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LIST of CHARACTERS 

SPURS ROBERTSON -------------- A former outlaw, rugged and vaguely handsome;  

    organizer of the 1890 Shootin’ Show. 

SANDY CREVITZ  ------------------ Beautiful, sultry bawd. Known as the “Tart of Tulsa”; a  

   little air-headed and possibly bi-polar. 

DUSTY SHOEHORNS-------------- A former outlaw, her aggressive behavior hides her  

   beauty; recent convert to the Mormon faith. 

NIGEL WICKERBATCH ----------- Verbose visitor from Great Britain; must be able to drop  

   his British accent. 

CACTUS BRAMBLETOES -------- Disgruntled assistant to SNAKETOOTH JOHNSON with a  

tortured past. Short and fat. May be played by either a     

male or a female. 

SNAKETOOTH “RATTLENECK”  

JOHNSON -------------------------- Former bandit turned celebrity and star of the “Shootin’  

   Show Extravaganza; darkly handsome. 

CARSON RENO ------------------- Female owner of the “Lonely Meadow Hotel & Saloon”. 

. 

SKIP TUCKINS --------------------  CARSON’S plucky assistant – ideally, SKIP is the same  

  gender as CARSON. 

SHERIFF BOGART  

BACKWASH ----------------------- Explosive and biased lawman on the hunt for criminals.  

OLGA 

MARIA       ------------------------- Three gossiping HENS. 

IRENE 

TOWN ORPHAN ----------------- An adorable fan of SNAKETOOTH JOHNSON. 

TOWN DRUNK ------------------- A woman named “Jackie” Daniels. 

ROSITA FLORES ------------------ A Senorita with a temper. 

MARCY O’FLANNIGAN --------- The town harlot with a heart of gold. 

TOWN BARBER 

TOWN DOCTOR ----------------- May be played by the same actor as the BARBER.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

} 
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SETTING 

The Lonely Meadow Saloon & Hotel in the mostly uninhabited desert valley soon to be known 

as Las Vegas. The action of the play takes place in the main bar area of the saloon. The bar 

should be upstage, with an exit to the KITCHEN, where SERVERS may bring food and drinks, one 

exit to the HOTEL ROOMS, and one exit to the STREET. Characters should be able to interact 

directly with each audience member, especially during meal service in between Acts.  

 

 

      TIME 

The year 1890, summer. The west is quite wild. In the previous years, the “Old Gang” has been 

split up while Snaketooth Johnson’s performance career has ballooned.  

 

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 

ACT I -------------------- The invitees to the Shootin’ Show arrive and await  

SNAKETOOTH JOHNSON’S highly anticipated arrival. When 

he arrives, however, the presence of old acquaintances 

threatens to ruin the whole event. 

 

ACT II -------------------- SNAKETOOTH prepares for the show while his friends, new  

and old, pepper him with requests and simmering 

passions. One-by-one he spites them, planting the seeds of 

murderous aspirations. 

 

ACT III ------------------- A raucous outside leads to consternation until a horrific  

discovery is made: the dead body of SNAKETOOTH. 

SHERIFF BACKWASH attempts to bring order and truth to 

the matter but finds himself unable to make an objective 

decision. 

 

ACT IV ------------------- The surviving members of the Old Gang try to put the  

pieces back together, but not before the SHERIFF brings 

the audience’s accusation forward. If the audience is right, 

the KILLER attempts to flee but is gunned down by 

CARSON. If the audience is wrong, CARSON still guns down 

the KILLER, but not before the SHERIFF takes a bullet in the 

gut.  
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Sample #1: From ACT I 

ACT I 

The Lonely Meadow Saloon and Hotel, in the tiny but expanding town of Lonely Meadow (soon to be 

better known as Las Vegas). As audience members arrive and are seated, CARSON RENO tends her bar. 

The TOWN DRUNK is already positioned, as she shall be for the majority of the evening, upon a barstool 

at one end of the bar. As seating nears its end, OLGA, MARIA, and IRENE – the three gossiping hens of 

Lonely Meadow – enter, chattering loudly; they sit at the DC table. OLGA has a newspaper. SKIP 

TUCKINS, CARSON’S assistant, rushes out and wipes down the table as the three hens sit. 

SKIP: Sorry, sorry – just give ‘er a minute…and ready! 

MARIA: Thank you, dear.  

OLGA: How ya doin’, Carson? 

CARSON: I’m doin’ fine. Sure is great to have some new faces here in Lonely Meadow for once! 

IRENE: New faces, indeed! (To a gentleman:) Hello, you! 

MARIA: Irene, cut it out! You’ll make us look like a bunch’a uncivilized buffoons out here! 

OLGA: Ain’t that what we are? 

MARIA: Hush now! You two are intolerable. 

