t afraid o’ nothin’!
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.) We ain’t afraid o’ nothin’!
POSSE:  (Sings.) We’re the law…
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.) We’re the law…
ALL:  (SHERIFF, DEPUTY and BOB are slowly getting into it. Sing.) 

…an’ we ain’t afraid o’ squat!
A-with my six-shooter loaded, a star on my chest,
As lawmen go, we’re the ding-dang best.
Tough as a bronc bustin’ out o’ the chute,
From the top o’ my hat to the tip o’ my boot!

POSSE:  (Sings.) We’re the law…
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.) We’re the law…
POSSE:  (Sings.) …an’ we ain’t afraid o’ nothin’!
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.) We ain’t afraid o’ nothin’!
POSSE:  (Sings.) We’re the law…
SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.) We’re the law…
ALL:  (Sing.) …an’ we always get our man.

They can raise a ruckus while they’re on the loose,
But soon we’re gonna toss ’em in the calaboose!
The finest you ever saw… we’re the law! (POSSE begins to 
EXIT.)

SHERIFF/DEPUTY/BOB:  (Sing.)
The finest you ever saw… we’re the law!

ALL:  (Sing.) The finest you ever saw… we’re the law! (POSSE is OUT 
by the last chord. MUSIC OUT. LIGHTS immediately RETURN TO 
NORMAL.)

DEPUTY:  Sheriff, did you see what I saw?
SHERIFF:  I think so.
BOB:  Who in Sam Hill were those folks?
SHERIFF:  Beats me, Bob.
DEPUTY:  (Confused.) Musta been a mirage.
SHERIFF:  I sure hope so.

Scene Two
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.
NARRATOR:  Our heroes speed back to town only to find the most 

unexpected situation in the saloon. (SPOTLIGHT OUT on 
NARRATOR, who EXITS DOWN RIGHT. LIGHTS UP on saloon. 
The VILLAINS are marching in a circle outside the saloon holding 
“On Strike” signs. SAL, BO, RICH, WIDOW and POLLY are at bar 
holding their ears.)

VILLAINS:  (Ad-lib.) We’re on strike! Down with robberies! Etc.
TOWNSPEOPLE:  (Ad-lib.) Be quiet! Get out of here! Etc.
SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with BOB and DEPUTY.) Deputy! 

Cowboy Bob! It’s our lucky day! Grab those jail-breakin’ varmints!
DEPUTY:  (Runs over to S. KID [in white hat] and grabs his arm as 

SHERIFF does the same to CALAMITY JAN and BOB grabs KID 
KID. TOWNSPEOPLE in the saloon peek out to see what’s going 
on.) Hold it right there, Schizophrenic Kid!

SHERIFF:  (To CALAMITY JAN.) Nobody breaks outta my jail and 
goes free, missy. You are hereby under arrest. And as for you, 
Snydley Dastardley and Belle Starr, you two are also under arrest 
for the crime o’ helpin’ these three criminals get loose.

CALAMITY JAN:  Sorry, Sheriff, you can’t arrest me.
SHERIFF:  What in tarnation do you mean by that?
CALAMITY JAN:  (Produces a small card from her pocket and hands 

it to him with a satisfied grin.) Feast your eyes on that, Sheriff.
SHERIFF:  (Reads the card. Defeated.) Aw, shucks. I just hate it when 

that happens.
DEPUTY:  What is it, Sheriff?
SHERIFF:  A get out of jail free card.
DEPUTY:  Aw, criminy! Well, at least we can still arrest these other 

four varmints. (S. KID, KID KID, SNYDLEY and BELLE STARR 
all produce small cards from their pockets and hold them up, 
grinning. SHERIFF, BOB and DEPUTY stomp in frustration.)

SHERIFF:  Dagnabbit! Well, boys, these slippery rascals done 
wriggled out of our grasp… (Shoots the VILLAINS a menacing 
look.) …for now. Come on, boys, let’s go. (He turns and heads 
into the saloon. BOB and DEPUTY follow him, resigned. The 
VILLAINS resume their noisy picketing.)

RICH:  (Crosses to SHERIFF.) Town was nice and quiet until these 
boisterous ruffians began this unusual parade of chaos. Why can’t 
you make them cease and desist at once?

CALAMITY JAN:  Shut your trap!
SNYDLEY:  Success! Our first kidnapping! It was a success!
BLACK BART:  Boy, was that easy.
BLACKER BART:  Wasn’t nothin’ to it!
KID KID:  I could have done this a long time ago.
CALAMITY JAN:  You look so much like a kid, Kid Kid, you’d probably 

kidnap yourself.
S. KID:  So what do we do now?
BELLE:  We write a ransom note asking for money in return for 

our hostage.
BLACK BART:  Let’s ask for five hundred dollars!
BLACKER BART:  I say we go for one thousand!
SNYDLEY:  Forget the cash incentives. You are forgetting what we 

really want.
APRIL:  (Oblivious. Hugs BLACKER BART.) Ohhhh, I think I already 

got what I want!
BLACKER BART:  (Pushes APRIL away.) Get your stinkin’ hands off 

of me.
CALAMITY JAN:  Hush up, gal. We got important work to do. (To 

SNYDLEY.) So just what is it we really want?
SNYDLEY:  I will give you a little hint.
KID KID:  Oh! Oh! Can we play charades? I just love charades! 

(EVERYONE, except BELLE and SNYDLEY, is excited.)
SNYDLEY:  (Irritated.) Very well. (Begins a charade showing SHERIFF 

going bye-bye. EVERYONE plays except APRIL and BELLE. 
Play this to the limit, with EVERYONE giving funny, outrageous 
guesses to SNYDLEY’S ridiculous cues.)

APRIL:  (After the VILLAINS finally all give up.) You’re saying that you 
would give me back if Sheriff Wayne leaves town.

SNYDLEY:  She comes up with the answer! I have to say I’m 
concerned about the intellectual capacities of the rest of you.

BLACK BART:  She wasn’t even supposed to play!
BLACKER BART:  She was cheating.
APRIL:  That sure looked like a fun game. Can I play next time?
CALAMITY JAN:  Look, you’re kidnapped. You can’t play in any of 

our games!
APRIL:  Kidnapped, schmidnapped. I don’t care what you call this. I 

just adore being surrounded by the most handsome specimens. 
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be so rude to the man. He was merely inquiring about my choice 
of cranial coverings.

RICH:  (Amazed.) What happened to you? I do not understand. 
(MUSIC CUE 4:  “The Schizophrenic Kid.”)

S. KID:  (Speaks.) You see, kind sir…
(Sings.) I was born with two distinctive personalities,
Sometimes I hardly know which one is which.
Just when I think I fin’lly know which man is truly me,
(Puts on black hat.) It’s then they go an’ mix me up and downright 
pull a switch! (During the following, he quickly switches back and 
forth from white hat to black hat as indicated. Puts white hat on; 
Speaks in rhythm.) I’m brilliant.
(Puts on black hat.) I’m dumb!
(White hat.) I’m cultured. (Black hat.) I’m crass!
(White hat.) I’m timid. (Black hat.) I’m bold!
(White hat. Sings.) Sometimes it gets a bit old!
(Speaks in rhythm.) I bathe.
(Black hat.) I don’t!
(White hat.) I smell good. (Black hat.) I stink!

CALAMITY JAN/RICH:  (Sing.) He’s a psychopathic hybrid!
S. KID:  (White hat. Sings.) I’m the Schizophrenic Kid!
RICH:  (Further amazed; speaks.) Amazing. (DANCE INTERLUDE. 

The S. KID grabs CALAMITY JAN and dances with her. For the 
first half of the dance, he wears his white hat and dances very 
gentlemanly. For the second half of the dance, he switches to the 
black hat, and the dance then becomes wild and unruly.)

S. KID:  (White hat. Sings.)
Now, when I wear my white hat, I’m an educated man,
A scholar with a college PhD.
(Black hat. Sings.) But when I wear my black hat,
I ain’t no Dapper Dan,
By golly, I’m a mean ol’ cuss, as on’ry as can be!
(Speaks in rhythm.) I’m cruel!
(White hat.) I’m kind. (Black hat.) I’m tough!
(White hat.) I’m tender. (Black hat.) I’m sneaky!
(White hat.) I’m forthright.

CALAMITY JAN/RICH:  (Sing.) Thar ain’t no end in sight.
S. KID:  (Black hat. Speaks in rhythm.) I’m sassy!

(White hat.) I’m civil!
(Black hat.) I’m gassy!
(White hat; appalled.) I’m most certainly not!

BOB:  (Lies down on a blanket.) Might as well get some shut-eye. 
Those varmints ain’t goin’ nowhere tonight.

SHERIFF:  I agree. Let’s hit the hay and see what the mornin’ brings. 
(He and DEPUTY lie down and the MEN sleep. LIGHTS DIM.  
SFX D:  CRICKETS CHIRP, a LONE WOLF HOWLS. DEPUTY 
snores loudly.)

NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT.) After a quiet night, the dawn 
breaks. (SFX E:  GLASS BREAKING. EXITS DOWN RIGHT. 
LIGHTS UP.)

BOB:  (Rises, stretches and yawns. LONE STRANGER ENTERS 
from back of auditorium, riding stick horse through back aisles. 
SFX F:  TROTTING HORSE.) I got to stop sleepin’ on only one 
blanket. I felt every rock under me. (Looks off into distance.) Who 
in the world is that? Hey, Sheriff, wake up! (Points toward LONE 
STRANGER as DEPUTY remains asleep.)

SHERIFF:  (Awakens. Gets up and looks where BOB is pointing.) 
What’s up?

BOB:  Come here and look over yonder. Who is that masked man?
SHERIFF:  Why, that must be the Lone Stranger. He’s the most 

famous lawman of the ol’ West. (To LONE STRANGER.) Hey 
there, Lone Stranger. Come on over and rest a spell.

LONE STRANGER:  (Rides to stage and ENTERS DOWN LEFT. Still 
on horse.) Can I help you people?

SHERIFF:  I just thought the same for you. You looked a little lost. Or 
are you on the trail of someone?

LONE STRANGER:  I have been lookin’ for a new partner.
BOB:  Ain’t you supposed to be travelin’ with Toto?
LONE STRANGER:  Sorry, my friend. But his name was Toronto, my 

ex-faithful companion.
SHERIFF:  So why’d you break up?
LONE STRANGER:  I finally understood what he was sayin’. I thought 

he was sayin’ “keemosabee,” but it turned out he was callin’ me 
“unclean ’n’ snobby.” I’ve been seekin’ a new partner ever since.

SHERIFF:  I wish you luck, Lone Stranger. We’re lookin’ for Snydley 
Dastardly and his bunch.

LONE STRANGER:  And luck to you, too. Adios, amigos. (As DEPUTY 
awakens, LONE STRANGER turns his horse and EXITS DOWN 
LEFT. SFX G:  “The Lone Stranger Theme.” [NOTE:  If not using 
CD, see MC 5 on page 36 of PIANO SCORE. LONE STRANGER 

should say, “Hi ho, Silverware. Away!” from OFFSTAGE. This 
voice, GUNSHOTS and GALLOPING are included on the CD as 
part of the SFX.])

DEPUTY:  (Yawns loudly, rolls over and looks LEFT.) Who was that 
masked man?

SHERIFF:  That was the Lone Stranger.
DEPUTY:  Oh, is that all? (Puts head back down, goes back to sleep, 

snoring loudly.)
BOB:  (Looks RIGHT.) What in tarnation is that?! See those varmints 

walkin’ along the next ridge? Ain’t that the most dang-blasted thing 
you ever laid eyes on?

SHERIFF:  (Looks RIGHT.) I’ll say. Those bad guys look like they’re 
headin’ back to town. And I see two more have joined them.

BOB:  What in thunder are they carryin’?
SHERIFF:  They look like signs! (Squints and shades eyes with hand.) 

