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Act One 
Scene 1 

 
The LIGHTS come up on a 
suggestion of the Old West:  
A rock, cactus, fence.  A 
ball of sagebrush or two. 
 
As the MUSIC begins, CAST 
MEMBERS drift onstage one-by-
one to join in. 
 

 1ST CAST MEMBER 
 (singing) 
Out in the West, they grow petunias, 
 
 2ND CAST MEMBER 
Chrysanthemums and roses red. 
 
 3RD CAST MEMEBER 
Once from the dusty trail 
Emerged a trusty male, 
Thirty-eight liter hat upon his head. 
 
 WHOLE CAST 
Sam Trellis!  Sam Trellis! 
The fastest flowerhand west of old St. Loo. 
Sam Trellis!  Sam Trellis! 
Ain’t nothin’ ‘round a garden he can’t do. 
 
 4TH CAST MEMBER 
He had two pistols and a stamen. 
 
 5TH CAST MEMBER 
When he rode in, he was needed most. 
 
 6TH CAST MEMBER 
For, with his faithful steed, 
He brought them flower seed 
And one big bag of fresh compost. 
 
 WHOLE CAST 
Sam Trellis!  Sam Trellis! 
The fastest flowerhand west of old St. Loo. 
Sam Trellis!  Sam Trellis! 
Ain’t nothin’ ‘round a garden he can’t do. 
(Several CAST MEMBERS drift offstage.) 
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 WHOLE CAST (cont) 
Ain’t nothin’ ‘round a garden he can’t do. 
(All but the 1ST CAST MEMBER exit.) 
Ain’t nothin’ ‘round a garden he can’t do. 
 

BLACKOUT.  End Scene 1. 
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Act One 
Scene 2 

 
LIGHTS UP on a western saloon 
called The Painted Whoore.  
There’s a bar and a couple of 
round tables.  A piano 
player, STUBBY FINGERS, plays 
“My Darling Clementine” on an 
old upright.  (Although his 
dialogue is written in old 
Negro dialect, it is not a 
bad thing if STUBBY is played 
by someone of another race.) 
 
Seated at one of these tables 
are RANDY ROSEPETAL and PETE 
BOGGS.  They are each nursing 
a drink. 
 

 PETE 
 (calling out) 
Stubby!  Stubby Fingers! 
 
 STUBBY  
 (black sterotype) 
Yas, suh, Missa Pete? 
 
 PETE 
This here’s 1877 already.  Don’t you know nothin’ newer than “My 
Darlin’, Clementine”? 
 
 STUBBY 
Yas, suh, Missa Pete, suh. 
 

STUBBY plays “Staying Alive” 
in a honky-tonk manner. 

 
 PETE 
That’s more like it.  You’d think that after four years at 
Julliard that you of all people ought to know that Stephen 
Foster’s out of style. 
 
 STUBBY 
Sorry, Missa Pete.  I’se thoughts he’s retro. 
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 PETE 
 (puzzled) 
Retro? 
 

CLAY POTTS bursts through the 
swinging doors of the saloon. 

 
 RANDY 
 (Charles Nelson Reilly type) 
Oh, look, Pete.  Here comes Clay.  Yoo-hoo!  Clay! 
 
 PETE 
Hey!  Clay!  We’re over here! 
 
 CLAY 
Howdy, Pete.  Howdy, Randy. 
 
 PETE 
Pull up a chair, boss!  Let’s get you a drink. 
 
 CLAY 
I surely need one.  What’re you boys havin’? 
 
 PETE 
I got me two fingers of Old Liver Disorder. 
 
 CLAY 
That’s a might strong for me.  The last time I drank that, I 
woke up married to a Tijuana desk clerk. 
 
 RANDY 
That’s right.  How is Rodrigo? 
 
 CLAY 
I don’t know and I don’t care!  Now, Randy, what in the world 
are you havin’? 
 
 RANDY 
Well, with my tummy the way that it is, I wasn’t up to having 
Red Eye, so, I got Pink Eye instead. 
 
 CLAY 
That’s disgustin’! 
 
 RANDY 
Not at all!  Look.  It has a cherry and an umbrella.  It’s 
really kind of fruity and refreshing. 
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 CLAY 
Well, I don’t know. 
 

ROSIE BUSH, the proprietress 
of the saloon, approaches. 

 
 ROSIE 
Afternoon, Clay.  What can I get for you? 
 
