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GUNFIGHT AT THE DEADWOOD DOOM STONE SALOON

by David Rawson and Jenifer Hillman

SCENE 1

(Two OLD TIMERSsitting in their rocking chairs, spitting, and reminiscingabout

OT1:

OoT2:

OT1:

OoT2:

OT1:

OoT2:

OT1:
OT2:

OT1:

the 'Good Ol Days")
MUSIC: WESTERN MOOD MUSIC

Howdy Pardners! Settleyour hidesdown onto your saddlesandlisten up.
Ohyes,| remembetthe early days. Life weren'teasythen. None of these
soft leathersaddles,we usedto ride them straight off the buffalo's back.
(Spits).

Whenwe first cameto this town, it werethe wildesttown in thewhole of the
Wild West. It weresowild eventhe local wildlife wouldn'tlive here. You
never left home without a cocked pistol in your hols{&pits).

We were part of that greatmigrationwestward. Partof history. We drove
our wagons westward, leaving behind our can openersand toilet rolls.
(Spits).

| neverleft mine behind. Back thenwe coveredopen prairieswherethe
buffalo still buffed, Indians scalpedbefore askingyou your name,and the
wolves wolfed down what the Indians left behir{&pits).

Yes sir... Only the brave,the foolish andthe downrightbad daredto travel
with us. Legendswere born way out westwhenwe rode the high prairies.
(Spits).

But therewasonelegend,onethat standsalone...morealonethanthe Lone
Rangerafter a pot full of bakedbeans. The Gunfight at the Deadwood
DoomstoneSaloonwasa story of wrongdoingandrevenge yobberyandfoul
play, dastardly Indians and strange womgspits).

And some very prickly cacti(Spits).

And we werethere. Yep. Rightin the middle of all the action. Of all the
tales in all of the wild west and we had to be in that ¢Bgits).

Now listenup Pardners.Our story startsway overthehills in afar off Indian
camp,wherethechief, Him HeapHairy Big Nosewashavinghis daily nostril
hairs trimmed, by his squaw, Little Feet Running Fé@8bth spit).



SCENE 2. The Indian Camp.

(Indian scenesettingmusicor chantor totempolesdance. In the centreChiefis
lying on the floor with Little Feet Running Fast pulling at his nostril hair).

LFRF: Stop screaming Chief Hairy Big Nose, you know' um they must come out!

Chief: That's enoughLittle FeetRunningFast! There'sonly so much heepbig
painindian chief cantake heepof. And besidesf you pull it all out | shall
haveto find a newname! Now bring me my pipe sothat| cansit andsmoke
in peace.

LFRF: Oh great chiefHairy Big Nose,haveyou not forgotten? Beforeyou 'um
smokeyour pieceof pipeyou mustmeetwith theyoungbraveswvho have'um
just returned from their latest scalping raid.

Chief: Ohif'um must,althoughwhat all you young'umbravesfind so fascinating
about'umbit of deadskin, mattedhair andbloodis beyondme. Give meatin
openerany dayit's far more useful. If only um palefacesdidn't hog'umso
much! Bring the bravebravesto seeme. How! How many scalpshav'um
you scalped this time?

(Enter Him Who Scalpsto the Skull, and Him Heap Pain in the Behind,and Him
Heap Scared of Spiders).

Skull: How? Oh! GreatChief - raid on um palefacewigwam heapbig success.
We see'um pale faces,we kill um pale faces;bang banghootum arrows.
Heapbig blood andgoreandbrainsspilling out. Seewhatwe havebrought
you. (Shows him scalps - Chief reacts with uncertainty).

Behind: White manhasmuchstrangewvigwamwith roof andfour sides. It is made
of wood and heapbig heavy. We let Him Who Has No Brain carry it back
for you.

Chief: Where is Him Who Has No Brain? | don't see him with you.

Behind: It will takehim manymoonsto travel. Many sunsandmoons,maybe. It
is not easy to carry so much wood in one piece.

Spiders: We sawmanystrangethingson our raid, great chiefwith HeapBig Hairy
Nose. Them um pale faces are behaving as strangely as coyote with um runs.

Chief: You mean um sitting down on jpolidlim Heap Scared of Spiders?