Can’t make out what they say. In any case, I say we get a move 
on. We better get to town before those guys do. (BOB packs up 
and EXITS DOWN LEFT. SHERIFF looks down at DEPUTY.) 
Dudley! (DEPUTY snores away.) Wake up, Dudley! The villains 
are gettin’ away!

DEPUTY:  (Wakes up in a daze.) You go after them. I’m stayin’ right 
here. I need my shut-eye.

SHERIFF:  (Begins to pack up.) Suit yourself. Just don’t let any of 
those tarantulas or rattlesnakes crawl under your blankets.

DEPUTY:  Ain’t none of them critters in these parts anyway.
SHERIFF:  Okay, bye! (Pretends to walk away as DEPUTY goes back 

to sleep. Sneaks back to DEPUTY and creeps his hand over the 
snoring DEPUTY like a spider.)

DEPUTY:  (Flies out of bed, holding a big teddy bear.) Great Mexican 
jumpin’ beans!

SHERIFF:  Glad to see you’re up and at ’em. Shake a leg and let’s go. 
(EXITS DOWN LEFT.)

DEPUTY:  (Packs up. To AUDIENCE.) I hate spiders, and I hate 
practical jokes. But most of all, I hate it when I got to shake 
a leg! (Shakes his leg with each step and EXITS DOWN 
LEFT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene One

VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) Real bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Real bad!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) We’re nasty bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Nasty bad!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.)

We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
We’re citizens of evil!

AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Citizens of evil!
AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) Real bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Real bad!
VILLAINS:  (Speak in rhythm.) We’re nasty bad!
AUDIENCE:  (Speaks in rhythm.) Nasty bad!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.)

We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
SNYDLEY:  (Evil laugh. Speaks.) To our hideaway to plan! (ALL EXIT 

UP RIGHT. MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Six

Scene Seven
LIGHTS UP:  Near the hideout.
APRIL:  (ENTERS from side of auditorium going for a stroll. She 

picks and smells imaginary flowers, sings, etc. She carries a 
basket already filled with flowers.) Oh, look here! These are just 
the prettiest flowers I ever did see. (Pretends to pick them and 
moves on.) Some day I’m going to get me a man. (Loudly laughs 
and snorts as SNYDLEY, S. KID, KID KID, BLACK BART and 
BLACKER BART ENTER throughout the auditorium on “horses,” 
quietly surrounding her. SFX H:  TROTTING HORSES.) August 
says that in no time at all, I’ll be having a whole passel of guys 
just a followin’ me around. (They’re getting closer!) She says 
that one of them will just sweep me off my feet! (She is suddenly 
swept up on BLACKER BART’S horse.) What? Already? Oh, 
this is wonderful! (Screams with delight!) A dream come true! 
(The GANG rides to camp DOWN RIGHT and dismounts horses 
OFF RIGHT. They then ENTER DOWN RIGHT and bring APRIL 
to table where BELLE and CALAMITY JAN are waiting. Looks 
around.) What a charming place to live!
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CALAMITY JAN/RICH:  (Sing.) He’s a psychopathic hybrid!
S. KID:  (Black hat. Sings.) I’m the Schizophrenic Kid!
CALAMITY JAN/RICH:  (Sing.)

And that’s why folks done call him the Schizophrenic Kid!
S. KID:  (White hat. Sings.) And that’s why folks all call me…
ALL THREE:  (Sing.) …the Schizophrenic Kid! 
CALAMITY JAN:  (Speaks.) Now will you shut up and get that black 

hat back on yer head?! (MUSIC OUT.)
S. KID:  (Speaks.) As you wish. Give me but a moment, and I will 

switch. Just keep your voice down. I am not deaf, you know. 
(Switches to black hat.) Didn’t you hear the lady? You got just ten 
seconds to hand over those there bags, or I’m gonna blast you. 
(Holds gun up to RICH’S head.)

RICH:  Before I am allowed to do that, one of you must fill out the 
withdrawal slip. (Pulls out withdrawal slip and pen.)

S. KID:  Huh? Why?
RICH:  New rules passed by our head office. No exceptions!
S. KID:  And if I decides to ventilate you?
RICH:  No slip, no money.
S. KID:  Calamity, you fill out the slip, and I’ll watch the door. 

(CALAMITY JAN begins to fill out slip. DEPUTY crashes IN LEFT 
and knocks S. KID down, knocking off the black hat. He puts the 
white hat on, leaving black hat on the floor.)

DEPUTY:  Howdy there, Ricky Coldheart. How’s business?
RICH:  (Insulted.) Do not ever call me “Ricky” again.
DEPUTY:  (Starts to leave.) Well, if you’re gonna be rude, I don’t 

have to take that. I guess I’ll just leave. (CALAMITY JAN is 
obviously relieved.)

RICH:  (Realizes DEPUTY might actually be of some help.) No, no! 
Please stay. I apologize for my rudeness! I do wish you would 
reconsider leaving so soon.

DEPUTY:  (Suspicious.) You never been nice to nobody unless it was 
to your advantage. (Draws gun.) All righty, Mr. Coldheart, I got you 
covered. Just what you tryin’ to pull here?

CALAMITY JAN:  Hey! You put that gun away. We was robbin’ this 
bank first.

DEPUTY:  (Turns gun on CALAMITY JAN.) That so? And who, Miss 
Robber, are you? (Crosses over to her.)

RICH:  (Reads slip.) Her name is Calamity Jane.

CALAMITY JAN:  Let’s string him up!
SNYDLEY:  Let us not be hasty. No need to solve our problem 

that way.
BLACKER BART:  You’re right. No need to do it. (BELLE and 

SNYDLEY let out deep sigh of relief.)
ALL:  (Except SNYDLEY and BELLE.) What?!
BLACKER BART:  (Draws gun.) This way is much faster and can be 

done right here.
S. KID:  Now you got the right idea!
BELLE:  Wait! Will this action aid in achieving control of the town? So 

the new idea unexpectedly became unsuccessful. Let us return to 
what works and what we know. (ALL applaud and cheer.)

S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Indubitably one of the most eloquently 
delivered persuasive speeches I have yet heard.

KID KID:  Yeah, and it was a pretty good talk, too. So what’ll we do?
CALAMITY JAN:  I’ve never tried kidnappin’. How about that?
BLACK BART:  Fine with me, but who’ll we kidnap?
SNYDLEY:  Usually it must be a young female.
CALAMITY JAN:  That’s true, Snydley. But who?
BLACKER BART:  How about one of them Indianians?
KID KID:  Okay by me. But there’s four of ’em. I know that the oldest 

one looks kind of tough.
BELLE:  The choice is obvious. It shall be the youngest.
SNYDLEY:  What do you say to that? (Switches hats on S. KID 

to black.)
S. KID:  I say we vamoose from this place before we get found out!
SNYDLEY:  Agreed. (MUSIC CUE 9c:  “Citizens of Evil—Reprise.” 

Speaks.) Perhaps the old ways of evil are best.
VILLAINS:  (Sing.)

We’re citizens of evil, and we don’t give a hoot!
Citizens of evil, and we’re after the loot.
Ain’t nobody safe a-when we’re on the run.
We’re ridin’ by our britches, an’ we’re livin’ by the gun.
We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
We’re citizens of evil!

AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Citizens of evil!
AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
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CALAMITY JAN:  Let’s string him up!
SNYDLEY:  Let us not be hasty. No need to solve our problem 

that way.
BLACKER BART:  You’re right. No need to do it. (BELLE and 

SNYDLEY let out deep sigh of relief.)
ALL:  (Except SNYDLEY and BELLE.) What?!
BLACKER BART:  (Draws gun.) This way is much faster and can be 

done right here.
S. KID:  Now you got the right idea!
BELLE:  Wait! Will this action aid in achieving control of the town? So 

the new idea unexpectedly became unsuccessful. Let us return to 
what works and what we know. (ALL applaud and cheer.)

S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Indubitably one of the most eloquently 
delivered persuasive speeches I have yet heard.

KID KID:  Yeah, and it was a pretty good talk, too. So what’ll we do?
CALAMITY JAN:  I’ve never tried kidnappin’. How about that?
BLACK BART:  Fine with me, but who’ll we kidnap?
SNYDLEY:  Usually it must be a young female.
CALAMITY JAN:  That’s true, Snydley. But who?
BLACKER BART:  How about one of them Indianians?
KID KID:  Okay by me. But there’s four of ’em. I know that the oldest 

one looks kind of tough.
BELLE:  The choice is obvious. It shall be the youngest.
SNYDLEY:  What do you say to that? (Switches hats on S. KID to 

black.)
S. KID:  I say we vamoose from this place before we get found out!
SNYDLEY:  Agreed. (MUSIC CUE 9c:  “Citizens of Evil—Reprise.” 

Speaks.) Perhaps the old ways of evil are best.
VILLAINS:  (Sing.)

We’re citizens of evil, and we don’t give a hoot!
Citizens of evil, and we’re after the loot.
Ain’t nobody safe a-when we’re on the run.
We’re ridin’ by our britches, an’ we’re livin’ by the gun.
We’re citizens of evil, an’ we’re takin’ on the town today!
We’re citizens of evil!

AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
VILLAINS:  (Sing.) Citizens of evil!
AUDIENCE:  (Sings.) Citizens of evil!
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CALAMITY JAN/RICH:  (Sing.) He’s a psychopathic hybrid!
S. KID:  (Black hat. Sings.) I’m the Schizophrenic Kid!
CALAMITY JAN/RICH:  (Sing.)

And that’s why folks done call him the Schizophrenic Kid!
S. KID:  (White hat. Sings.) And that’s why folks all call me…
ALL THREE:  (Sing.) …the Schizophrenic Kid! 
CALAMITY JAN:  (Speaks.) Now will you shut up and get that black 

hat back on yer head?! (MUSIC OUT.)
S. KID:  (Speaks.) As you wish. Give me but a moment, and I will 

switch. Just keep your voice down. I am not deaf, you know. 
(Switches to black hat.) Didn’t you hear the lady? You got just ten 
seconds to hand over those there bags, or I’m gonna blast you. 
(Holds gun up to RICH’S head.)

RICH:  Before I am allowed to do that, one of you must fill out the 
withdrawal slip. (Pulls out withdrawal slip and pen.)

S. KID:  Huh? Why?
RICH:  New rules passed by our head office. No exceptions!
S. KID:  And if I decides to ventilate you?
RICH:  No slip, no money.
S. KID:  Calamity, you fill out the slip, and I’ll watch the door. 

(CALAMITY JAN begins to fill out slip. DEPUTY crashes IN LEFT 
and knocks S. KID down, knocking off the black hat. He puts the 
white hat on, leaving black hat on the floor.)

DEPUTY:  Howdy there, Ricky Coldheart. How’s business?
RICH:  (Insulted.) Do not ever call me “Ricky” again.
DEPUTY:  (Starts to leave.) Well, if you’re gonna be rude, I don’t 

have to take that. I guess I’ll just leave. (CALAMITY JAN is 
obviously relieved.)

RICH:  (Realizes DEPUTY might actually be of some help.) No, no! 
Please stay. I apologize for my rudeness! I do wish you would 
reconsider leaving so soon.

DEPUTY:  (Suspicious.) You never been nice to nobody unless it was 
to your advantage. (Draws gun.) All righty, Mr. Coldheart, I got you 
covered. Just what you tryin’ to pull here?

CALAMITY JAN:  Hey! You put that gun away. We was robbin’ this 
bank first.

DEPUTY:  (Turns gun on CALAMITY JAN.) That so? And who, Miss 
Robber, are you? (Crosses over to her.)

RICH:  (Reads slip.) Her name is Calamity Jane.
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CALAMITY JAN:  That’s Jan!
RICH:  No, it is not. You spelled it J-A-N-E. I do believe that spells Jane.
CALAMITY JAN:  You must be stupid. It’s J-A-N-E. The E is silent! 