 CLAY 
Howdy, Rosie!  I’m not sure what I got a taste for.  How about a 
Rob Roy? 
 
 ROSIE 
Sorry, Clay.  We’re out of scotch. 
 
 CLAY 
What in tarnation? 
 
 ROSIE 
Ever since Judge Brand drove the MacDougals out of town, scotch 
has been kind of hard to come by. 
 
 CLAY 
Well, shoot.  How about a Gibson? 
 
 ROSIE 
The pearl onion shipment never arrived.  Won’t be another until 
Tuesday. 
 
 CLAY 
I know!  How about a Side Car? 
 
 ROSIE 
Sorry.  Fresh out of Cointreau. 
 
 RANDY 
Oops.  My bad. 
 
 CLAY 
Just my luck today. 
 
 ROSIE 
Judge Brand has his lasso so tight around this place that we’re 
down to our last case of Old Liver Disorder.  Of course, I could 
give you Pink Eye. 
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 CLAY 
That’s disgusting! 
 
 ROSIE 
Not with the cherry and the umbrella. 
 
 RANDY 
That’s what I said. 
 
 CLAY 
Now, don’t confuse me.  What is that stuff, anyway?  I never 
heard of it before. 
 
 ROSIE 
Judge Brand’s selling it to me.  He calls it “Red Eye Lite.” 
 
 CLAY 
Well, I’m not happy about it, but I’ll try it. 
 
 ROSIE 
 (crosses to bar) 
Hey!  Mickey!  Gimme a Pink Eye! 
 
 MICKEY 
 (the bartender) 
That’s disgustin’! 
 
 ROSIE 
I know.  I know. 
 
 CLAY 
Okay, now that we’re alone, Pete, Randy— 
 
 PETE & RANDY 
 (in unison) 
Yes, Clay? 
 
 CLAY 
Boys, I’m afraid I got some bad news. 
 
 RANDY 
Oh, no!  Those wide, avocado-green kerchiefs are coming back in 
style.  Aren’t they? 
 
 CLAY 
No, no, no!  It’s nothing like that! 
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 PETE 
I’ll bet it’s about the ranch.  Isn’t it? 
 
 CLAY 
That’s right, Pete. 
 
 RANDY 
You are so good at guessing. 
 
 PETE 
 (false modesty) 
Oh, no.  I’m nothin’ special. 
 
 RANDY 
You are!  You’re just amazing! 
 
 CLAY 
Do you two mind?  I’m tryin’ to pass along some bad news here. 
 
 PETE 
Sorry, Clay. 
 
 RANDY 
Your turn. 
 
 CLAY 
Boys—somebody held up the Lompoc Express. 
 
 RANDY 
You mean--?  
 
 CLAY 
That’s right, Randy.  They got all our seed. 
 
 PETE 
But if we don’t plant right after the next harvest, we’re 
ruined! 
 
 CLAY 
It’s that Judge Brand!  He’s trying to take our land from us! 
 
 PETE 
But it’s the best flower-growin’ land west of the Pecos! 
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 CLAY 
I know!  But that bank he owns has a mortgage on every square 
foot of it, and I think he’s tryin’ to foreclose. 
 

ROSIE returns from the bar 
with a tray of drinks. 

 
 ROSIE 
Here’s your Pink Eye.  That’ll be two bits. 
 
 CLAY 
Let see.  Anybody got change for three bits? 
 
 PETE 
Let me check my change purse. 
 
 RANDY 
I left all my bits in my other chaps. 
 
 ROSIE 
Listen.  If you’re too cheap to leave a tip, I can give you 
change. 
 
 CLAY 
I’d appreciate that, Rosie.  Times are awful tight over at the 
Double Calyx Ranch. 
 
 ROSIE 
It’s that Judge Brand.  He won’t rest until he owns every bit of 
Pussywillow County. 
 
 CLAY 
Consarn him! 
 
 ROSIE 
Watch your language!  The Painted Whoore is a family saloon. 
 
 KID 
 (cleaning up near the bar) 
Thanks, Miss Rosie! 
 
 ROSIE 
See?  Okay, Timmy.  You keep bussing those tables. 
 
 KID 
Yes, ma’am. 
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 CLAY 
I just can’t help it!  Judge Brand and his gang of cattle 
jockeys have got me hotter than the plates at a Mexican 
restaurant. 
 
 ROSIE 
Clay, I don’t know what to tell you.  Except that from now until 
things get better, it’s a cash bar. 
 