IRENE: (To another audience member:) And where are you from? (IRENE takes what the audience 

member says and sounds it out, trying to assemble whatever word she hears.) 

MARIA: (To the same audience member:) You gotta use plain English with this one. (To IRENE:) You’re 

hurtin’ yourself, sweetie. Let it go.  

OLGA: (Reading from the newspaper:) Hey, you two, hear this. (Reading:) “Come one, come all to the 

Lonely Meadow Saloon…” 

IRENE: That’s here! 

OLGA: (Smacks IRENE on the arm with the newspaper:) I know that. (Reading again:) “…to the Lonely 

Meadow Saloon and Hotel for the 1890 Shootin’ Show Extravaganza! One night only, only ten cents to 

attend. Awards and reception to follow. Please dress accordingly.” Well, how about that! 

MARIA: Let me see that! (Seizes the paper.) 

IRENE: They’re holdin’ a show here? How exciting!  

OLGA: No one told me about it.  
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IRENE: I wonder if any rootin’ tootin’ heart-breakin’ cowboys are gonna come! 

MARIA: Don’t let your bloomers fly up over there, sister. 

OLGA: I can’t believe they’re havin’ a show out here. Who wants to come here?  

IRENE: I don’t know, but if they’re havin’ a show, we might as well get excited about it. Right? 

OLGA: The only kind of show that’s gonna bring folks to a place like this is a bull fight, or the kind that 

features Irene’s bare, wigglin’ tushy! 

IRENE: I’ll never! 

MARIA: (Cackles) Who’d come to that show?  

OLGA: Nobody! 

The adorable TOWN ORPHAN enters. He is breathing excitedly and runs up to CARSON. 

ORPHAN: Mr. Carson! There’s a couple of strangers outside askin’ if this is your place! 

CARSON: What’d you tell ‘em? 

ORPHAN: I said, ‘of course’! I’m gonna carry their bags for a dime! 

CARSON: You don’t need to do that, Skip can come out and do that for you.  

ORPHAN: I need the dime, though! I’m gonna see Snaketooth Johnson’s Shootin’ Show! Can I please 

carry for ‘em? 

CARSON: Alright, but be careful. You don’t wanna drop those bags and owe ‘em a bunch of dimes 

yourself.  

ORPHAN: Yes, sir! 

He runs out excitedly.  

OLGA: That boy. I wish Marcy O’Flannigan would just fess up to her sinful ways and take her that child 

in.  

MARIA: You don’t know that it’s her boy! 

IRENE: Come now, Maria, everyone knows it’s her boy.  

MARIA: Not everyone knows. I don’t.  

IRENE: Everyone except you, honey.  

OLGA: You ought’a start prayin’ for her, while you’re mumblin’ over there.  
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Sample #2: From ACT II 

SNAKETOOTH, CACTUS, SPURS, SANDY, DUSTY, and NIGEL all enter.  

SNAKETOOTH: Mr. Carson, I need a drink! And how about those services I requested of your little 

partner out there?  

CARSON: They’re on their way!  

SNAKETOOTH: Excellent. I’d love to see the barber first, and just get some hairs clipped so they don’t 

(turning dramatically to an audience member) distract me from my death-defying stunts. 

CARSON: He’ll be here shortly! 

SNAKETOOTH: Now, the doctor shouldn’t be a problem. But a man as a man who engages the forces of 

mayhem and destruction, I like to know where I stand.  

CARSON: He’ll be here soon, I promise! 

SNAKETOOTH: And were you able to rustle up the moose? 

CARSON: No problem, we’re calling up Lonely Meadow’s very best massage therapist.  

SNAKETOOTH: Massage therapist? What on earth is that? 

CARSON: A…a masseuse? That’s what you requested, right? 

SNAKETOOTH: I wanted a moose! A moose! You know, with antlers? I always, before every one of my 

performances, especially performances that feature Snake-eye Six-Gun Salute, I kiss a moose before 

each performance! Always! Or else there could be terrible consequences! How could you get this 

wrong? 

CARSON: Not to worry! I’ll send my best people to locate a moose …in the desert….  

SNAKETOOTH: Oh, God help me…. The last time I performed without kissing the moose – oh, I can’t 

think about it! 

During the following exchange, the BARBER arrives, escorted by a frantic SKIP who converses briefly with 

CARSON. Then, assumedly to fetch the town DOCTOR, SKIP bolts out.  

DUSTY: Just relax, Snaketooth. Old superstitions can’t replace your raw talent and ice cold instincts.  

SNAKETOOTH: Don’t talk to me! You know nothing of the pressure I endure to bring joy to the crowd! To 

make them hold their breath in awe! 