That means you pronounce it Jan.
RICH:  (Rolls eyes.) Whatever you say. (To DEPUTY.) Now, please be 

a good little deputy and take care of these two.
DEPUTY:  Two? Where’s the other one? (Walks about stage sneakily.) 

Is he hidin’ behind the telegraph area? Is he hidin’ somewheres 
behind you, Rich? (S. KID taps DEPUTY on shoulder.) Yowee! 
(Jumps back away from him.) Don’t ever do that, Mister. I’m a-
lookin’ for the other bank robber. You seen him?

RICH:  He is the other robber, you idiot!
S. KID:  (To RICH.) At the present, I must differ with your opinion of 

me, sir. (To DEPUTY.) Deputy, I might be of some assistance in 
dealing with this vile villainess.

DEPUTY:  You tryin’ to pull a fast one, Coldheart? He can’t be the 
robber. First of all, he’s wearin’ a white hat, and no crook wears 
one. Second, he talks so sophusfi... sophascatat... so high-
falootin’. Never did hear no bad guy talkin’ quite like that.

RICH:  (Angry.) If that is so, then why do you and the sheriff insist on 
harassing me when I have done nothing wrong? Do not I sound 
just as sophisticated?

DEPUTY:  You forget that I know you like the back of my hand. (Looks 
at back of hand.) Hmmm... now, when’d that get there? (To S. 
KID.) Oh, well, I’d be much obliged for your help. Sure can use all 
the help I can get.

RICH:  I could not agree more!
DEPUTY:  (Hands S. KID handcuffs.) Here, handcuff her hands 

together.
CALAMITY JAN:  Kid, how can you do this to me?
S. KID:  Madam, it is simple. First, you cuff the right hand.
DEPUTY:  (Places gun in holster and picks up black hat.) Say, whose 

hat is this?
RICH:  (Crosses to DEPUTY.) I will take care of it.
S. KID:  If you will but note its construction, you will see that it 

resembles my white hat. It is mine, and I thank you for finding it.
DEPUTY:  That’s just like you, tricky Ricky. Takin’ what don’t belong 

to you. (Puts it on RICH’S head.) It ain’t even your size. It fits the 

DEPUTY:  Hey, it don’t go that way.
PRUNELLA:  Oh, thanks so much, Cowboy Bob. I could just kiss you, 

but I’m a married woman now. (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
BOB:  (Sighs.) Thank you, Lord, for small favors.
WIDOW:  Well, Sheriff, as I was sayin’, we got that one tiny problem 

now that those villains are on strike.
SHERIFF:  Never thought it’d be so quiet. (VILLAINS ENTER UP RIGHT 

and hide behind a variety of items such as chairs or the bar.)
DEPUTY:  That’s true. The two of us haven’t really done much of 

anythin’ since they’ve been gone.
SHERIFF:  Yep.
BO:  Maybe you can take a vacation. (The VILLAINS like this idea!)
SHERIFF:  Yep.
POLLY:  All alone?
DEPUTY:  Don’t you worry, Miss Cracker, I’ll go along. (SHERIFF 

glares at him.)
SAL:  But we have all those people comin’ for that celebration.
SHERIFF:  Yep.
BOB:  So, are you leavin’?
SHERIFF:  Nope! (VILLAINS moan.) What was that? (With hands 

over their mouths, VILLAINS quietly EXIT UP RIGHT.)
DEPUTY:  Quiet! I hear footprints!
BOB:  You don’t hear no footprints!
DEPUTY:  Why?
BOB:  ’Cause footprints don’t make noise.
DEPUTY:  But I did hear some sneaky type noise. Didn’t 

you, Sheriff?
SHERIFF:  All I heard was the sound of some real disappointment. 

Let’s head on back to the office and see if we can’t come up 
with somethin’ for these people to do to pass the time until the 
centennial celebration. (ALL EXIT UP RIGHT. After a pause, 
VILLAINS RE-ENTER UP RIGHT.)

BLACK BART:  Two weeks wasted!
BLACKER BART:  Snydley Dastardley, this was the stupidest 

idea ever!
KID KID:  What an idiot!
S. KID:  I’m so mad, I don’t know which hat to wear! (Switches hats 

back and forth. Eventually leaves black hat on.)
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CALAMITY JAN:  That’s Jan!
RICH:  No, it is not. You spelled it J-A-N-E. I do believe that spells Jane.
CALAMITY JAN:  You must be stupid. It’s J-A-N-E. The E is silent! 

That means you pronounce it Jan.
RICH:  (Rolls eyes.) Whatever you say. (To DEPUTY.) Now, please be 

a good little deputy and take care of these two.
DEPUTY:  Two? Where’s the other one? (Walks about stage sneakily.) 

Is he hidin’ behind the telegraph area? Is he hidin’ somewheres 
behind you, Rich? (S. KID taps DEPUTY on shoulder.) Yowee! 
(Jumps back away from him.) Don’t ever do that, Mister. I’m a-
lookin’ for the other bank robber. You seen him?

RICH:  He is the other robber, you idiot!
S. KID:  (To RICH.) At the present, I must differ with your opinion of 

me, sir. (To DEPUTY.) Deputy, I might be of some assistance in 
dealing with this vile villainess.

DEPUTY:  You tryin’ to pull a fast one, Coldheart? He can’t be the 
robber. First of all, he’s wearin’ a white hat, and no crook wears 
one. Second, he talks so sophusfi... sophascatat... so high-
falootin’. Never did hear no bad guy talkin’ quite like that.

RICH:  (Angry.) If that is so, then why do you and the sheriff insist on 
harassing me when I have done nothing wrong? Do not I sound 
just as sophisticated?

DEPUTY:  You forget that I know you like the back of my hand. (Looks 
at back of hand.) Hmmm... now, when’d that get there? (To S. 
KID.) Oh, well, I’d be much obliged for your help. Sure can use all 
the help I can get.

RICH:  I could not agree more!
DEPUTY:  (Hands S. KID handcuffs.) Here, handcuff her hands 

together.
CALAMITY JAN:  Kid, how can you do this to me?
S. KID:  Madam, it is simple. First, you cuff the right hand.
DEPUTY:  (Places gun in holster and picks up black hat.) Say, whose 

hat is this?
RICH:  (Crosses to DEPUTY.) I will take care of it.
S. KID:  If you will but note its construction, you will see that it 

resembles my white hat. It is mine, and I thank you for finding it.
DEPUTY:  That’s just like you, tricky Ricky. Takin’ what don’t belong to 

you. (Puts it on RICH’S head.) It ain’t even your size. It fits the 
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DEPUTY:  Hey, it don’t go that way.
PRUNELLA:  Oh, thanks so much, Cowboy Bob. I could just kiss you, 

but I’m a married woman now. (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
BOB:  (Sighs.) Thank you, Lord, for small favors.
WIDOW:  Well, Sheriff, as I was sayin’, we got that one tiny problem 

now that those villains are on strike.
SHERIFF:  Never thought it’d be so quiet. (VILLAINS ENTER UP RIGHT 

and hide behind a variety of items such as chairs or the bar.)
DEPUTY:  That’s true. The two of us haven’t really done much of 

anythin’ since they’ve been gone.
SHERIFF:  Yep.
BO:  Maybe you can take a vacation. (The VILLAINS like this idea!)
SHERIFF:  Yep.
POLLY:  All alone?
DEPUTY:  Don’t you worry, Miss Cracker, I’ll go along. (SHERIFF 

glares at him.)
SAL:  But we have all those people comin’ for that celebration.
SHERIFF:  Yep.
BOB:  So, are you leavin’?
SHERIFF:  Nope! (VILLAINS moan.) What was that? (With hands 

over their mouths, VILLAINS quietly EXIT UP RIGHT.)
DEPUTY:  Quiet! I hear footprints!
BOB:  You don’t hear no footprints!
DEPUTY:  Why?
BOB:  ’Cause footprints don’t make noise.
DEPUTY:  But I did hear some sneaky type noise. Didn’t 

you, Sheriff?
SHERIFF:  All I heard was the sound of some real disappointment. 

Let’s head on back to the office and see if we can’t come up 
with somethin’ for these people to do to pass the time until the 
centennial celebration. (ALL EXIT UP RIGHT. After a pause, 
VILLAINS RE-ENTER UP RIGHT.)

BLACK BART:  Two weeks wasted!
BLACKER BART:  Snydley Dastardley, this was the stupidest 

idea ever!
KID KID:  What an idiot!
S. KID:  I’m so mad, I don’t know which hat to wear! (Switches hats 

back and forth. Eventually leaves black hat on.)

53

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

For Preview Only



1752

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

other guy much better. (Takes white hat off of S. KID and places 
black hat on his head.) See?

S. KID:  (Tough. Grabs DEPUTY’S gun.) Okay, lawman. Reach for 
the sky!

DEPUTY:  (Whirls around.) What’s goin’—(S. KID conks out DEPUTY 
with his gun. He turns it on RICH.)

RICH:  Oh, for Pete’s sake! Here we go again. (Raises his hands.)
CALAMITY JAN:  Great work, Kid. Let’s grab the loot and high-tail 

it outta here. (Takes money from RICH. She and S. KID quickly 
EXIT UP LEFT.)

RICH:  (Runs around bank, shouts.) Help! Sheriff! The bank has been 
robbed! Help!

DEPUTY:  (Comes to and stumbles over to RICH.) Which way did 
they go? Huh? Huh? Which way did they go?

SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) I heard you yellin’ that there were 
robbers ’round here!

RICH:  Yes! Robbers!
SHERIFF:  Quickly, tell me which way they went!
RICH:  They went out the doors rather quickly. Their horses carried 

them east on Main Street.
SHERIFF:  Those must have been the two ridin’ out of town like a 

stampede was after them.
DEPUTY:  (Points right.) That means they went that-a-way. (Stands 

tall and square at the shoulders.) We can head ’em off at the pass! 
(MUSIC CUE 5:  “It’s Another Spaghetti Western.” TOWNSFOLK 
ENTER.)

RICH:  (Speaks.) I hate clichés.
DEPUTY:  (Speaks.) You, too? I don’t like French food neither. 

Someone once said that real men don’t eat clichés.
SHERIFF:  (Rolls his eyes. Sings.)

It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.

RICH:  (Sings.) Just how many ways can you say,
(Shouts; big fake smile; waves to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sings.) ...in the course of a single day?

DEPUTY:  (Sings.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue…

RICH/DEPUTY:  (Sing.) If I hear me another
(Shout.) “Reach fer the sky!”

BO:  Things are coming together for our celebration. We got people 
comin’ from miles around just to see this extravaganza. All we 
need now is to plan some extravaganza.

SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with BOB and DEPUTY.) How’s 
it goin’?

SAL:  Okay, except for one little detail.
POLLY:  The entertainment spot.
DEPUTY:  I knew it! I just knew it! If I’d been in charge this wouldn’t 

have happened!
BOB:  You couldn’t get a Christmas dance ready by July 4th, and 

you know it. We need some action stuff to entertain all them 
city-slickers.

SHERIFF:  Bob’s right. We need somethin’ that has real Wild, Wild 
West action.

DEPUTY:  Hold it! Just don’t go havin’ no giant spiders. I 
hate spiders!

SHERIFF:  As I was sayin’, those people’ll want to see horse ridin’, 
bank robbin’ and villain catchin’ and... uh-oh!

WIDOW:  See, Sheriff. We do have a problem. No villains to be found 
to play their part. It has been mighty quiet around these parts.

RICH:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT and hides behind bar. PRUNELLA 
ENTERS UP RIGHT carrying a rolling pin, looks around and 
EXITS UP CENTER. RICH crosses to SHERIFF when he’s sure 
PRUNELLA is gone. Gets on his knees to SHERIFF.) Oh, please! 
Help me, please! I’m losing all my money!

SHERIFF:  You been takin’ our money for years. Now, Prunella spends 
it all over town. We’re just gettin’ our money back, that’s all. Get on 
home before I tell her that you’re here.

