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CHARACTERS

DIAMOND TOOTH LIL, Owner of the Diamond Tooth Lil Saloon

BIG BRAD, The Sheriff of Black Frog Creek

ANGEL DELIGHT, Diamond Tooth’s pretty niece

YIPEE BROWN, an over-eager young farmboy who plays guitar

OLD MA TREACLE, Diamond Tooth’s cook

NO NOSE MULDOON, a quiet-talking, mean, ‘ornery gunslinger

DUMBO DAWSON, a thick gunslinger, member of the Muldoon Mob

HAIRY HANNAMH, a hairy, noisy gunslingeress, member of the Muldoon Mob
FILTHY FRANK CHISHOLM, a filthy, pongy gold prospector

ONE-EYED JOE, the Saloon piano player (a non-speaking role)

Extra characters may be used in the form of Black Frog citizens and Indians
at the discretion of the director.

All the action takes place on Christmas
Eve in Diamond Tooth Lil’s Saloon in
Black Frog Creek.

The text of the play may be adapted quite
simply to suit any period of celebration
and not necessarily just Christmas.
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THE SET

UPSTAGE RIGHT there is a narrow staircase that leads up to DIAMOND TOOTH
LIL's boudoir, there is a small landing halfway up. The bannister and decorations
are simple. (If funds are low, you can quite effectively dispense with the staircase).
There is a window UPSTAGE C.R. which looks out onto the main street of Black
Frog Creek. UPSTAGE LEFT there are saloon swing doors that allow entrance into
the saloon and out into the street. DOWNSTAGE RIGHT there is a back door that
leads out back to the shack and old Ma Treacle’s kitchen. DOWNSTAGE CENTRE
is the saloon bar with two bar stools. DOWNSTAGE LEFT there is a table and two
chairs. The BOX SET is decorated in typical western cowboy style.

FRONT OF HOUSE

If possible the audience should be seated and served at gingham-clothed tables. The
entire auditorium to be decorated as part of the saloon, wanted posters abound and
there are candles in bottles on the tables.

The SALOON WAITERS AND WAITRESSES are dressed in cowboy gear, as comical
as possible and they serve the audience with whatever ‘BOOZE’ is on the menu.
Whatever the drinks are that are supplied — be it Pepsi, Coke or Lemonade, the
bottles or jugs used for serving should be re-labelled ‘BLACK FROG FI1Z2Z’,

‘CREEK WATER SPECIAL’ or ‘DIAMOND TOOTH LIL'S LUNG RUSTER".

Sweets, Crisps and Chewin’ Gum should also be available.

The Programme should be designed with a Western flavour — a game that can be
coloured and cut out complete with rules as well as details of cast and company.
The game can be a WILD WEST chase game, or GOLD NUGGET PROSPECTOR'S
Mining Adventure. Try to relate the game to the play.

The WAITERS AND WAITRESSES join in and should know all the songs in the
play and sing-a-long with the characters in the play.

The piano will be on the floor of the auditorium if the stage is small and it also
avoids any complications with the action of the play in more dramatic moments.
The WAITERS have a friendly relationship with ONE-EYED JOE and serve him
a drink when he enters at the beginning of the play.
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Things to do

A chance fer all young critters to have some Black Frog Fun!

. Put flour and salt through sieve into
large bowl.
2. Add egg and blend in well.
3. Pour in milk a little at a time and
stir until mixture is smooth.
4. Melt enough butter in frying pan to
cover the bottom and heat until
1egg steaming.
% Pint (1 cup) milk . Pour just enough batter in pan to
B cover the bottom and cook until
i underside is golden brown.
butter 6. Then flip over (brave cooks can flip
v into the air) and cook the second
side until brown.
. Add your favourite filling - jam or
lemon and sugar.
Flip flapjack en to plate and dig in!

4 ounces (1 cup) flour

w

% teaspoon salt

lemon and sugar or jam

o =

Why not design your own personal brand to use on
letters, notes, and secret messages. You will need:
half a potatoe pen knife paper ink and brush

—

. . . Work out your brand design on paper first. The
Every spring the cowboys ride out to the herd and simpler it g,s, the easier it fﬁl be I;opmake.

mark all the young calves to show that they belong N .

to a certain owner. Each ranch has its own brand ! hw;ltg‘ oaf Eﬁ: ,p((i)rte;vtvo?'our final design on the flat

tha}t{ cannot b? confused1w1th any other. id £ . Then carefully cut away all the potato from the

wh ?31 arela E»}'ifx.amp es to give you an idea o outside and inside of your design so that when
SUEICY00 b you have finished, the lines of the brand stand

out above the rest.
w . Place the sheet of paper which you are brand-
stamping on a flat surface. With a brush, ink the
X " raised part of your design.
lazy S Lonestar flyingO  crazy M rockingP s Before the ink dries, turn the stamp over quickly

and ‘brand’ the paper. Re-ink for each ‘branding’.

w N

H

w

Can you design brands for these ranches?