Spiders: No, oh nostril boundwise one,um keeprunningto um hills anddigging
heap big holes.

Skull: Theyseemto belike living in holesup there. More holesin um mountain
now, than in um Swiss cheese.

Spiders: Ortheyspendall dayin theriver with a bowl thatholdsno waterandthey
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look at 'um mud all the time.

Chief: Um. This um moststrange But we do not know the ways of the paleface
we only take um scalps. But we cannotallow the pale skins to take our
sacred land.

(Stage effect as cut out smoke clouds appear).

LFRF: Look 'umin sky oh Chief Hairy Big Nose. Smokesignalsfrom Little Puff
and his brother Big Puff. I'd recognise their writing anywhere!

Chief: What'um my billowy brothers say of Little Feet Running Fast?

LFRF: They bring newsof heepbig wagontrain approachingmany pale faces
singing happy songs.

(AsLFRF readsthe signalsthe smokecloudsmustbereversedo revealwording or
pictorial representation).

Chief: Thisis final heepof straw! The palefacesnustbe stopped. Bring me their
scalps and their tin openers my brave braves! And show no mercy!

(BRAVES gather for comical war danweéh lots of strange chanting.
SONG:"I'M AN INDIAN TOO"

Then exit to loud hollering and shouts).

SCENE 3. The town of Deadwood Doomstone. In the street outside the saloon.
(Line across stage leading to DEPUTY, staking gold claims in the hills).

Deputy: Now comeon, form an orderly line. No onegetsa claim until you've
signed your name and registered with me. Who's first?

Goldstein: | am Deputy.

Deputy: Name?

Goldstein: Goldstein, deputy.



Deputy: Where's your claim, Mr. Goldstein?

Goldstein: At the top of the Snake River, in Them There Hills.

Deputy: Right sign you name here. Who's next?

Goldberg: Me, Deputy. My name's Goldberg.

Deputy: And where's your claim, Mr. Goldberg?

Goldberg: In the valley by Hangman's Oak. Up in Them There Hills.

Deputy: Right, sign your name here. Who's next?

Goldfinger: Me, Deputy. My name's Goldfinger.

Deputy: And where's your claim Mr. Goldfinger?

Goldfinger: Dead Man's Hollow, up in Them There Hills.

Deputy: Right, sign your name here. Who's next?

Dawg: My name's Dawg.

Deputy: Well I'm Deputy, Dawg. Stake your claim.

Sheriff: Howdy Stranger. I'm Marshall Marshall, but you can call me Sheriff.
That'sa mighty strangepieceof facial camouflageyou havethere. Whatare
you trying to hide?

Masked: Howdy Marshall Sheriff Sir, they call me the MaskedMan, coz I'm a
manwith a maskandthat'sall you needto know. I've heardthere'sgold in
Them There Hills and I'm looking for the claim office to stakemy patch.
Perhaps you could point me in the right direction.

Sheriff: Rightyou are,MaskedMan. You oughtto know | treata manlike a man
until he crosseghe law, andthenl treathim like a man whocrosseghe law,
and hunt him down. So you're in Doomstonebecauseyou've heardthat
there'sgold in ThemThereHills. You needto seeDeputyDeputy. He deals
with that sort of thing. Just joinall the townsfolk over therein that queue.
Seems like everyone's jumping on that bandwagon.

Cowboy 1: Talking of wagons,herecomesthe stagecoachandit's leadingin the
wagontrain. They surearekicking up somedust,they mustbe in a hurry.
Guess they've heard that Calamity Kate is singing in the saloon this
afternoon.

(Townsfolk turn to sing:
SONG: THE DEADWOOD STAGE.

Enter PIONEERSat the end of the song, with a few arrows sticking out of their
headsand arms,and shoutingphrasessuchas: "Whoa!" "Stop!" "Hangon
to your hatsboys!" "Still got your hair on Bill?" Sometaketheir hatsoff to
reveal bald heads).



Bill: Whew! That was a close shave.

Jim: Nearest I've been to an Indian since Ma's cacti curry last week.

Sheriff; Welcometo DeadwoodDoomstonepardners. You surekicked up some
dust back there. Did you meet with trouble on the way?

Bill: We were attackedby a group of Red Indians. We only just escapedy the
skin of our scalps.