RICH:  Promise you won’t tell her where I am?
SHERIFF:  (Raises hand.) Scout’s honor.
RICH:  Oh, thank you, Sheriff! (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
PRUNELLA:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Where’d my little moneybags 

run off to? I just love spending his money!
BOB:  Say there, Deputy Doowrong, what was that there song we 

sang by the campfire that night?
DEPUTY:  Huh? Oh, yeah! It was “Home on the Range.”
BOB:  Yep, “Home on the Range.” (Sings a cappella.) Oh, give 

me a home where old Richard can roam. He’s there and he’s 
hidin’ all day.
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THE WILD, WILD, WILDEST WEST
or… How the West Was Dun
Book by Christopher Gieschen

Music and Lyrics by Bill Francoeur

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

TOWNSPEOPLE
SHERIFF WAYNE JOHN......... true hero in every sense 116 

of the word
DEPUTY DOOWRONG ........... his heart is in the right place, 73 

but his brain isn’t
WIDOW CRACKER ................. Polly and Prunella’s mother 32
POLLY WANDA CRACKER .... true heroine 38
PRUNELLA CRACKER ........... wants to wed Rich Coldheart 29
COWBOY BOB SKRATCHIT .. heart of gold with rough edges 52
BO BEST .................................. proprietor of the hotel; 63 

always wants what is the best
SARSAPARILLA SAL .............. runs saloon; helps Bo as 44 

Bo doesn’t always know
RICH COLDHEART ................. owns bank 89

VILLAINS
SNYDLEY DASTARDLEY ....... chief bad guy 55
BELLE STARR ......................... main bad gal 26
SCHIZOPHRENIC KID ............ has two distinct personalities 59
CALAMITY JAN ....................... that’s J-A-N-E (but the E is silent) 57
KID KID ..................................... young, but tough as nails nails 34
BLACK BART ........................... mean 35
BLACKER BART ...................... meaner 34

OTHERS
REVEREND RIGHT ................. man of the cloth 21
NARRATOR .............................. tells it like it is 21
THE LONE STRANGER .......... who is that masked man... or 25 

masked woman?

(Sing.) Yer like t’ see a grown man cry! (THE WILD, WILD WEST 
THEME begins. ALL roll their eyes and moan under their breath, 
but dutifully, as if they’ve done it all before, begin dancing. Suddenly 
we hear the MUSIC and SFX of THE LONE STRANGER THEME. 
As the MUSIC begins, ALL grimace and groan and pretend to 
climb on imaginary horses during the following ad-libs.)

ALL:  (Ad-lib.) Oh, no! Not again! I’m sick o’ this! I’m movin’ East! I’ve 
got saddle burn!

SHERIFF:  (Shouts.) Saddle up! (As the GALLOPING SECTION of 
the music begins, ALL lower their heads and begin galloping, 
slapping the hind end of their imaginary horses.)

ALL:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
Just how many ways can you say,
(Shout; big fake smiles; wave to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sing.) …in the course of a single day?

SHERIFF/RICH/DEPUTY:  (Sing.)
It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue.
An’ jus’ when you thought you done heard everything,
Some cowboy rides up to you an’ sings…

ALL:  (With fake pasted smiles on their faces. Sing.)
Happy trails to you, until we meet again.
Happy trails to you, keep smilin’ on ’til then…
(Grimace; shout.) Yuck!
(Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With another lame Western epilogue.
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog? (THE GOOD, THE BAD 
AND THE UGLY THEME begins. ALL put their hands to their 
foreheads and look out over the AUDIENCE as if searching for… 
who knows what?! Suddenly the BONANZA THEME begins. ALL 
are at their wits’ end. They grimace, shake their heads, hands 
over their ears, but again dutifully mount their imaginary horses 
and begin riding. SFX:  GUNSHOT, “HAH!” and WHIP. RAWHIDE 
THEME begins. Sing.) Head ’em up! Move ’em out!
Move ’em out! Head ’em up!
Saddle up! Ride aroun’!
Ride ’em upside-down!
Head ’em up! Move ’em out!
Move ’em out! Head ’em up!

SNYDLEY:  Belle and I shall utilize subtle reconnaissance methods 
and reconnoiter the outskirts of town for evidence and hearsay.

CALAMITY JAN:  Fine, just don’t forget to look around and pick up 
what folks are thinkin’ and sayin’.

SNYDLEY:  Whatever you say.
BLACK BART:  (To SNYDLEY and BELLE.) Not so fast there. I don’t 

trust the two of you.
BLACKER BART:  Me neither!
BELLE:  Why not?
KID KID:  You’re bad guys like us, and bad guys can’t be trusted. So 

we don’t trust you. You got it now?
BELLE:  I see what you mean.
S. KID:  (To KID KID.) What do you say that we do?
KID KID:  We all go to town with them. If Sheriff John ain’t gone yet, 

we take him out for a long one-way ride outta town.
BLACK BART:  (Slaps KID KID’S back and KID KID goes flying.) I 

like this kid!
SNYDLEY:  Fine. We will all go. But first, pick up your mess. (ALL 

grumble and complain as LIGHTS FADE OUT.)

End of Scene Five

Scene Six
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT. MUSIC CUE 
9b:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  Soon the villains will enter town. How will Sheriff John 

get out of this predicament? Will Polly ever get to be with her true 
love? And will they ever get to ride off into the sunset? Soon we 
will reveal all! So let’s watch and find out just what—

BOB:  (Sticks head out from DOWN RIGHT.) If you’d quit your 
yappin’ maybe we’d all get a chance to find out! (MUSIC OUT. 
SPOTLIGHT OUT on NARRATOR and BOB, who EXIT. LIGHTS 
COME UP on saloon. POLLY and WIDOW are planning festival 
with BO and SAL.)

SAL:  That’s some news you got about your property and the 
railroad.

WIDOW:  Thanks to Prunella!
POLLY:  Our property is worth more money than Mr. Coldheart’s bank!

black, wear a black and white costume and turn one way or the other 
to represent the different personalities (this option would definitely 
be more challenging for the actor). CALAMITY JAN also wears a 
cowboy hat. WIDOW CRACKER and perhaps BELLE STARR might 
sport feminine hats. The gang of VILLAINS and the LAWMEN all 
wear holsters with guns. THE LONE STRANGER wears a mask with 
another mask beneath it. For the wedding scene, PRUNELLA wears 
something that can pass for a wedding dress, and most importantly, a 
rather thick wedding veil.
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APRIL ........................................ one of four sisters from Indiana 48 
(a.k.a. “The Indianians”) invited 
to sing for the town celebration 
despite her terribly annoying 
yodeling

MAY ........................................... another sister; feisty 18
JUNE ......................................... same 19
AUGUST ................................... eldest; leads the group 21
EXTRAS .................................... as TOWNSPEOPLE, POSSE n/a 

OF DEPUTIES, SALOON GIRLS, 
COWBOYS, COWGIRLS, etc.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
TIME:  The 1880s.
PLACE:  Low Humidity Chasm, which of course is in the Wild West.

SETTING
The town of Low Humidity Chasm is set up with area staging. The 
saloon and hotel are STAGE RIGHT. A table and chairs are set up in the 
saloon, RIGHT, and a bar, which also serves as the hotel registration 
desk, is RIGHT CENTER. An old hand crank adding machine sits on 
the desk. There is an EXIT UP RIGHT out to the street, and one UP 
CENTER leading to the hotel rooms. The bank and telegraph office are 
STAGE LEFT. A small desk with a chair behind it sits LEFT CENTER; 
a sign hanging above it identifies it as the telegraph office, and a 
telegraph machine and paper sit on the desk. Further LEFT is the 
bank teller window. An EXIT UP LEFT leads to the street. Far DOWN 
RIGHT, a rickety table and chairs are set up for the villains’ hideout in 
an abandoned hotel. The NARRATOR uses the FORESTAGE area, 
and later the sheriff’s camp will be set up DOWN LEFT.

Ride ’em in! Ride about!
Ride ’em inside out! (Suddenly the MUSIC changes to a funk/rap 
feel. [NOTE:  Feel free to ad-lib rap vocal inflections, scratchy 
record, turntable sounds, etc.] ALL dance a hip hop style dance. 
Shout.) Reel ’em in! Reel ’em out!
Reel ’em out! Reel ’em in!
Line ’em up! Shoot ’em down!
Run ’em right through the town!
Push ’em out! Beat ’em up!
Beat ’em up! Push ’em out!
Hang ’em high! Hang ’em low!
Hang ’em by the big toe! Yo! (MUSIC returns to original feel.)
(Sing.) Ride ’em in… (Speak in rhythm.) Who cares!

GUYS:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
If I hear once more, “Git along little doggies!”
It’ll prematurely turn me gray!

GALS:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue.
If I hear once more ’bout the O.K. Corral,
Yer like t’ see a deepressed gal!

ALL:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
Just how many ways can you say,
(Speak in rhythm; big fake smiles; wave to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sing.) …in the course of a single day?
It’s another spaghetti Western,
With another lame Western epilogue.
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog?
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog?
(Shout; sarcastic.) Happy trails! (MUSIC OUT. TOWNSPEOPLE 
EXIT, shaking their heads and complaining under their breath.)

SHERIFF:  Dudley, you stay here and get Mr. Coldheart’s statement. 
I’ll go after those robbers. (EXITS UP LEFT.)

DEPUTY:  (To RICH.) You know, this reminds me of the time you was 
kidnapped.

RICH:  What about it?
DEPUTY:  People called it a get-Rich-quick scheme. (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Three

S. KID:  (To BLACKER BART.) Do you have any threes? (They play 
cards as CALAMITY JAN begins to snore.)

BELLE:  (Wakes up.) Huh? What’s that? (To CALAMITY JAN.) Quit 
it, you snortin’ pig! (CALAMITY JAN continues.) I said quit it! 
(CALAMITY JAN snores even louder.) That’s it! I’ve had it up to 
here. (Stands up and CALAMITY JAN falls back.)

CALAMITY JAN:  Owww! What in thunder did you move for?
BELLE:  All you do is snore, snore, snore! How can anybody get any 

sleep around here?
CALAMITY JAN:  I’d sleep a whole lot better if you’d quit movin’ 

around. All you do is move, move, move!
BELLE:  I’ll make it so you’ll never feel me move again.
CALAMITY JAN:  Just you try it! And I’ll make sure you never hear 

me snore again!
BELLE:  Oh, yeah?
CALAMITY JAN:  Yeah! (They wrestle around, falling back onto 

the table.)
S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) Look what you two polecats have 

done!
BELLE/CALAMITY JAN:  Stay outta this!
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Yes, my dear ladies. That was 

extremely inappropriate of me to interfere with your affairs. Please 
forgive me.

BLACK BART:  (To S. KID.) Why can’t you be like me and stop 
switchin’ the fool hat all the time?

KID KID:  Why do you all have to keep actin’ like babies?
BLACKER BART:  Who are you callin’ a baby?
SNYDLEY:  Stop! Stop this, all of you! This is insane!
KID KID:  What’s insane is bein’ cooped up here for almost two weeks 

with these loco idiots.
SNYDLEY:  We are so very close to success!
BLACKER BART:  How do you know?
CALAMITY JAN:  Yeah!
SNYDLEY:  You cut me to the quick. Indeed your question is a good 

one. One that deserves an answer.
BLACK BART:  So stop playin’ politician and answer the ding-

dang question!

“Get out of jail free” cards (CALAMITY JAN, S. KID, KID KID, 
SNYDLEY, BELLE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Three:
Rag (BO)
Suitcase, bible, money, pocket watch (REVEREND)
Case with horn (APRIL)
Handkerchief (MAY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Four:
Bible (REVEREND)
Handkerchief (WIDOW)
Contract (RICH)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Five:
Deck of cards (S. KID, BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
Guns (BLACK BART, BLACKER BART, KID KID)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Six:
Rolling pin (PRUNELLA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Seven:
Basket of flowers (APRIL)
Stick horses (SNYDLEY, S. KID, KID KID, BLACK BART, 

BLACKER BART)
BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Eight:

Ransom note (DEPUTY)
Pickle (LONE STRANGER)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Nine:
Deck of cards (CALAMITY JAN)
Bandanas (BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
Guns (ALL VILLAINS except SNYDLEY and BELLE)

SOUND EFFECTS
Galloping and trotting horses, explosion, “Hah!” and whiplash (Rawhide 
Theme), crickets chirping and lone wolf howling, glass breaking, the 
Lone Stranger Theme (includes voices, gunshots and galloping). All 
SFXs are included on the CD set available from the publisher.