 CLAY 
Where’s my one bit change? 
 
 ROSIE 
Cheapskate. 

She drops a coin on the table 
and moves back toward the 
bar.  MUSIC begins. 

 
 CLAY 
 (singing) 
I moved here when I was just knee high  
I grew and I grew 'neath the broad blue sky  
I loved it here but I couldn't say why-- 
And now I hate it ‘cause of Brand's Pink Eye!  
 
 ROSIE 
 (calling out) 
Who wants more Pink Eye? 
 

Ad lib group displeasure.  ROSIE 
dashes the bottle to the floor. 

 
 ROSIE 
 (spoken) 
Enough's enough! 
 (singing) 
I love a town when the town's not dry  
Where there's loads of gin and whiskey and rye  
And I love to sell it 'cause the margins are high  
But I can't stand pushin' more of Brand's Pink Eye  
 
 A cheer goes up. 
 
 ALL 
Brand's Pink Eye  
Brand's Pink Eye  
No, not another bottle  
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 ALL (CONT) 
Of that Brand's Pink Eye!  
Brand's Pink Eye  
Brand's Pink Eye  
Not a jigger or a jot’ll 
Slip a drop beyond my glottal, 
And I’ll never touch a bottle 
Of that Brand's Pink Eye!  
 
 RANDY 
 (singing) 
When I drifted in town, I knew I'd try  
To be a ranch-workin' fella and a real nice guy  
And the last thing I ever thought would make cry  
Was a lousy frozen daiqu'ri made with Brand's Pink Eye  
 
 ALL 
Brand's Pink Eye  
Brand's Pink Eye  
No, not another bottle  
Of that Brand's Pink Eye!  
Brand's Pink Eye  
Brand's Pink Eye  
Not a jigger or a jot’ll 
Slip a drop beyond my glottal, 
And I’ll never touch a bottle 
Of that Brand's Pink Eye!  
 
 PETE 
 (singing) 
I like a little drink when my life's run dry  
I'll drink and I'll curse and I'll wonder why  
This life is all there is until the day I die.  
And there’s not a drop of comfort in that Brand's Pink Eye  
 
 ALL 
Brand's Pink Eye  
Brand's Pink Eye  
No, not another bottle  
Of that Brand's Pink Eye!  
Brand's Pink Eye  
Brand's Pink Eye  
 
 PETE 
Not a jigger or a jot’ll 
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 RANDY 
Slip a drop beyond my glottle, 
 
 ROSIE 
And I swear to Quetzalcoatl 
 
 CLAY 
With a rope I’ll try to throttle 
 
 ALL 
The man behind each bottle 
Of that Brand's Pink Eye!  
 

End of song. 
 

 ROSIE 
That’s the spirit!  We can take our town back!  And to show my 
commitment, free drinks for everyone! 
 
 ALL 
Hooray! 
 
 CLAY 
I’ll have a Rob Roy! 
 
 PETE  
I’ll have a Screwdriver! 
 
 RANDY 
I’ll have a Grasshopper! 
 
 ROSIE 
All I have is Pink Eye. 
 
 ALL 
Yech. 
 

The spirit drains from the room, 
and everyone goes back to their 
misery. 

 
 CLAY 
Boys, now that we’re alone, I can let you in on a little secret. 
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 RANDY 
I’ll bet it’s a scheme! 
 
 CLAY 
Here’s what I was thinking.  Look at this card. 
(He takes a calling card from his pocket and lays it on the 
table.) 
 
 PETE 
 (reading) 
“Paladin.  Have card.  Will hand it to you.” 
 
 RANDY 
Ooh, embossed printing.  That’s high quality. 
 
 CLAY 
As long as Judge Brand has Bull Hereford and his boys to his 
dirty work, the rest of us here in Lonesome City don’t stand a 
chance. 
 
 PETE 
So, what’s this Paladin fella got to do with it? 
 
 CLAY 
He’s that guy that goes around the West, rightin’ wrongs and 
stickin’ up for the little guy. 
 
 RANDY 
You mean Timmy? 
 
 KID 
Hi, Mr. Randy! 
 
 RANDY 
Hi, Timmy.  No!  Not like that!  Lift with your legs. 
 
 CLAY 
No!  I mean the downtrodden and the dispossessed.  People like 
us. 
 
 PETE 
Yeah, that’s us, all right. 
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 CLAY 
What I’m gonna do is, I’m gonna order us a wagonload of seed and 
get this Paladin fella to guard it for us. 
 