Masked: (Totheladiesin gallantfashion). Sounddike aterrifying experience.If
| can be of any help, don't hesitate to call on me.

Ladies. (All together). What a hunk!

(All faint to the groundatlutching their hearts).

Deputy: Well folks you look all shookup. What a way to arrive in Deadwood
Doomstone. How aboutthe Sheriff herestandseveryonedrink in the saloon
just to show how neighbourly we arédSHERIFF reacts in disbelief).

Cowboy 2: Soundslike a fine ideato me; Calamity Kate'son stagein a while.
What a woman! Why she'sgot enoughijigger, rattle, and roll to cheerthe
chops off a Chinaman.

Cowboy 3: Come on everybody,into the saloon! The drinks are on Marshall
Marshall Sheriff.

(The SHERIFFgoesto stopthem but the crowd stampedeff stage,trampling the
SHERIFF in the process).

SCENE 4. In the saloon.

(Thereis a bar manand a coupleof tablesof card playersas well as servinggirls
and the local townsfolk,pioneersand a few extras; saloonmusicplayingin
the background).

Deputy: Howdy barman. We've got somestrangersn town, just come off the
trail. They'reasthirsty asa desertfull of cacti. Sheriff's standingthe first
round.

Bar: What'll it be stranger? Are you on the beer or the sasparilla?
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Masked: Justcall me MaskedMan barman. Setme up a milkshake,shakennot
stirred.
Barman: One milkshake coming up, the usual way.

(He putsa glasson the bar and whizzesit downto the end of the bar wherethe
MASKED MAN catches it with style).

Barman: And beers for the rest of you.

(Putsa wholetray of beeron to the bar and sendsit downto the otherend. The
PIONEERSivefor it. MASKEDMAN coolly takesa straw out and startsto
drink his milkshake).

Mildred: Wow! Did you see that? He's so cool. What a g{Baints).

Emma: What a hunk!(Faints).

Felicity: He makes me go all weak at the kne@saints).

Fred: For goodnesssake Mildred, can't you control your devilish desiresin a
public place? (He picks her up).

George: | don'tknow what's comeovermy Emma She'sbeena changedvoman
since we started on this trigHe picks EMMA up).

Tom: | blameit all on thosebumpy dirt trackswe've beena travelling; they've
turned their brains to jelly(Picks up FELICITY).

Cowboy 1: You need a fourth for a game of cards, boys?

(He goes to a table where there are three gamblers getting out a pack of cards).

Gambler 1. We suredo. Pull upachair, putyour stakeon thetableandkeepyour
gun in your holster.

(They start playing cards).

Barman: (To MASKEDMAN). Theysuredo taketheir cardsseriouslyroundhere,
Masked Man.

(Enter BILLY the KID, carrying a rattle).

Deputy: Say, Billy the Kid, we ain't seenyou aroundfor a while. You beenin
hiding again?

Billy: My Ma locked me in my room because | wouldn't do my chores.

Sheriff: Your Ma's a fine woman, Billy the Kid, | won't hear a word against her!
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Billy: And she's stopped my tuck for a week!

Deputy: Saythat'sabit harshBilly, | canseewhy you'relooking a bit downin the
dumps. Hows about | buy you a drink?

Billy: ThanksDeputyDeputy,I'll havea doublewhiskeyon the rocksif you don't
mind, barman,but I'd bettermakeit quick, the Milky Bar Kid's on his way
over here with a bag full of chocolate and | can't be late.

Barman: Now you know I'm not allowed to serve you whiskey Billy.

(BILLY startsto sulk and throwsa tantrumand startsto roll aroundon the floor,
then kicking, screamingand wailing as he is draggedoff by the DEPUTY,
shouting: Not fair! Not fair! Not fair!).

Sheriff; That Billy the Kid sure hasgot a temperon him. He's going to be a
handfulwhenhegrowsup. Say,barmanwhen'sCalamityKategoingto sing
to us? We've been waiting to see her all day.

Barman: Why hereshecomesnow, looking sweeterthana roseand smelling of
spice and all things nice. Hold onto your pints pardners!