COSTUMES
Generally everyone wears standard Western attire. Most of the 
men will need cowboy hats, except possibly BO BEST and RICH 
COLDHEART. The latter might have a derby hat, or perhaps a top 
hat for the wedding scene. SCHIZOPHRENIC KID wears two hats, 
as identical as possible, one black and one white. This actor might 
want to attach the hats to his belt with string for easy access. An 
alternative might be to have the actor paint his face half white and half 
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SEQUENCE OF MUSICAL NUMBERS

MC 1 The Wild, Wild, Wildest
West—Prologue ................................. Ensemble

MC 1a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 2 The Code of the West ........................ Sheriff, Widow,

Polly, Rich, Extras
MC 3 It’s Always Darkest

Before the Dawn ................................ Bo, Sal, Prunella,
Widow, Polly

MC 4 The Schizophrenic Kid ....................... S. Kid, Calamity
Jan, Rich

MC 5 It’s Another Spaghetti Western ........... Sheriff, Deputy,
Chorus

MC 5a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 6 Citizens of Evil .................................... Villains
MC 6a Entr’Acte—Code of the West ............. Instrumental
MC 6b Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 7 We’re the Law

(An’ We Ain’t Afraid o’ Nothin’) ........... Sheriff, Deputy, Bob
MC 8 Hey There, Cowboy ........................... Saloon Girls
MC 8a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9 Wild, Wooly an’ Full o’ Fleas .............. Indianians,

Townspeople
MC 9a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9b Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9c Citizens of Evil—Reprise .................... Villains
MC 9d Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 10 I’m Just a Yodelin’ Gal from Indiana ... April, Villains
MC 10a  Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 10b The Wild, Wild, Wildest

West—Epilogue ................................. Ensemble
MC 10c Curtain Call—Wild, Wooly an’
 Full o’ Fleas ........................................ Ensemble
MC 10d Optional Chorale Finale—It’s Always
 Darkest Before the Dawn ................... Ensemble

Scene Four
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout. SFX A:  GALLOPING HORSES. 
CALAMITY JAN ENTERS with S. KID (wearing black hat) through the 
BACK OF AUDITORIUM riding stick horses. They carry the money 
bags stolen from the bank. After galloping up and down several aisles, 
they end up DOWN RIGHT at their hideout and dismount.
CALAMITY JAN:  Whew! Our first successful bank robbery.
S. KID:  Yeah, good thing that deputy was an idiot.
NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) The outlaws would soon 

begin to count the money stolen from the bank.
CALAMITY JAN:  (Looks around.) Who said that?
S. KID:  How am I supposed to know? (SHERIFF ENTERS DOWN 

LEFT. He slowly approaches them as he draws his gun.)
NARRATOR:  Unknown to the outlaws, Sheriff Wayne John was 

sneaking up on them.
SHERIFF:  (Yells at NARRATOR.) Cut that out! We don’t want them to 

know I’m sneakin’ up on them.
NARRATOR:  Sorry. (EXITS DOWN LEFT. CALAMITY JAN and S. 

KID turn and face SHERIFF, who crosses to them.)
SHERIFF:  Sorry to spoil your fun, but we got laws against taking 

money from a bank like that. Well, well, well. If it ain’t Calamity 
Jane and—

CALAMITY JAN:  (Interrupts.) You’re right, it ain’t. It’s Jan!
SHERIFF:  And the Schizophrenic Kid. Those two hats give you away 

every time.
S. KID:  Yeah? So what’s it to you?
SHERIFF:  You look so much better in white.
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Really? Well, what do you know? This 

chapeau really does complement my coloring.
CALAMITY JAN:  (To S. KID.) You’re dumber than a chicken with its 

head cut off!
S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) What did you say? Are you accusin’ 

me of havin’ no brains? (Raises fists.)
SHERIFF:  Now, now, Kid. It is not polite to hit people.
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Goodness! I know not what came 

over me.
SHERIFF:  I have an idea on how to keep this nasty woman’s mouth 

shut. (Hands handkerchief to S. KID and pulls out handcuffs.) Tie 

By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, woolly an’ full o’ fleas! (Lots of hoots ’n’ hollers. 
DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE.)

JUNE:  (Sings.) Them folks is in the spirit, the music’s goin’ strong.
It’s a good ol’ fashioned Western ballyhoo!
Jus’ jump on in an’ shake a leg, don’t make me have t’ beg.
The night is mighty young, we got some revelin’ t’ do!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ‘til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (More hoots ’n’ hollers. 
DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE.)

AUGUST:  (Sings.)
Now, buckaroos an’ buckarettes, how wild can you get,
Stampin’ an’ a-stompin’ ’cross the floor?
Round an’ round they go, when they’ll stop nobody knows.
They’ll be a-hootin’ an’ a-holl’rin’ ’til they’re crawlin’ out the door!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ‘til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (ALL laugh and cheer. 
MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT. ALL EXIT.)

NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with SPOTLIGHT. Moves 
to CENTER STAGE. MUSIC CUE 9a:  “Narration Underscore.”) 
What a weddin’ that was! Did you see the look on Richard’s face 
when he realized what had happened? That Sarsaparilla Sal’s 
one smart lady! I’m glad she’s on the side of the good guys and 
not the villains. Speaking of the bad guys, let’s jump ahead two 
weeks and see how things are holdin’ up at the hideout. (MUSIC 
OUT. EXITS DOWN LEFT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Four

Scene Five
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout. S. KID in black hat, BLACK BART, 
BLACKER BART are DOWN RIGHT, playing cards at table. KID 
KID stands and watches. BELLE and CALAMITY JAN snooze on 
floor while sitting back to back. SNYDLEY stands by entrance on 
the lookout.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE, ACT ONE:  Two tables with chairs around them (in the 

saloon there should be five chairs, in the hideout there should be 
rickety chairs or benches to seat seven); a bar with a hand crank 
adding machine or old-fashioned cash register, pen and registry 
book on it, and behind or underneath the bar a cup of coffee, a 
roll and receipts; a small chair and desk with a telegraph machine 
and paper on it; a bank teller window with withdrawal slips and a 
pen on it, behind it two chairs, and underneath it lengthy contract 
papers, money, two money bags, “Closed” sign, two pencils and 
two large sketch pads, one with a poster of an intricate painting 
tucked inside.

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Magnifying glass (RICH)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Pitcher of lemonade, stirring spoon (BO)
Cloth or rag (SAL)
Suitcases (SNYDLEY, BELLE)
Coin money (SNYDLEY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Three:
Guns (S. KID, CALAMITY JAN, DEPUTY)
Pocket watch, wallet with money (RICH)
Handcuffs (DEPUTY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Four: 
Stick horses, money bags (CALAMITY JAN, S. KID)
Gun, handkerchief, handcuffs (SHERIFF)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Five:
Census book and pen (RICH)
Gun (KID KID)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Six:
Suitcases (SNYDLEY, BELLE)

ONSTAGE, ACT TWO:  Behind bar:  fry pan, large wooden spoon, 
extra registry book; in hideout:  rope, book on table.

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:
Blankets, food, pillows, pajamas (DEPUTY, BOB, SHERIFF)
Stick horse (LONE STRANGER)
Teddy bear (DEPUTY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Two: 
“On Strike” picket signs (SNYDLEY, BELLE, S. KID, CALAMITY 

JAN, KID KID, BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
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THE WILD, WILD, WILDEST WEST
or… How the West Was Dun

PROLOGUE
BEFORE LIGHTS UP:  In DARKNESS, ENSEMBLE ENTERS LEFT 
and RIGHT, then freezes in position. MUSIC CUE 1:  “The Wild, Wild, 
Wildest West—Prologue.”  After the initial solo trumpet introduction, the 
LIGHTS SLOWLY FADE UP to reveal the ENSEMBLE in a FROZEN 
TABLEAU. At the conclusion of FANFARE INTRODUCTION, the 
ENSEMBLE UNFREEZES.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Oh, they traveled West in covered wagons,

Some folks walked an’ some folks rode.
An’ they followed the light of the Western Star,
Yes, they come from near an’ far.

GUYS:  (Sing.) They were conmen, swindlers an’ horse thieves.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were gamblers an’ soiled doves.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were pioneer set’lers, all homespun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!

GUYS:  (Sing.) “Hitch the wagon! Saddle up, now!
The Rockies are a-waitin’.”

GALS:  (Sing.) “Grab the reins an’ giddyup, now!”
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) “We’re headin’ fer the promised land!”
GUYS:  (Sing.) Oh, they blazed a trail ’cross the desert…
GALS:  (Sing.) An’ they rolled across them plains…
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Fightin’ wind an’ rain an’ a scorchin’ sun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, by gum!
It was how the West was dun!

GUYS:  (Point out over the AUDIENCE.)
“Grab a rifle, follow the track,
There’s trouble in the distance!”

GALS:  (Sing.) “Move ’em out an’ never look back!”
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) “We’re headin’ for the promised land!”
GUYS:  (Sing.) They were prospectors, farmers an’ cowboys.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were merchants an’ men of the law.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were outlaw gangs, livin’ by the gun

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!
Yes, that’s how the West was dun! (MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Prologue

this in her mouth. I’ll handcuff you to her so that you can help bring 
her in. (Handcuffs CALAMITY JAN.)

S. KID:  Splendid idea, Sheriff. (Gags CALAMITY JAN.) Now, if you 
will please inform me as to the identity of that mysterious voice 
we heard.

SHERIFF:  Oh, that. Well, we call him the narrator. Trouble is, you 
just never know when he’ll start blabbin’. (Takes black hat from S. 
KID.) I’ll hang on to this for you.

S. KID:  Why, thank you. You’re incredibly courteous.
SHERIFF:  No problem. May I escort you into town?
S. KID:  How delightful. (SHERIFF, S. KID and CALAMITY JAN EXIT 

DOWN LEFT. BLACKOUT.)
End of Scene Four

Scene Five
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. MUSIC CUE 
5a:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  After putting those two robbers safely behind bars 

where they are currently awaiting trial, Sheriff Wayne John and all 
the townspeople are lined up at the bank. The state government 
had to count the people livin’ in the territory. To do that you take a 
census. Let’s look in on things. (MUSIC OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT 
on NARRATOR as he EXITS DOWN RIGHT. LIGHTS UP on 
bank. RICH stands behind desk. SHERIFF, DEPUTY, BOB, BO, 
PRUNELLA, POLLY and WIDOW are lined up for the census.)

RICH:  I have called a town meeting because the governor of our fair 
state has asked that each city take a census of its inhabitants.

BOB:  Take a census? What’s that?
DEPUTY:  It is where the government takes your pennies.
RICH:  Not cents... census! It is a count.
DEPUTY:  On account’a what?
RICH:  On account that you are so dim-witted.
DEPUTY:  Hey! I represent that remark!
RICH:  Indubitably. As I was explaining, it is a census count. Now, to 

do this, I have to write down your first and last names. If you have 
a middle name, I will need that, too. Sheriff, we will start with you.

SHERIFF:  (Each person steps up to telegraph desk. RICH writes 
names in book.) Wayne. John.

PRUNELLA:  And you just did!
RICH:  (Whirls around.) Reverend Right! This is an outrage!
REVEREND:  You listen to me! Sarsaparilla Sal has informed me 

of everything, including just what kind of a sinner you are. The 
wedding is official and cannot be undone. You thought you were 
getting what you deserve, and I believe you got just that!