Circle T Big Valley Pine Top Triple R OK Corral

(viii) /”
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Here is how to do it:

1. Get a large piece of cardboard and fill it in like
this:

2. Glue a picture of your friend in the centre space.
If you do not have one of him or her, find a pic-
ture in a colour magazine that looks vaguely like
him and glue it into the space instead. Then cut
out a picture of a hat (it does not have to be a
cowboy one and the funnier the better) and glue
it on as well. Draw a moustache or bushy eye-
brows to make it look authentic.

3. Undemneath write:
a) if it is an invitation:  For tea next Tuesday at
.00
Reward — toast and
marmalade

b) if it is his birthday: For his . . .th birthday
Reward — birthday cake
and presents

¢) if it is just for fun: For a pow-wow with
Sitting Bull (or put your
name instead)

o
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THE AUTHORS

JOHN GARDINER has been a teacher of Drama in Secondary education for
fourteen years. Trained at Loughborough and Rose Bruford
College of Speech and Drama, he wrote the very successful musical
‘The Dracula Spectacula’ (Evans Plays) performed throughout the
U.K., Australia and New Zealand, as well as ‘Big Al’, a musical
based on the life and times of the Chicago gangster Al Capone that
has just been released to the public (Samuel French Ltd.).

He and Fiz Coleman have worked on over four plays for Children
since her return from Canada as well as writing material for drama
teachers and T.I|.E. groups.

FIZ COLEMAN was trained at Bristol University (B.A. Drama - French) and
worked professionally with Brian Way’s Theatre Centre, Lancaster
Playhouse and Theatregoround before being appointed Director/
Writer to the Edmonton Experimental Theatre, Canada.

She now teaches part-time and writes freelance.




ACT 1

As the audience enters the auditorium and becomes settled at tables, YIPEE BROWN (and
WAITERS and WAITRESSES) comes in amongst them and begins to warm them up in
character talking about ‘Diamond Lil’, ‘Saloon’, ‘Weather’, ‘where they’ve come from’ etc.
Meanwhile, ONE-EYED JOE is playing a western ‘medley’. YIPEE gives cue for opening
of show.

ONE-EYED JOE enters the auditorium and sits at the piano, after a pause he shouts
‘Welcome all’ and the WAITERS and WAITRESSES respond in different styles with

‘Hi there One Eye’ — ‘Nice to see ya, Joe’ etc. To which JOE, who is now tootling on the
Ivories, shouts ‘Welcome Children. Welcome to Black Frog Creek!’

YIPEE: Hi there everybody, 1'd like you to meet my old friend Stubble
(enter DUMBO but as straight cowboy). His brother turned out to
be a real mean varmint.

STUBBLE: Hello Yipee, what ya tellin’ them about.

YIPEE: I’'m tellin’ them all about (goes into song) ‘Black Frog Creek’.

ONE EYED JOE AND WAITERS (sing):
BLACK FROG CREEK

CHORUS: BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG,
WELCOME TO BLACK FROG CREEK.
PULL UP A CHAIR, SHAKE OUT THE SAND
SING OUR SONG AND CLAP YOUR HANDS.
COS’ IT'S BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG,
FRIENDLY BLACK FROG CREEK.

VERSE: HERE COMES DIAMOND TOOTH LIL (She enters singing) —===__
SHE’'S CHECKING ALL THE BOOZE =
WAVE TO HER RIGHT NEIGHBOURLY
SHE’LL WAVE RIGHT BACK TO YOU (LIL: Hi there!)

OLD MA’'S IN THE KITCHEN

SHE'S COOKED A NICE SURPRISE (MA appears with burning
pan and card that reads ‘WHAT’S FOR TEA’)

IF YOU CALL OUT ‘WHAT'S FOR TEA?’' (MA holds it up)

SHE’LL HOLLER (MA) ‘BLACK FROG PIE!"

CHORUS: BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG
WELCOME TO BLACK FROG CREEK.
PULL UP A CHAIR, SHAKE OUT THE SAND
SING OUR SONG AND CLAP YOUR HANDS.
COS’ ITS BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG,
FRIENDLY BLACK FROG CREEK.

VERSE: BIG BRAD IS OUR SHERIFF (BRAD enters with card ‘GIT OUTA TOWN’)
HE KNOCKS THE BAD GUYS DOWN
IF THEY EVER COME IT TOUGH
HE SAYS ‘GIT OUTA TOWN!’ (holds up card)

HIS GIRL FRIEND IS A LOOKER (ANGEL appears on balcony)
A SWEET DELICIOUS SIGHT

THAT'S THE REASON ALL THE FOLKS

CALL HER ‘ANGEL DELIGHT! (On card)



CHORUS:

VERSE:

CHORUS:

OLD MA TREACLE:

BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG,

WELCOME TO BLACK FROG CREEK.
PULL UP A CHAIR, SHAKE OUT THE SAND
SING OUR SONG AND CLAP YOUR HANDS
COS’ IT'S BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG
FRIENDLY BLACK FROG CREEK.