(Enter CALAMITY KATE who standson the stageamidstcheeringand clapping
and startsto danceto a songby the SpiceGirls, accompaniedy other bar
girls. As shesings,shehas various accidents. Whenshe has finished she
comeff the stage,andtrips up onher dressknockingmilkshakewhich goes
all over the MASKED MAN. He looks up and sees CALAMITY KATE).

Kate: | do beg your pardonstrangeMaskedMan. Accidentsalways seemto
happen when I'm around. Look | have a handkerchief to wipe up the mess.

Masked: Whata smile! Whata figure! Whatan accent!lt hasa strangetwangto
it? Are you from the West?

Kate: No, I'm just having trouble with the Americanaccent. I've practisedfor
hours, but it keeps coming out as a cross between a screech and a crackle.

Masked: Of all the bars, in all the Wild West, and you had to walk into this one!

OT1: Yep, the Masked Man, he sure was smitten by Calamity Kapés).

OT2: He was as smittenas the Milky Bar Kid was when he first cameacross
Nestle's chocolat€Spits).

OT1:. He wasassmittenasBilly the Kid waswhen he first heardthe tale of the
Three Billy Goats Gruff and decidedto name himself after one of them.
(Spits).

OT2: But, unfortunately,he was also as smitten as Big Bad John,who at that
moment walked into the bgiSpits).

Barman: Look out everybody! It's Big Bad John!
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(Big intake of breath from all ACTORS who repeat):
All: BIG BAD JOHN

John: Hey, MaskedStranger. Takeyour handsoffa my girl, or I'll shootyou full
of more holes than there is in a packet of polo's.

Masked: Now look here,Pardner) ain'tlooking for trouble,but| believeagirl has
the right to make up her own mind about who she talks to.

John: She has made up her mind, strange Masked Man, and she chose me.

Masked: And you are?

John: Theycall me John. Big BadJohn,cozI'm big, I'm bad and'm calledJohn,
and here's my song.

SONG: BIG BAD JOHN - adapted to tune dfEROY BROWN

John: Now, take off that mask,revealyour true identity and fight like a man,
strange Masked Man.

Masked: | ain'ttaking my maskoff for no man, Big Bad John,and| ain't letting
you push this talentedmime artist and beautiful Spice Rose of the West
around. And your reputation don't scare me despite your awful singing.

Kate: Oh Masked Man! No one's ever called me talented beféraints).

George: Another one bites the dust.

Tom: It's getting to be a popular pastime round here.

John: This town ain't big enough for the two of us Masked Man!

(Takesa swingat him and missesand hits the DEPUTYinsteadwho happengo be
standing behind).

Cowboy 1: You're cheating, you cheatin' cheatin' cheatin' scoundrel!

(He throwsthe table over and startsfighting, as JOHN takesanotherswingat the
MASKED MAN).

Gambler: It's a bar brawl!

(General brawl ensuesin slow motion, only to be stoppedby the entranceof a
golddigger).

Goldman: Gold! Gold! Gold!



(EVERYONE stops and looks at him.  There is silence).

Sheriff; What did you say, Goldman?
Goldman: There's gold in Them There HillgHe holds up a piece of gold).
Everyone: Gold!

(Theyall rush out of the Saloon,leavingthe MASKEDMAN alonein the saloon.
He stands up and adjusts his mask).

SCENE 5. Out on the prairies, in the CATTLE RUSTLERS camp.
(The COWBOYS are sitting around the camp fire. A wandring star is in the sky).

Masked: | just don'tseemto getit right. Everytown | go to | alwaysendup
causingtrouble and losing the girl. Bad luck follows me aroundlike a
buffalo with a badsmell. | endup leaving behindme a lot of bullet holes.
Looks like this town is just the same,and onceagain,|I'm going to haveto
pick up my maskand moveon. Say,is thata campfirel seeover behind
thosecacti? | think | could do with somecompany. | might just moseyon
over and see if they have some baked beans to share.

(RUSTLERS go to the fire and sit round it).

Rustler 2. How many more miles is it to Doomstone, Bob?

Bob: About anothertwenty or so. Big Bad John'sgoneup aheado seeif thereis
anything going on in the town that we should know about. He hearda
rumour that there was some gold hunting going on in Them There Hills.

Rustler 4. Why, herehe comesnow. Howdy John,comeandtakea plate of beef
stew and tell us all the news from Deadwood Doomstone.