PRUNELLA:  Hear that? We deserve to be together, honey. Now, let’s 
start that honeymoon!

RICH:  My dear, the honeymoon is over! (EXITS UP LEFT.)
POLLY:  Don’t let him get away, Prunella.
PRUNELLA:  It wouldn’t be fair unless I gave him a head start. 

(Quickly.) One… two… three… four… five… six… seven… 
eight… nine… ten. Ready or not, here I come, my dearest 
Richard! (EXITS UP LEFT.)

APRIL:  Awwwww! Isn’t that just the cutest thing! They’ll make such a 
cute couple.

MAY:  How can we sing for a wedding party without a bride and groom?
JUNE:  All that practicing for nothing!
WIDOW:  No need to be so down in the mouth.
BO:  There’s more reason than ever to celebrate!
WIDOW:  Let’s all head over to the saloon and whoop it up over poor 

Richard’s unfortunate experience. (MUSIC CUE 9:  “Wild, Woolly 
an’ Full o’ Fleas.”  During the song’s introduction, ALL move to the 
saloon where they are joined by more TOWNSPEOPLE.)

APRIL/MAY/JUNE/AUGUST:  (Sing.)
We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, woolly an’ full o’ fleas!

APRIL:  (Sings.) All night long we’ll be list’nin’ to the fiddle,
Scratchin’ out a tune for me an’ you.
When that banjo starts to pickin’, time t’ git up, take a lickin’,
Jus’ kick up a heel an’ whoop-de-doo!

MAY:  (Sings.) All night long we’ll be list’nin’ to the guitar,
Strummin’ out a tune for you an’ me.
While that mandolin is plinkin’, we’ll be frolickin’ an’ drinkin’.
We’ll have us a hoedown an’ jamboree!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.

Yes, that’s how the West was dun! (DIRECT SEGUE into MUSIC 
CUE 10c:  “Curtain Call—Wild, Woolly ’n’ Full o’ Fleas.” After 
bows, sing.)
We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (DIRECT SEGUE to MUSIC 
CUE 10d:  “Optional Choral Finale—It’s Always Darkest Before 
the Dawn.”)

GALS:  (Sing.) Now there’s a meadow inside you can run through,
And there’s a whippoorwill singin’ your song.

GUYS:  (Sing.)
And there’s a river, I hear, that’ll soothe all your fears…

ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.)
If you listen real careful, you’ll never go wrong.
There’s a peace at the end of each rainfall.
There’s a light at the end of the trail.
Though yer troubles seem endless
And hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn.
There’ll be peace in the valley tomorrow.
There’ll be sunshine and blue skies above.
Though yer troubles seem endless
And hope all but gone,
It’s always darkest before the dawn.

BO:  (Sings.) It’s always darkest before the dawn.
ENSEMBLE:  (In a hushed tone.) Jus’ listen, it’s peaceful,

It’s quiet inside.
Be peaceful, be quiet,
Let your heart be your guide. (MUSIC OUT.)

END OF MUSICAL
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ACT ONE
Scene One

SPOTLIGHT UP: NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT and crosses to 
CENTER of FORESTAGE. MUSIC CUE 1a: “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR: Hello, everyone! Today we shall present a rip-snortin’

tale of the ol’ West. You want cowboys? We have ’em. You want 
to boo the villains? We have a passel of them, too! You want to 
cheer our hero? No problem! We have a beautiful heroine, too! 
Our town’s name is Low Humidity Chasm. (Pause.) Hey, what do 
you want? We got sick and tired of Dry Gulch. Anyway, the town 
setup is mighty simple. (Gestures RIGHT as LIGHTS COME UP
RIGHT.) Over here you can see the saloon and hotel. The bar of 
the saloon is also the hotel registration desk. This establishment 
is run by Bo Best. Of course he likes to think his hotel is the best 
in the West. To help him run things in the saloon is Sarsaparilla 
Sal. She’s a tough lady with a heart of gold. (Gestures LEFT as 
LIGHTS COME UP LEFT.) On this side of town is the bank. It 
also doubles as the telegraph office. Richard Coldheart owns and 
operates both of ’em. Every time someone tells a joke about Mr. 
Richard Coldheart, the other says, “Oh, that’s rich.” Now, to begin. 
(Pauses to set the mood.) Out West, times were wild and woolly. 
No place for a sissy, panty-waisted, greenhorn here! It was a time 
when men were men and women were scarcely around. (MUSIC 
OUT. SPOTLIGHT OUT.)

BOB:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT. To NARRATOR.) That’s bull!
NARRATOR: (Shocked.) See here, now! You stop that kind of talk, or 

I’ll wash your mouth out with soap!
BOB:  Why in thunder would you want to be doin’ that? Some fool 

greenhorn city-slicker thought it’d be a thrill to milk a cow.
NARRATOR:  So? That still doesn’t explain why you—
BOB: (Interrupts.) If you were a goat, you’d be a good one ’cause 

you’re always buttin’ in.
NARRATOR:  Well…
BOB: I’m not finished yet. This feller wanted to milk what he thought 

was a cow. It turned out to be a Texas longhorn bull. An’ I was just 
tellin’ him what he was about to milk... if you don’t mind.

NARRATOR: Of course I don’t mind. But we do have a play to run. 
The audience is waiting.

BOB:  Audience? What audience? Where? (Looks around.)
NARRATOR:  (Points.) Out there. Look!

RICH:  (Writes name.) Thank you. You may get back to work now. 
Next! (SHERIFF EXITS UP LEFT.)

DEPUTY:  (Steps up.) Deputy.
RICH:  Last name.
DEPUTY:  Doowrong. (EXITS UP LEFT.)
RICH:  Next!
BOB:  Bob. (RICH writes name.) Skratchit.
RICH:  (Scratches out name.) First name.
BOB:  I already told you. It’s Bob. B-O-B. Bob!
RICH:  Bob.
BOB:  Skratchit.
RICH:  (Scratches out name. Irritated.) Either your name is Bob or it 

isn’t. Now what is your first name?
BOB:  I done told you! It’s Bob, and my last name is Skratchit, 

dadburnit! (Stomps OFF UP LEFT.)
KID KID:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Somebody get the sheriff of this two-

bit town. He and I got some old business to settle.
BO:  Hey, kid. We’ve got some very important grownup things to do. 

Why don’t you—(KID KID draws gun and points barrel at BO’S 
nose.)—wait right here while I go get him. (EXITS UP LEFT.)

RICH:  (To KID KID.) Now, then, it seems to me that you are too young 
to be packing a gun and calling out the sheriff.

KID KID:  I am not too young, and I got to call out the sheriff on 
account o’ him haulin’ my pappy and older brothers to jail.

RICH:  Oh, now I know who you are. You must be a member of the 
Younger Gang.

KID KID:  I ain’t no member of any such gang.
POLLY:  How did you get the name Kid Kid, kid?
KID KID:  Look at my face and age, ant-brain.
WIDOW:  (Crosses to KID KID. Angry.) How dare you talk to my 

daughter that way! I’d take you over my knee if you were my child. 
(KID KID aims gun at WIDOW.) But since you aren’t, I won’t. 
(Crosses back.)

POLLY:  Well, I’d advise you not to be calling out the sheriff.
KID KID:  I don’t care what you say. I’m gonna stay here until that no-

good sheriff gits here.
SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) Somebody lookin’ for me, or are they 

lookin’ for trouble?

SHERIFF:  (Claps his hand over DEPUTY’S mouth.) Proceed, 
Reverend Right.

REVEREND: Now for the legally binding part. (To RICH.) Do you take 
this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife for as long as you 
both shall live?

RICH:  (Not knowing who he is marrying!) I most certainly do!
REVEREND:  (To PRUNELLA.) And do you take this man to be your 

lawfully wedded husband for as long as you both shall live? 
(PRUNELLA nods.) I’ll take that as an “I do.” Then by the powers 
vested in me I now—

WIDOW:  (Interrupts.) Excuse me, Reverend. There is one crucial
piece of paper I need from Mr. Coldheart before you get him
hitched. (Crosses to RICH.) You did bring the contract with
you, I hope.

RICH:  Of course. (Hands WIDOW contract.) I hereby free you of all 
obligations stated in this contract. (She snatches at it. He pulls 
it away.) Once he pronounces us husband and wife and not a 
moment sooner.

WIDOW: (To PRUNELLA.) You hear that? I’ll get the contract just 
as soon as the Reverend Right finishes the ceremony. You 
understand? (PRUNELLA nods vigorously.)

RICH:  It is most wonderful to see you so happy to get married, my 
dear desert flower.

WIDOW: Proceed quickly, Reverend Right. The sooner I tear up that 
contract, the better everythin’ will be.

REVEREND:  I fully agree. I now pronounce you husband and wife. 
(RICH hands WIDOW contract.) You may kiss the bride.

WIDOW:  (Tears up contract.) Hallelujah!
RICH: You take care of your business, and I will take care of mine. 

(Closes eyes and puckers up as he lifts veil.)
PRUNELLA:  (Rips off veil and plants giant smooch on RICH.)

Gotcha, my little money bags! (ALL gasp.)
RICH:  (Staggers back.) But... but... I thought...
POLLY:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) You thought wrong, Mr. Coldheart!
SHERIFF:  Polly, thank goodness!
RICH:  (To WIDOW.) This can’t be right! There is a contract

between us.
SAL: That contract never did say that you’d be marryin’ Polly. You 

only had to marry a Cracker daughter of marriageable age.

SNYDLEY:  If it were mine, I would put my name first.
BO:  The Best Hotel?
BELLE:  Add more to it.
JUNE:  Tell them what kind of hotel it will be.
MAY:  Or where it is.
BO:  Hmmm... the Best Western Hotel.
KID KID:  Yeah, I like that!
SNYDLEY:  Excellent idea, Belle.
BELLE:  You’ve always been an inspiration.
BO: (To SNYDLEY and BELLE.) Say, with all the people comin’ and 

the sharp minds you two got, why not become partners with Sal 
and me? You can help me run the place.

SAL:  That’s a great idea.
SNYDLEY:  I don’t know.
APRIL:  (Yodels the most obnoxious yodel of the show!) I-dee-o-lay-

ee, yodel-o-oo, yodel-ay-ee, yodel-o-oo-ti!
SAL:  Well, we could just let you be April’s personal tour manager.
BELLE:  (Shakes hands with SAL.) We’ll take it!
SNYDLEY:  (Shakes hands with BO.) Done! (EVERYONE cheers. 

MUSIC CUE 10b:  “The Wild, Wild, Wildest West—Epilogue.”)
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) Oh, they traveled West in covered wagons,

Some folks walked and some folks rode.
An’ they followed the light of the Western Star,
Yes, they came from near an’ far.

GUYS:  (Sing.) They were conmen, swindlers an’ horse thieves.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were gamblers an’ soiled doves.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were pioneer set’lers, all homespun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!

GUYS:  (Sing.) “Hitch the wagon! Saddle up, now!
The Rockies are a-waitin’.”