 RANDY 
I like your thinking! 
 
 PETE 
Hee-hee!  I’ll tell you what.  I wish I was a fly on the wall at 
the Lazy L Ranch when Judge Brand finds out about this! 
 

BLACKOUT.  End Scene 2. 
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Act One 
Scene 3 

 
LIGHTS UP on the parlor in 
the ranch house of the Lazy L 
Ranch.  JUDGE BRAND and 
SHERIFF BUCK BYSEM are having 
port and cigars. 
 
As the lights come up, JUDGE 
BRAND is swatting a fly on 
the wall. 
 

 BRAND 
So much for that one.  All right, Sheriff, what’s all this about 
the flower-growers and a plan? 
 
 SHERIFF 
I just told you, Judge!  (Shouting.)  Use your ear trumpet, you 
deaf old coot! 
 
 BRAND 
Who are you going to punch in the snoot? 
 
 SHERIFF 
Use the trumpet! 
 
 BRAND 
What are you talking about?  I don’t want a crumpet.  Sheriff, 
you’ve chosen an extremely inconvenient time to think about 
brunch. 
 

THE SHERIFF holds up the 
Judge’s ear trumpet. 

 
 SHERIFF 
Here.  See this? 
 
 BRAND 
What are you doing with my hearing aid? 
 
 SHERIFF 
Stick it in your ear! 
 
 BRAND 
Here.  Give me take that.  Now, what did you say? 
 



Plant Your Wagon  I-15 

 SHERIFF 
I said, “Stick it in your ear.” 
 
 BRAND 
What?  Nobody talks to Judge W.D. Brand like that!  I’ll cane 
you!  Now, be a good fellow and go into the next room and get my 
cane, will you? 
 
 SHERIFF 
No, Judge, it isn’t like that!  I just wanted you to use your 
hearing aid. 
 
 BRAND 
Well, you should’ve said something.  How’s a person supposed to 
know what you want if you just stand there miming at him? 
 
 SHERIFF 
Could we just talk about the flower growers? 
 
 BRAND 
Yes.  Of course.  You said that they have a plan. 
 
 SHERIFF 
That’s right.  My deputy heard Doc Rummy saying that he 
overheard them talking at the Painted Whoore Saloon. 
 
 BRAND 
It’s a bit gossipy for my taste, but go ahead. 
 
 SHERIFF 
It seems that the flower growers are going to get Paladin to 
guard their next seed shipment. 
 
 BRAND 
What in the world is a Paladin? 
 
 SHERIFF 
He’s a gunfighter and a do-gooder. 
 
 BRAND 
I hate do-gooders.  They’re bad for my bottom line. 
 
 SHERIFF 
I don’t know.  It looks okay from here. 
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 BRAND 
Not that, you dingbat.  I mean that he might be bad for 
business. 
 
 SHERIFF 
I don’t know.  Have you ever thought that it might not be easier 
to just let the flower growers stay? 
 
 BRAND 
What?  Who cares if the flower growers pray?  They’ve got a 
right.  Haven’t you ever heard of the First Amendment? 
 
 SHERIFF 
No! 
 
 BRAND 
It’s right there in the Constitution.  Free speech and the right 
to religion and assembly. 
 
 SHERIFF 
 (shouting) 
Use your ear trumpet! 
 
 BRAND 
No.  It doesn’t entitle them to a strumpet.  And it doesn’t 
guarantee them the right to stay where I don’t want them, 
either. 
 
 SHERIFF 
 (still shouting) 
So, what are you going to do? 
 
 BRAND 
You don’t have to shout.  I have my ear trumpet. 
 
 SHERIFF 
Well, you can’t have Bull Hereford hijack this next seed wagon 
like he did with the last one.  Not with that Paladin onboard. 
 
 BRAND 
We’ll see.  We’ll let the seed wagon come in.  One of the many 
benefits of being incredibly rich is that I, unlike them, can 
afford to wait. 
 

A melodramatic run of chords 
leads to a song. 
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BRAND (CONT) 
(singing) 

I'll bide my time 
I'll wait my turn 
I'll take my chance when it's right 
By waiting I'm 
Able to discern 
The type of crime 
For the most return 
One most sublime 
From which they will learn 
They can't afford the fight. 
And, for them, it's fight or flight. 
 

LIGHTS OUT.  End of Scene 3. 
 

 