John: Thanks,| surecould do with somerealfood in me. CalamityKate may be
pretty, but shesureain't heardof Mrs. Beeton! She'sthe only womanl! know
who can make baked potato seem like an adventure.

Bob: So what did you find down there, John?
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John: They'vefoundthegoldin ThemThereHills, andthey'reall up theredigging
awayaswe speak. | neverseena town so excited! The momentthey heard
the newsthey were packing up their shovelsand their goldpans,changing
their nameso Goldfather,RockergoldfellerandRichardGoldson,andracing
up the track that leads to our fortune.

(INDIANS come in led by CHIEF, waving white handkerchief).

Chief: How! | comein um peacewaving my cleanum hanky and holding um
peace pipe Heap um Big Bad John. | come to talk to um Big Bad paleface.

John: That's me Mr. Indian. What do you want with us?

Chief: How! Paleface chief.

John: How what?

Chief: How .... oh neverum mind. Um Paleface®f DeadwoodDoomstonehave
found um gold on um sacredindianland. Um gold is part of um ancestors
burial ground. It wasplacedthereby um grandfathergrandfather.Um need
to put it um back.

John: | see. (Aside). This couldbedangedricky. (To CHIEF). How canwe help
you?

Chief: Little Feet Running Fast has um cunning plan. She will tell you.

Feet: We wait until all um gold is in um bank. Thenum attackin middle of day
whenbankis open. Indiansraid um town andhelptakegold away. We split
um gold fifty fifty.

Rustler: | think we need to discuss this in private, John.

Bob: Excuse us a moment, oh great Redskin chief.

Chief: Of um course.

(Both groups go to separate sides of the stage and whisper together).

Chief: And when they are not looking we'll run off with the gold.
Indians. Tehehehehee snigger snigger.

John: And when they're not looking we'll run off with the gold ....
Rustlers. Tehehehehehee snigger snigger.

(Both INDIANS and COWBOye each other with secret grins on their faces!).

John: | think we are agreed then. We will help you.

Chief: Good, let us go and smoke um piece of pipe to show our friendship.

John: Justaminute. | have beeinto thetown of Deadwooddoomstondodayand
seen Sheriff Marshall and his deputy, Deputy Deputy.
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Rustler 2: Will they be any trouble?

John: No, they'll be a pushover, but thereis a strangeMaskedMan intown, who
looks mighty familiar. He'sslickerwith agunthanatwo fingeredcoyoteand
faster than a buffalo on the run. Fortunately,| think he's fallen for my
CalamityKate,evenwith his maskon he can'thide his lovesickeyes. | could
ask her to divert him.

Rustler 3: But you won't let anyone near Calamity Kate, John. She's your girl.

John: She'sonly my girl whenI'm in DeadwoodDoomstone Rustler,and after
eating her baked potato, | may be having second thoughts.

Bob: Well let's figure a plan then.

(The INDIANS and COWBOY Seave the stage discussingways of robbing the
bank).

Masked: What a nestful of vipers|'ve stumbledinto. The plottingsthicker than
old Ma Baker'sdumplingandcustard. | guesghisis my chanceto bea hero,
andto saveDeadwoodDoomstone. Why, this is the stuff of legends. Now
where's my horsePWhistles).Trigger!

(Enter TRIGGER the horse, hobbling to coconut clip clops).

Masked: Why Trigger, my faithful steed, what have you done to your fetlock?

(TRIGGER stamps his feet three times and whinneys twice).

Masked: Oh,threestampsandtwo whinneysshortof a horseshoe,eh? Well I've
gotta mount up and save the day. Hi ho! Masked Man away!

(Jumps on horse who collapses).
Masked: ....P'raps not. Come on Trigger old friend, mount up.
(Masked Man piggy backs TRIGGER off stage, singing:).

A four legged friend,

A four legged friend,

He'll never let you down.

OT1: Thingssurewere gettinginterestin'in the town of DeadwoodDoomstone,
Gold in Them There Hills, and everybody aftef8pits).
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OT2: And, by trying to makesurethat law and orderwaskept, the MaskedMan
had a heavy weight on his shoulders, as well as that horse ¢Shpiss).