SPURS: She’s got a point, old buddy. You don’t need no rabbits’ feet or moose lips to be the man you 

are. Just breathe deep, enjoy your haircut, and trust the doctor. You’ll be great. 
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SNAKETOOTH: You think so? Are you sure?  

SPURS: Sure. 

DUSTY: Sure.  

SNAKETOOTH: I don’t know. I never know without the moose.  

CARSON: Mr. Snaketooth, the Barber has arrived.  

SNAKETOOTH: Excellent. Let’s get this over with.  

SPURS: Why do you need a barber? 

SNAKETOOTH: My hair could distract me.  

DUSTY: Distract you? 

SNAKETOOTH: Yes.  

DUSTY: But you don’t have hair. 

SPURS: Not enough, anyway. (These lines can be adjusted based on the actor portraying SNAKETOOTH.) 

SNAKETOOTH: I don’t need this! You suckered me out here to do a show, and I’m doin’ the show my 

way!  

SPURS: Great. I’m taking a nap then. Wake me up when he’s primped. (He begins to leave with a bottle 

of whiskey.) 

DUSTY: Spurs, wait –  

SPURS: What? Cinderella’s getting ready for the ball. 

DUSTY: Don’t you need to talk? 

SNAKETOOTH: We don’t need to talk. (To CACTUS:) Cactus! Make sure each rifle is shined to a sparkle. 

The action should be checked, like usual, and each barrel cleared. Oil my belt, too. And shine my boots. 

Can you handle alla that? 

CACTUS: Yes, sir. (More quietly) …Should be shinin’ my boots…. 

SNAKETOOTH: Good. (To the BARBER, clearly aggravated:) Can we get this started? 

BARBER: Would you mind taking a seat, sir? 

SNAKETOOTH: Sure. Just be careful, that’s precious hair you’re trimmin’ up there. 

SPURS: Sandy – I believe you wanted to put your feet up? 
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SNAKETOOTH: Actually, Sandy – I was hoping we could get reacquainted while I was getting pruned 

here. Would you like that? 

SPURS: Sandy, come here with me –  

SANDY: (To SNAKETOOTH:) Actually, I’d love to get re…acquainted.  

SPURS: Fine. (He storms off.) 

DUSTY: Spurs, come back here. Spurs! (She exits after them.) 

SNAKETOOTH: Sweet dreams, Spurs Robertson! 

BARBER: How would you like it? (The BARBER can offer current popular hair-styles, possibly even 

referencing urban barber shop styles. SNAKETOOTH should choose a style, and the barber can begin 

clipping.) 

SNAKETOOTH: Won’t you have a seat, Sandy Crevitz? 

SANDY: I’ve missed you, Snaketooth Johnson.  

SNAKETOOTH: I missed you, too. But not as much as I’ve missed your chili. 

SANDY: Oh, geez-louise. Spurs just dies over my chili.  

SNAKETOOTH: You ever had her chili, Barber? 

BARBER: Last year, the Roadkill Chili Cook-off in San Antonio. Mm, mmm!  

SNAKETOOTH: Tear you up like a wolverine? 

BARBER: Whew! I’d say more, but there’s chillin’s in the room! 

SNAKETOOTH: You been makin’ a name for yourself, alright. But not just for your cookin’.  

SANDY: Stop it, Snaketooth. You tease me so.  

SNAKETOOTH: Oh really, Miss Tulsa 1885? I knew somethin’ else about you before I knew you could 

cook.  

SANDY: You’re a liar, Snaketooth Johnson.  

SNAKETOOTH: Ain’t so.  

SANDY: I love liars.  
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     Sample #3: From ACT III 

Once everyone has been served and the characters, especially the KILLER and the ORPHAN, have 

completed their actions above, shots begin to sound outside the saloon. They are scattered, random, 

clearly fired by someone who has no business discharging firearms. The shooting outside pauses and we 

hear a loud “Yeeeeeee-haaaaaaw!” from the ORPHAN. The shooting resumes. The ENSEMBLE changes 

its demeanor from one of excitement to one of nervous fear. The SHERIFF, who has been maintaining a 

low profile for the duration of Act 2, should rise from his seat and slowly approach the center of the 

room.  

SPURS: That definitely ain’t Snaketooth.  

SANDY: Sure ain’t – that’s a coyote I bet! 

DUSTY: Ain’t no coyote. Coyotes don’t yell “Yee-haw”. 

SPURS: Or shoot pistols. 

NIGEL: It sounds like a madman going wild in the streets!  

SPURS: Calm down, Englishman.  

OLGA: It could be the town ghost! 

MARIA: Town ghost? What kinda heathen foolishness are you talkin’ about? 

OLGA: The ghost of Tom…what’s his name…. 

MARIA: You don’t even know! There ain’t no ghost! 

TOWN DRUNK: Bartender, where’s the peanut plate, I need some salt…. 