GALS:  (Sing.) “Grab the reins an’ giddyup, now!”
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) “We’re headin’ for the promised land!”
GUYS:  (Sing.) They were prospectors, farmers an’ cowboys.
GALS:  (Sing.) They were merchants an’ men of the law.
ENSEMBLE:  (Sings.) They were outlaw gangs, livin’ by the gun,

In the wild, wild, wildest West, my son.
An’ that’s how the West was dun!
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SEQUENCE OF MUSICAL NUMBERS

MC 1 The Wild, Wild, Wildest
West—Prologue ................................. Ensemble

MC 1a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 2 The Code of the West ........................ Sheriff, Widow,

Polly, Rich, Extras
MC 3 It’s Always Darkest

Before the Dawn ................................ Bo, Sal, Prunella,
Widow, Polly

MC 4 The Schizophrenic Kid ....................... S. Kid, Calamity
Jan, Rich

MC 5 It’s Another Spaghetti Western ........... Sheriff, Deputy,
Chorus

MC 5a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 6 Citizens of Evil .................................... Villains
MC 6a Entr’Acte—Code of the West ............. Instrumental
MC 6b Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 7 We’re the Law

(An’ We Ain’t Afraid o’ Nothin’) ........... Sheriff, Deputy, Bob
MC 8 Hey There, Cowboy ........................... Saloon Girls
MC 8a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9 Wild, Wooly an’ Full o’ Fleas .............. Indianians,

Townspeople
MC 9a Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9b Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 9c Citizens of Evil—Reprise .................... Villains
MC 9d Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 10 I’m Just a Yodelin’ Gal from Indiana ... April, Villains
MC 10a  Narration Underscore ......................... Instrumental
MC 10b The Wild, Wild, Wildest

West—Epilogue ................................. Ensemble
MC 10c Curtain Call—Wild, Wooly an’
 Full o’ Fleas ........................................ Ensemble
MC 10d Optional Chorale Finale—It’s Always
 Darkest Before the Dawn ................... Ensemble

Scene Four
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout. SFX A:  GALLOPING HORSES. 
CALAMITY JAN ENTERS with S. KID (wearing black hat) through the 
BACK OF AUDITORIUM riding stick horses. They carry the money 
bags stolen from the bank. After galloping up and down several aisles, 
they end up DOWN RIGHT at their hideout and dismount.
CALAMITY JAN:  Whew! Our first successful bank robbery.
S. KID:  Yeah, good thing that deputy was an idiot.
NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT.) The outlaws would soon 

begin to count the money stolen from the bank.
CALAMITY JAN:  (Looks around.) Who said that?
S. KID:  How am I supposed to know? (SHERIFF ENTERS DOWN 

LEFT. He slowly approaches them as he draws his gun.)
NARRATOR:  Unknown to the outlaws, Sheriff Wayne John was 

sneaking up on them.
SHERIFF:  (Yells at NARRATOR.) Cut that out! We don’t want them to 

know I’m sneakin’ up on them.
NARRATOR:  Sorry. (EXITS DOWN LEFT. CALAMITY JAN and S. 

KID turn and face SHERIFF, who crosses to them.)
SHERIFF:  Sorry to spoil your fun, but we got laws against taking 

money from a bank like that. Well, well, well. If it ain’t Calamity 
Jane and—

CALAMITY JAN:  (Interrupts.) You’re right, it ain’t. It’s Jan!
SHERIFF:  And the Schizophrenic Kid. Those two hats give you away 

every time.
S. KID:  Yeah? So what’s it to you?
SHERIFF:  You look so much better in white.
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Really? Well, what do you know? This 

chapeau really does complement my coloring.
CALAMITY JAN:  (To S. KID.) You’re dumber than a chicken with its 

head cut off!
S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) What did you say? Are you accusin’ 

me of havin’ no brains? (Raises fists.)
SHERIFF:  Now, now, Kid. It is not polite to hit people.
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Goodness! I know not what came 

over me.
SHERIFF:  I have an idea on how to keep this nasty woman’s mouth 

shut. (Hands handkerchief to S. KID and pulls out handcuffs.) Tie 

By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ’til I drop.
Gonna git wild, woolly an’ full o’ fleas! (Lots of hoots ’n’ hollers. 
DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE.)

JUNE:  (Sings.) Them folks is in the spirit, the music’s goin’ strong.
It’s a good ol’ fashioned Western ballyhoo!
Jus’ jump on in an’ shake a leg, don’t make me have t’ beg.
The night is mighty young, we got some revelin’ t’ do!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ‘til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (More hoots ’n’ hollers. 
DANCE/INSTRUMENTAL INTERLUDE.)

AUGUST:  (Sings.)
Now, buckaroos an’ buckarettes, how wild can you get,
Stampin’ an’ a-stompin’ ’cross the floor?
Round an’ round they go, when they’ll stop nobody knows.
They’ll be a-hootin’ an’ a-holl’rin’ ’til they’re crawlin’ out the door!

ALL:  (Sing.) We’re gonna raise a ruckus, have a wing-ding tonight.
Git my spurs a-jingle janglin’ clear up to my knees.
By gum, I’ll never stop, I’ll just dance ‘til I drop.
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas!
Gonna git wild, wooly an’ full o’ fleas! (ALL laugh and cheer. 
MUSIC OUT. BLACKOUT. ALL EXIT.)

NARRATOR:  (ENTERS DOWN RIGHT with SPOTLIGHT. Moves 
to CENTER STAGE. MUSIC CUE 9a:  “Narration Underscore.”) 
What a weddin’ that was! Did you see the look on Richard’s face 
when he realized what had happened? That Sarsaparilla Sal’s 
one smart lady! I’m glad she’s on the side of the good guys and 
not the villains. Speaking of the bad guys, let’s jump ahead two 
weeks and see how things are holdin’ up at the hideout. (MUSIC 
OUT. EXITS DOWN LEFT. BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Four

Scene Five
LIGHTS UP:  On the hideout. S. KID in black hat, BLACK BART, 
BLACKER BART are DOWN RIGHT, playing cards at table. KID 
KID stands and watches. BELLE and CALAMITY JAN snooze on 
floor while sitting back to back. SNYDLEY stands by entrance on 
the lookout.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE, ACT ONE:  Two tables with chairs around them (in the 

saloon there should be five chairs, in the hideout there should be 
rickety chairs or benches to seat seven); a bar with a hand crank 
adding machine or old-fashioned cash register, pen and registry 
book on it, and behind or underneath the bar a cup of coffee, a 
roll and receipts; a small chair and desk with a telegraph machine 
and paper on it; a bank teller window with withdrawal slips and a 
pen on it, behind it two chairs, and underneath it lengthy contract 
papers, money, two money bags, “Closed” sign, two pencils and 
two large sketch pads, one with a poster of an intricate painting 
tucked inside.

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Magnifying glass (RICH)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Pitcher of lemonade, stirring spoon (BO)
Cloth or rag (SAL)
Suitcases (SNYDLEY, BELLE)
Coin money (SNYDLEY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Three:
Guns (S. KID, CALAMITY JAN, DEPUTY)
Pocket watch, wallet with money (RICH)
Handcuffs (DEPUTY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Four: 
Stick horses, money bags (CALAMITY JAN, S. KID)
Gun, handkerchief, handcuffs (SHERIFF)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Five:
Census book and pen (RICH)
Gun (KID KID)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Six:
Suitcases (SNYDLEY, BELLE)

ONSTAGE, ACT TWO:  Behind bar:  fry pan, large wooden spoon, 
extra registry book; in hideout:  rope, book on table.

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:
Blankets, food, pillows, pajamas (DEPUTY, BOB, SHERIFF)
Stick horse (LONE STRANGER)
Teddy bear (DEPUTY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Two: 
“On Strike” picket signs (SNYDLEY, BELLE, S. KID, CALAMITY 

JAN, KID KID, BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT
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APRIL ........................................ one of four sisters from Indiana 48 
(a.k.a. “The Indianians”) invited 
to sing for the town celebration 
despite her terribly annoying 
yodeling

MAY ........................................... another sister; feisty 18
JUNE ......................................... same 19
AUGUST ................................... eldest; leads the group 21
EXTRAS .................................... as TOWNSPEOPLE, POSSE n/a 

OF DEPUTIES, SALOON GIRLS, 
COWBOYS, COWGIRLS, etc.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
TIME:  The 1880s.
PLACE:  Low Humidity Chasm, which of course is in the Wild West.

SETTING
The town of Low Humidity Chasm is set up with area staging. The 
saloon and hotel are STAGE RIGHT. A table and chairs are set up in the 
saloon, RIGHT, and a bar, which also serves as the hotel registration 
desk, is RIGHT CENTER. An old hand crank adding machine sits on 
the desk. There is an EXIT UP RIGHT out to the street, and one UP 
CENTER leading to the hotel rooms. The bank and telegraph office are 
STAGE LEFT. A small desk with a chair behind it sits LEFT CENTER; 
a sign hanging above it identifies it as the telegraph office, and a 
telegraph machine and paper sit on the desk. Further LEFT is the 
bank teller window. An EXIT UP LEFT leads to the street. Far DOWN 
RIGHT, a rickety table and chairs are set up for the villains’ hideout in 
an abandoned hotel. The NARRATOR uses the FORESTAGE area, 
and later the sheriff’s camp will be set up DOWN LEFT.

Ride ’em in! Ride about!
Ride ’em inside out! (Suddenly the MUSIC changes to a funk/rap 
feel. [NOTE:  Feel free to ad-lib rap vocal inflections, scratchy 
record, turntable sounds, etc.] ALL dance a hip hop style dance. 
Shout.) Reel ’em in! Reel ’em out!
Reel ’em out! Reel ’em in!
Line ’em up! Shoot ’em down!
Run ’em right through the town!
Push ’em out! Beat ’em up!
Beat ’em up! Push ’em out!
Hang ’em high! Hang ’em low!
Hang ’em by the big toe! Yo! (MUSIC returns to original feel.)
(Sing.) Ride ’em in… (Speak in rhythm.) Who cares!

GUYS:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
If I hear once more, “Git along little doggies!”
It’ll prematurely turn me gray!

GALS:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue.
If I hear once more ’bout the O.K. Corral,
Yer like t’ see a deepressed gal!

ALL:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
Just how many ways can you say,
(Speak in rhythm; big fake smiles; wave to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sing.) …in the course of a single day?
It’s another spaghetti Western,
With another lame Western epilogue.
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog?
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog?
(Shout; sarcastic.) Happy trails! (MUSIC OUT. TOWNSPEOPLE 
EXIT, shaking their heads and complaining under their breath.)

SHERIFF:  Dudley, you stay here and get Mr. Coldheart’s statement. 
I’ll go after those robbers. (EXITS UP LEFT.)

DEPUTY:  (To RICH.) You know, this reminds me of the time you was 
kidnapped.

RICH:  What about it?
DEPUTY:  People called it a get-Rich-quick scheme. (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Three

S. KID:  (To BLACKER BART.) Do you have any threes? (They play 
cards as CALAMITY JAN begins to snore.)

BELLE:  (Wakes up.) Huh? What’s that? (To CALAMITY JAN.) Quit 
it, you snortin’ pig! (CALAMITY JAN continues.) I said quit it! 
(CALAMITY JAN snores even louder.) That’s it! I’ve had it up to 
here. (Stands up and CALAMITY JAN falls back.)

CALAMITY JAN:  Owww! What in thunder did you move for?
BELLE:  All you do is snore, snore, snore! How can anybody get any 

sleep around here?
CALAMITY JAN:  I’d sleep a whole lot better if you’d quit movin’ 

around. All you do is move, move, move!
BELLE:  I’ll make it so you’ll never feel me move again.
CALAMITY JAN:  Just you try it! And I’ll make sure you never hear 

me snore again!
BELLE:  Oh, yeah?
CALAMITY JAN:  Yeah! (They wrestle around, falling back onto 

the table.)
S. KID:  (Switches to black hat.) Look what you two polecats have 

done!
BELLE/CALAMITY JAN:  Stay outta this!
S. KID:  (Switches to white hat.) Yes, my dear ladies. That was 

extremely inappropriate of me to interfere with your affairs. Please 
forgive me.

BLACK BART:  (To S. KID.) Why can’t you be like me and stop 
switchin’ the fool hat all the time?

KID KID:  Why do you all have to keep actin’ like babies?
BLACKER BART:  Who are you callin’ a baby?
SNYDLEY:  Stop! Stop this, all of you! This is insane!
KID KID:  What’s insane is bein’ cooped up here for almost two weeks 

with these loco idiots.
SNYDLEY:  We are so very close to success!
BLACKER BART:  How do you know?
CALAMITY JAN:  Yeah!
SNYDLEY:  You cut me to the quick. Indeed your question is a good 

one. One that deserves an answer.
BLACK BART:  So stop playin’ politician and answer the ding-

dang question!