OT1: Yep, hecarriedthathorsefor abouta mile beforehe realisedthathe weren't
Hercules. But, asfortunewould haveit, hefound himselfnextto therailroad
track, and that headed straight into Deadwood Doomsi@ats).

OT2: And, what do you know, a train was coming down the trg&hits).

OT1: Well, the MaskedMan managedo hitch aride up onthattrain, andhesatup
in the cab with the driver(Spits).

(Both the MASKED MAN and TRIGGERare up in the cab of the train with the
driver, on the stage is a block with a series of brake levers coming out of it).

Masked: Say,driver,it sureis goodof youto give mearide onthistrain. And my
horse as well. | was pretty tired of carrying him all that way.

Driver: Gladto be of service,maskedstranger. My name'sCasey,by the way,
Casey Jones and this train is the Canon Ball Express.

Masked: Pleasedo meetyou Mr. Jones. They call me the MaskedMan, andI'm
sureyou canseewhy. Most folks | meetaskme a load of dumb questions
about me.... Is something wrong Mr. Jones?

(CASEYJONESIs having problemswith the brake handlewhich comesoff in his
hand).

Casey: No causefor concern,Mr. MaskedMan. You just hold on to your mask
and your horse's tail while | just try the emergency brake.

(He fiddles with the emergency brake which also comes off in his hand).

Masked: Have we got a problem, Mr. Jones?

Casey: No problem,Mr. MaskedMan. | just needto jiggle this handlearoundand
we'll be on our way.

Masked: | don'twantto scareyou, Caseypardner,but it seemsto me that we're
already on our way, and mighty fast too!

Casey: (Pullsoutthelastlever). Well, you could beright MaskedMan. This here
CanonBall Expresgust ain't goingto stop. Not unlessl getout andputthe
brakes on myself. Here, you'd better take my hat.

Masked: Where are you going, Casey?

Casey: I'm goingto stopthis train! Don't hangaroundfor me MaskedMan. I'm
goingoutto free up thosebrakesandl maybe sometime. (He climbsout of
the train).
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SONG- CASEY JONES

(Hugecrashin whichMASKEDMAN and TRIGGERare thrownontothefloor and
lie still. CASEYJONESalsothrowshimselfto the floor and lies still. Then
MASKED MAN gets up as the OLD TIMERS speak).

OT1: Of all thetrainsin all theworld, our herohadto hitch alift with CaseyJones
on the Canon Ball Expres$Spits).

OT2: Yep. Thatcrashwentdownin history,andtalesof how Caseywere found
the next day dead,with the brake lever still in his hand, well, they wrote
songs about it(Spits).

OT1: Yep, they sure did; more's the pit{Spits).

OT2: The only survivor of the wreck was the Masked Man, savedbecause
Trigger, his faithful horsekicked him out of the enginejust beforethe train
crashed.(Spits).

OT1: Yep,thathorsesavedhislife. He cameoutof thewreckwith no morethana
few bruisesand a nasty ear infection that kept him walking in circlesfor a
couple of days(Spits).

OT2: It made digging a grave for his trusty steed very diffic(fipits).

OT1: Whenhefinally cameto his sensesthe MaskedMan rememberedh aflash,
what he had to do(Spits).

Masked: | mustsavethe gold for the peopleof DoomstownDeadwood! Or is it
Doomwood Deadstone? No, it's Doomdead Woodstone ....

SCENE 6. The bank of Deadwood Doomstone.
SONG -GOLD FEVER
(A few PROSPECTORS are putting in their gold).

OT2: The MaskedMan hobbledto the rescuetwo dayslaterthanhe hadintended
and hoped he were not going to be too |14&pits).

OT1:. Meanwhilethings were alreadyhappeningin DeadwoodDoomstone. Big
Bad Johnand his ganghad beenwatchingthe flow of gold thatwascoming
down from Them There Hills and into the bar{pits).
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OT2: The Indianswere watchingthe flow of gold, and Big Bad John,in casehe
tried to double cross then{Spits).

OT1: And Marshall MarshalSheriffandDeputy Deputywerewatchingthe whole
of the town in case there were troub(&pits).

Clerk: Who'snextpleasewhy goodafternoonMr. Goldman. How muchgold are
you depositing today?