SANDY: Where’s Snaketooth? He’ll protect us from anything – even the undead! 

CACTUS: Yeah, right. Snaketooth’s superstitious as all get-out.  

NIGEL: Oh! I’m so afraid of the unknown! 

SANDY: That can’t be Snaketooth out there. I don’t hear enough cussin’.  

CACTUS: Or cryin’. 

DUSTY: We gonna do something, Spurs? 

SPURS: Calm down, everyone! Dusty and I are goin’ out there. If we die, tell our Mama’s – . 

SHERIFF: (From within the crowd:) Hang on just one minute, dang blammit! Everybody sit! I said sit! 

(Each character sits right where he or she is, even on audience members’ laps. Outside, the haphazard 
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shooting continues.) That ain’t a Shootin’ Show, alright. (Sees the cast on audience members’ laps:) Ya’ll 

git offa them! Come on, now. (The ENSEMBLE obeys. The SHERIFF goes to the exit.)  

SPURS: Who are you? 

DUSTY: Yeah, who do you think you are, mister? 

SHERIFF: What, you don’t remember me, Shoehorns? Or you, Spurs Robertson? (Dramatically flashing 

his badge:) I’m Sheriff Bogart Backwash of the Nevada Territory! (Yelling out the exit:) Come on and quit 

out there! Y’heard me! Get in here! (The shooting and whooping abruptly stops.) 

NIGEL: Thank the gods, a law man!  

CACTUS: We’re in trouble.   

DUSTY: Oh, Lord. It’s Bogey.  

SPURS: Bogey Backwash? 

SHERIFF: That’s Sheriff Backwash to you, outlaw! 

SPURS: You got promoted to Sheriff? 

DUSTY: He was my favorite deputy, too. 

SHERIFF: (Unholstering his pistol:) Enough from you! Quit yappin’ and show a little respect. (Out the 

exit:) Now come in slowly! Hands above your head! 

The ORPHAN enters, wildly waving a pistol. The characters gasp and duck when the pistol is “aimed” in 

their direction. 

ORPHAN: Come on out, everybody! It’s time for the Shootin’ Show with his awesomeness, Snaketooth 

Rattleneck Johnson! 

SHERIFF: (Snatching the weapon away.) What are you doin’, son? It ain’t time for no Show. Just what are 

you thinkin’, wavin’ and shootin’ that firearm like that? 

MARCY O’FLANNIGAN rushes over to the ORPHAN. 

MARCY: What are you doing, you naughty boy! You should not play with that! (To the SHERIFF:) Oh, 

thank you sir, thank you for taking that awful gun away from him! (Back to the ORPHAN:) It’s too early 

for a boy like you to go to a Shootin’ Show! (To the AUDIENCE:) Somebody should claim this terrible 

child! (To an AUDIENCE member of parenting age:)  Is he yours? 

SHERIFF: (To MARCY:) Ma’am, is this your child? 

MARCY: My child, no!  
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OLGA: (In the crowd:) Sure is! 

MARIA: Oh, heavens! It is her child! 

MARCY: No, I just take care for him, that’s all! 

SHERIFF: Ma’am, hold on a minute. I need to question your son – err, your ward, here.  

MARCY: Please keep him safe.  

SHERIFF: Son, what in the world are you doin’ dischargin’ that firearm in public like that? 

ORPHAN: I’m sorry, sir! I just did what Mr. Snaketooth asked me to.  

SHERIFF: I’m sorry, son, I don’t understand. 

ORPHAN: You’re talkin’ to the newly appointed opening act for Snaketooth Johnson’s Shootin’ Show 

Extravaganza! 

CACTUS: What? What – in – the – WORLD!? 

SHERIFF: Is that so? Snaketooth! Explain this!  

Pause. There should be a murmur as people realize that SNAKETOOTH is not in the room. 

SHERIFF: Are you in here, Snaketooth Johnson? Where are ya? 

ROSITA: That cucaracha has run off! I knew he would run away! Now I will really kill him! 

TOWN DRUNK: Stop yellin’! 

SPURS: Dammit all, Snaketooth. (To the SHERIFF:) He ain’t out here yet, he’s getting’ into (mockingly) 

“costume”.  

SHERIFF: Somebody get Snaketooth in here, now! I don’t care if he’s wearin’ a too-too! (CARSON exits to 

get SNAKETOOTH. To the ORPHAN:) Did he tell you to do all this whoopin’ and shootin’ right here?  

ORPHAN: Of course!  

SHERIFF: He told you to go out in the middle of the street and start blastin’ the place like a fool who 

wants to get shot? 

ORPHAN: No, not exactly…. 

SHERIFF: Uh huh.That boy has some ‘splainin’ to do.  

 

END OF SAMPLES. 