“Get out of jail free” cards (CALAMITY JAN, S. KID, KID KID, 
SNYDLEY, BELLE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Three:
Rag (BO)
Suitcase, bible, money, pocket watch (REVEREND)
Case with horn (APRIL)
Handkerchief (MAY)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Four:
Bible (REVEREND)
Handkerchief (WIDOW)
Contract (RICH)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Five:
Deck of cards (S. KID, BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
Guns (BLACK BART, BLACKER BART, KID KID)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Six:
Rolling pin (PRUNELLA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Seven:
Basket of flowers (APRIL)
Stick horses (SNYDLEY, S. KID, KID KID, BLACK BART, 

BLACKER BART)
BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Eight:

Ransom note (DEPUTY)
Pickle (LONE STRANGER)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Nine:
Deck of cards (CALAMITY JAN)
Bandanas (BLACK BART, BLACKER BART)
Guns (ALL VILLAINS except SNYDLEY and BELLE)

SOUND EFFECTS
Galloping and trotting horses, explosion, “Hah!” and whiplash (Rawhide 
Theme), crickets chirping and lone wolf howling, glass breaking, the 
Lone Stranger Theme (includes voices, gunshots and galloping). All 
SFXs are included on the CD set available from the publisher.

COSTUMES
Generally everyone wears standard Western attire. Most of the 
men will need cowboy hats, except possibly BO BEST and RICH 
COLDHEART. The latter might have a derby hat, or perhaps a top 
hat for the wedding scene. SCHIZOPHRENIC KID wears two hats, 
as identical as possible, one black and one white. This actor might 
want to attach the hats to his belt with string for easy access. An 
alternative might be to have the actor paint his face half white and half 
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THE WILD, WILD, WILDEST WEST
or… How the West Was Dun
Book by Christopher Gieschen

Music and Lyrics by Bill Francoeur

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

TOWNSPEOPLE
SHERIFF WAYNE JOHN......... true hero in every sense 116 

of the word
DEPUTY DOOWRONG ........... his heart is in the right place, 73 

but his brain isn’t
WIDOW CRACKER ................. Polly and Prunella’s mother 32
POLLY WANDA CRACKER .... true heroine 38
PRUNELLA CRACKER ........... wants to wed Rich Coldheart 29
COWBOY BOB SKRATCHIT .. heart of gold with rough edges 52
BO BEST .................................. proprietor of the hotel; 63 

always wants what is the best
SARSAPARILLA SAL .............. runs saloon; helps Bo as 44 

Bo doesn’t always know
RICH COLDHEART ................. owns bank 89

VILLAINS
SNYDLEY DASTARDLEY ....... chief bad guy 55
BELLE STARR ......................... main bad gal 26
SCHIZOPHRENIC KID ............ has two distinct personalities 59
CALAMITY JAN ....................... that’s J-A-N-E (but the E is silent) 57
KID KID ..................................... young, but tough as nails nails 34
BLACK BART ........................... mean 35
BLACKER BART ...................... meaner 34

OTHERS
REVEREND RIGHT ................. man of the cloth 21
NARRATOR .............................. tells it like it is 21
THE LONE STRANGER .......... who is that masked man... or 25 

masked woman?

(Sing.) Yer like t’ see a grown man cry! (THE WILD, WILD WEST 
THEME begins. ALL roll their eyes and moan under their breath, 
but dutifully, as if they’ve done it all before, begin dancing. Suddenly 
we hear the MUSIC and SFX of THE LONE STRANGER THEME. 
As the MUSIC begins, ALL grimace and groan and pretend to 
climb on imaginary horses during the following ad-libs.)

ALL:  (Ad-lib.) Oh, no! Not again! I’m sick o’ this! I’m movin’ East! I’ve 
got saddle burn!

SHERIFF:  (Shouts.) Saddle up! (As the GALLOPING SECTION of 
the music begins, ALL lower their heads and begin galloping, 
slapping the hind end of their imaginary horses.)

ALL:  (Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.
Just how many ways can you say,
(Shout; big fake smiles; wave to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sing.) …in the course of a single day?

SHERIFF/RICH/DEPUTY:  (Sing.)
It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue.
An’ jus’ when you thought you done heard everything,
Some cowboy rides up to you an’ sings…

ALL:  (With fake pasted smiles on their faces. Sing.)
Happy trails to you, until we meet again.
Happy trails to you, keep smilin’ on ’til then…
(Grimace; shout.) Yuck!
(Sing.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With another lame Western epilogue.
How many times can you ride into the sunset
With yer geetar, yer horse an’ yer dog? (THE GOOD, THE BAD 
AND THE UGLY THEME begins. ALL put their hands to their 
foreheads and look out over the AUDIENCE as if searching for… 
who knows what?! Suddenly the BONANZA THEME begins. ALL 
are at their wits’ end. They grimace, shake their heads, hands 
over their ears, but again dutifully mount their imaginary horses 
and begin riding. SFX:  GUNSHOT, “HAH!” and WHIP. RAWHIDE 
THEME begins. Sing.) Head ’em up! Move ’em out!
Move ’em out! Head ’em up!
Saddle up! Ride aroun’!
Ride ’em upside-down!
Head ’em up! Move ’em out!
Move ’em out! Head ’em up!

SNYDLEY:  Belle and I shall utilize subtle reconnaissance methods 
and reconnoiter the outskirts of town for evidence and hearsay.

CALAMITY JAN:  Fine, just don’t forget to look around and pick up 
what folks are thinkin’ and sayin’.

SNYDLEY:  Whatever you say.
BLACK BART:  (To SNYDLEY and BELLE.) Not so fast there. I don’t 

trust the two of you.
BLACKER BART:  Me neither!
BELLE:  Why not?
KID KID:  You’re bad guys like us, and bad guys can’t be trusted. So 

we don’t trust you. You got it now?
BELLE:  I see what you mean.
S. KID:  (To KID KID.) What do you say that we do?
KID KID:  We all go to town with them. If Sheriff John ain’t gone yet, 

we take him out for a long one-way ride outta town.
BLACK BART:  (Slaps KID KID’S back and KID KID goes flying.) I 

like this kid!
SNYDLEY:  Fine. We will all go. But first, pick up your mess. (ALL 

grumble and complain as LIGHTS FADE OUT.)

End of Scene Five

Scene Six
SPOTLIGHT UP:  NARRATOR ENTERS DOWN LEFT. MUSIC CUE 
9b:  “Narration Underscore.”
NARRATOR:  Soon the villains will enter town. How will Sheriff John 

get out of this predicament? Will Polly ever get to be with her true 
love? And will they ever get to ride off into the sunset? Soon we 
will reveal all! So let’s watch and find out just what—

BOB:  (Sticks head out from DOWN RIGHT.) If you’d quit your 
yappin’ maybe we’d all get a chance to find out! (MUSIC OUT. 
SPOTLIGHT OUT on NARRATOR and BOB, who EXIT. LIGHTS 
COME UP on saloon. POLLY and WIDOW are planning festival 
with BO and SAL.)

SAL:  That’s some news you got about your property and the 
railroad.

WIDOW:  Thanks to Prunella!
POLLY:  Our property is worth more money than Mr. Coldheart’s bank!

black, wear a black and white costume and turn one way or the other 
to represent the different personalities (this option would definitely 
be more challenging for the actor). CALAMITY JAN also wears a 
cowboy hat. WIDOW CRACKER and perhaps BELLE STARR might 
sport feminine hats. The gang of VILLAINS and the LAWMEN all 
wear holsters with guns. THE LONE STRANGER wears a mask with 
another mask beneath it. For the wedding scene, PRUNELLA wears 
something that can pass for a wedding dress, and most importantly, a 
rather thick wedding veil.
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other guy much better. (Takes white hat off of S. KID and places 
black hat on his head.) See?

S. KID:  (Tough. Grabs DEPUTY’S gun.) Okay, lawman. Reach for 
the sky!

DEPUTY:  (Whirls around.) What’s goin’—(S. KID conks out DEPUTY 
with his gun. He turns it on RICH.)

RICH:  Oh, for Pete’s sake! Here we go again. (Raises his hands.)
CALAMITY JAN:  Great work, Kid. Let’s grab the loot and high-tail 

it outta here. (Takes money from RICH. She and S. KID quickly 
EXIT UP LEFT.)

RICH:  (Runs around bank, shouts.) Help! Sheriff! The bank has been 
robbed! Help!

DEPUTY:  (Comes to and stumbles over to RICH.) Which way did 
they go? Huh? Huh? Which way did they go?

SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP LEFT.) I heard you yellin’ that there were 
robbers ’round here!

RICH:  Yes! Robbers!
SHERIFF:  Quickly, tell me which way they went!
RICH:  They went out the doors rather quickly. Their horses carried 

them east on Main Street.
SHERIFF:  Those must have been the two ridin’ out of town like a 

stampede was after them.
DEPUTY:  (Points right.) That means they went that-a-way. (Stands 

tall and square at the shoulders.) We can head ’em off at the pass! 
(MUSIC CUE 5:  “It’s Another Spaghetti Western.” TOWNSFOLK 
ENTER.)

RICH:  (Speaks.) I hate clichés.
DEPUTY:  (Speaks.) You, too? I don’t like French food neither. 

Someone once said that real men don’t eat clichés.
SHERIFF:  (Rolls his eyes. Sings.)

It’s another spaghetti Western,
It’s a tired ol’ Western cliché.

RICH:  (Sings.) Just how many ways can you say,
(Shouts; big fake smile; waves to AUDIENCE.)
“Howdy, pardner!” (Sings.) ...in the course of a single day?

DEPUTY:  (Sings.) It’s another spaghetti Western,
With its worn out Western dialogue…

RICH/DEPUTY:  (Sing.) If I hear me another
(Shout.) “Reach fer the sky!”

BO:  Things are coming together for our celebration. We got people 
comin’ from miles around just to see this extravaganza. All we 
need now is to plan some extravaganza.

SHERIFF:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT with BOB and DEPUTY.) How’s 
it goin’?

SAL:  Okay, except for one little detail.
POLLY:  The entertainment spot.
DEPUTY:  I knew it! I just knew it! If I’d been in charge this wouldn’t 

have happened!
BOB:  You couldn’t get a Christmas dance ready by July 4th, and 

you know it. We need some action stuff to entertain all them 
city-slickers.

SHERIFF:  Bob’s right. We need somethin’ that has real Wild, Wild 
West action.

DEPUTY:  Hold it! Just don’t go havin’ no giant spiders. I 
hate spiders!

SHERIFF:  As I was sayin’, those people’ll want to see horse ridin’, 
bank robbin’ and villain catchin’ and... uh-oh!

WIDOW:  See, Sheriff. We do have a problem. No villains to be found 
to play their part. It has been mighty quiet around these parts.

RICH:  (ENTERS UP RIGHT and hides behind bar. PRUNELLA 
ENTERS UP RIGHT carrying a rolling pin, looks around and 
EXITS UP CENTER. RICH crosses to SHERIFF when he’s sure 
PRUNELLA is gone. Gets on his knees to SHERIFF.) Oh, please! 
Help me, please! I’m losing all my money!

SHERIFF:  You been takin’ our money for years. Now, Prunella spends 
it all over town. We’re just gettin’ our money back, that’s all. Get on 
home before I tell her that you’re here.

RICH:  Promise you won’t tell her where I am?
SHERIFF:  (Raises hand.) Scout’s honor.
RICH:  Oh, thank you, Sheriff! (EXITS UP RIGHT.)
PRUNELLA:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) Where’d my little moneybags 

run off to? I just love spending his money!
BOB:  Say there, Deputy Doowrong, what was that there song we 

sang by the campfire that night?
DEPUTY:  Huh? Oh, yeah! It was “Home on the Range.”
BOB:  Yep, “Home on the Range.” (Sings a cappella.) Oh, give 

me a home where old Richard can roam. He’s there and he’s 
hidin’ all day.
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