Goldman: A couple af barsand a nugget,bank clerk. And you can keepthe
nugget for yourself on account of the fine work you're doing round here.

Clerk: Why thankyou Mr. Goldman. | suredo appreciatehat. Who'snext? Why
hello Mr. Goldson.

Goldson: Son,you cancall me Richard. I've beenputting so muchgold in this
bankl feel | know you personally. There'sfour barsfor the bankandyou can
keep the nuggets, for your good service.

Clerk: Why thankyou, Richard. Thatsureis goodof you. | neverthoughtgold
digging could be so much fun!

(At this point there are loud Indian calls from outside).

Sheriff: Go outside, Deputy Deputy and see what all the noise is.

Deputy: It sounds like Indians, sir.

Sheriff: | knowit sounddike Indians,DeputyDeputy,go out andseewhatthey're
up to. I don't like hearing Indians at this time of day.

(DEPUTY goes outside. In walks BIG BAD JOHN and his gang).

John: Everyone reach for the sky!

Sheriff: Hey John, what's happening?

John: Thisis ahold up, Sheriff. I'm takingyour gold for my poor sick motherand
my starving brothersand sisterswho fell sick with the money bug only
yesterday.

Rustler 1: Are youJohn? You nevertold usthat. Thatsureis mighty fine of you.
I wish | had a heart of gold like you!

Sheriff: | don'tbelieveyou Big Bad John. You're meanerthana coyotewith his
tail stuckin beehive. And | ain't goingto let you take gold that belongsto
the honest god fearing folk of this town.

John: Reachfor the sky Sheriff, or I'll shootyou sofull of bulletsthey'll be using
you as a sieve.

Sheriff: Give meyour gunBig Bad John. | ain'treachingfor the sky, not for you,
not for any man,especiallynot a man whocan'tsing. The Maskedmanwas
right about you. | only wish we'd listened to him earlier.
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(The DEPUTY runs in with an arrow through his head, closely followed by
CALAMITY KATE).

Deputy: You wereright Sheriff. There'sindiansout there.They'rea hollerin and
shooting arrows and looking pretty medhie falls over).

Calamity: Oh, John! Thankgoodness/ou'rehere! You mustsaveus from this
horrible scalping fate that awaits ughe throws herself on him).

Sheriff; How canyou refusethe criesfrom the womanyou love John? Putdown
your gun and give yourself up.

John: (Smilesan evil smile,and holds CALAMITY KATE as a hostage). | ain't
putting my gun down for this accident prone two bit mime artist!

Calamity: Why John!

John: I'm sorry Kate, but eversinceyou gaveme thatbakedpotato,l've hadmore
problemswith my stomachthanthe Indianshavewith badbreath. Besides,
I've fallen for a girl in Kentucky who makesthe greatesffried chickenl've
ever tasted.

Calamity: The MaskedMan wasright aboutyou. | shouldhavelistenedto him all
along.

John: | don'twantto hearhis namementionedagain. Now, Sheriff, areyou going
to put down your gun or am | going to have to shoot Calamity here?

Sheriff; I'll putdownmy gunJohn, if you promisenotto hurther. (He putsdown
his gun).

John: Get the gold, boys.

(The RUSTLERSyo for the gold and get a huge bag of nuggetsthat the BANK
CLERK was hoarding. GOLDMAN and GOLDSON start to cry).

Rustler 1: That's all the gold Big Bad John.
John: Well, we'll be going then Sheriff. You just keepreachingfor the skiy till
we're away.

(Enter MASKED MAN).

Masked: Not so fastBig BadJohn. You ain'tgoingnowherewith thatgold. Putit
down.

Rustler 2: It's the Masked man!

John: What do you want Masked man? Don't you know you're in a losing
situation? Therearemorelndiansoutsidethatdoor, readyto shootyou down
than | have potatoes to fry?

Masked: Wrong, Big Bad John. Thereain't no Indiansoutsidethatdoor. They're
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all drinking milkshakein the saloon,andthey won't shootfor you not now,
nor ever again.

John: What did you do to them, Masked man?

Masked: Neveryou mind, Big Bad John. That'sa secretbetweenme and the
cinemagoing public of the world. Now let Kate go and andhandover your
gun, or am | going to have to fight you for it?

John: I'd be happyto fight you for it, Maskedman. Out on the street. Gunsat
high half past eleven. Bad Man to Masked Man.

Calamity: Oh Masked man, don't do it, John'll surely shoot you full of lead dead!

Masked: Staycalm Calamity,| ain'taboutto go leadoverheelsfor no man. Step
outside Big Bad John.

(THEY stepoutside[off the stageand on it again?]. Both standbackto back,and then
walk ten stepsaway from eachother. Theyturn to face eachother, their
fingerstwitching at their holsters perform'scissors paperand stone'routine
before going for guns).

John: Wait. Beforel shootyer dead,face melike a man. Take off thatmasksol|
can see your true identity.

OT1: Therewasno soundin the streetasthe Maskedmantook off his mask,and
threw it to the ground(Spit).

John: It's Clint Eastwood! Clint Eastwood! Wow!

(Al men on stage faint in a swoon when CLINT EASTWOOD is revealed).

Rustler 1: Clint! Wow! My cowboy here, I've seen all your films!

Rustler 2: I've seenall your films and interviews! Hey Clint, can| haveyour
autograph? It's not for me you understand. it's for my sister's little boy.

Dorothea: Clint Eastwood! Oh I'd of much preferred John Wayne myself!

Mildred: Yeah, John Wayne's much more natural in the saddle!

Emma: That's right and he's got the cutest little dimple in his chin.

Felicity: Oh, John Wayne, now he's a real cowboy.

Masked: Oh, for goodnesssake! That'sall | ever heawhereever| go: "John
Waynethis and JohnWaynethat!" I'm sick of it. Why do you think I've
takento wearingthis maskanddrinking milkshakes? Don't you realisethat
I've just savedall the gold from Them ThereHills for the town, rescuedthe
townsfolk from a vicious Indian scalpingand broughta rustler'sgang to
book; not to mentionfacedoff with their Big Badleader! And whatdo | get
for my troubles?(Mimics). Oh we just love John Wayne.
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(During this speecheveryoneon stagehas started kicking their heelsin a guilty
fashion and mooching around uncomfortably with guilt).

Sheriff; Oh come on Clint, we all love you, really do, don't we boys?
(All MEN cheer).

Calamity: Yeah and us girls don't think any the less of you do we girls?
(All GIRLS shoutNO").

Masked: Guess this is where | put my mask back on and ride off into the sunset.

Dorothea: Actually, now you come to mention it, Butch Cassidy's a bit of a hunk.

Mildred: Personally, when it comes to Masked men, | prefer the Lone Ranger.

Fdlicity: What about the Good the Bad and the Ugly? There's three of them.

Emma: | heardtell of someGeneralCustard,in the Cavalry, who looks goodin
uniform.

Calamity: And there'sa new cowboyandhis wolf headingout west,calledKevin
Costalot, who can catch a girl's eye.

Dorothea: It certainly looks like the Wild West's the place to be for us girls.

Masked: Thisistheend. | can'tstayhere,andlistento this anylonger. Calamity,
you've just brokenmy heart. I'm going to find my Wandering Star and
follow it down the trail.

Sheriff;  I'm with you, Maskedman, thesewomen are one horseshoeshort of a
hoof.

Masked: Please don't talk about horses, I've just suffered a recent personal loss.

John: Clint, I'd be mighty proud to find my own wandering star and go with you.

OT1: And that was how it endedSpits).

OT2: The MaskedMan, the Sheriff and Big Johnleft the town of Deadwood
Doomstone for ever, leaving only their footprints in the d(Spits).

OT1: Andif youeverlook up into the Westernsky, on a clearnight, andseethree
wandering stars, you can be sure, there's three cowboys beneaththem,
travelling that trail, searching for their destiniBpits).

OT2: Courseyou may bewonderingwhathappenedo Him HeapHairy Big Nose
and Little Feet Running Fast and the rest of their Indian t{iBpits).

OT1: Well, ChiefHairy Big Nosesawanopeninghis tribe couldexploitin thewig
market and business just seemed to take(&fpits).

OT2: And asfor the town of DeadwoodDoomstoneit wentdown in history and
sunk without trace(Spits).

THE END

17





