WATCH OUT FOR THE MULDOON MOB
THEY’'RE RIDIN’ INTO TOWN

THEY’LL PINCH YA BELT FER TWENTY CENTS
AND PULL YA TROUSERS DOWN!

THERE'S FILTHY OLD FRANK CHISHOLM
WHO DIGS FOR GOLD ALL DAY

IF HE EVER MAKES A STRIKE

WE'LL SHOUT “YIP YIP AYE YAYYV

BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG,

WELCOME TO BLACK FROG CREEK

PULL UP A CHAIR, SHAKE OUT THE SAND
SING OUR SONG AND CLAP YOUR HANDS
COS' IT'S BLACK FROG, BLACK FROG,
IT'S FRIENDLY BLACK FROG

SLAP YOUR BACK FROG

FRIENDLY BLACK FROG CREEK!
YAHOO!

VAMOOSE!

(The auditorium clears and the stage empties as more light floods on to the set and OLD MA -
TREACLE enters from the BACK DOOR). She waves a big black frying pan and stomps to the
foot of the stairs and calls up.

OLD MA TREACLE:

DIAMOND TOOTH
LIL:
OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:

OLD MA TREACLE

YIPEE BROWN:
OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:
OLD MA TREACLE:

Diamond Tooth Lil! | ain't got no more black frogs. (to audience) Here
we are jist twenty four hours away from our Chrissy Party and there’s
no froggies to fry!

(from above) Don’t strain ya tonsils, Ma Treacle. They’ll be here directly.
Yipee Brown is bringin’ em in.

Yipee Brown! (to audience) Why he’s useless. Don’ know a black frog
from a toad’s tadpole!

(enters through saloon doors laden with baskets and tins) Here ya are
Ma. Black Frogs. Fresh from the creek and itchin’ to jump into ya pan
(He trips and sprawls) Freezin’ Frogspawn!

Dust bang it, Yipee Brown. Ya dropped the whole caboodle! Hey look
one of the little varmints is escaping. Quick catch it.

(looks about him) Where'd it go? Where'd it go?

(Mimics him) Where'd it go? Where'd it go? How in tarnation do | know
where it goed. Start huntin’ fer it (hits him with pan). (they creep and
whoop leaping and searching for it. We hear phrases like ‘I'll ketch ya, ya
little critter’, ‘they’ll be fryin’ tonight’ etc.)

There it is Ma!

Where?



YIPEE BROWN:

OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:

OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:

OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:

OLD MA TREACLE:

BIG BRAD:

OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:

OLD MA TREACLE:

YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:
ANGEL:
DIAMOND LIL:
ANGEL:
DIAMOND LIL:
BIG BRAD:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:
YIPEE:
BIG BRAD:

Up there! (points upwards)

Up where? (She looks up into the roof)

Up ya leg! (points)

(screams) What! Woo Hoo! Git down here. Ooo stop ya ticklin’

(jumps onto bar stool)

Hold Still Ma and I'll pull it out! (makes move to do so)

You’ll do no sich thing (smacks hand) (pause) Ain’t nobody goes
rummagin’ around in Old Ma Treacle’s knick-knacks! (tucks skirt up
between legs firmly) Oooo!

There it is! (to audience) Musta come out fer air!

(wielding frying pan) He's heading fer the door (they track him + musical
accompaniment) (She raises pan and brings it down supposedly onto the
black frog, but at that precise moment BIG BRAD enters the swing saloon
doors)

(magnificently) Hold it right there! (Bonk!)

(bops him) GOT HIM! (noises as BIG BRAD goes all funny and his knees
buckle and he falls backwards into YIPEE BROWN'S arms)

Hairy Hamburgers! It's Big Brad, the Sheriff!)

(planting the incriminating pan in Yipee's hand) Yipee Brown ya knocked
him clean out. I’'m gettin’ ma hide outa here and fast!

(as she exits through kitchen door) Why you Tricky Old Treacle. You sure
landed me in the frying pan!

(At this moment DIAMOND TOOTH LIL and ANGEL DELIGHT come
slinking down the staircase. YIPEE tries to secrete the pan)

What in the name of Black Frog is goin’ on in my saloon?

Heavens it's a man!

It’s Big Brad! What's happenin’? (to YIPEE) Hey you!

Me?

No.

(Suddenly conscious) Me?

No! (He slumps unconscious again) You! (points at YIPEE)

(He drops BRAD in a heap and stands to attention) Me Ma’am?

Yea. You Maam! Fix him a drink! (YIPEE goes to the bar as BRAD
staggers to feet and wobbles). Angel git him a chair. (He slumps in it)

He sure is a funny colour (to audience)

(to audience) He sure needs a drink.

(to audience) He sure is a handsome man.

(Opens one eye when he hears ANGEL speak) Oh OH. Oh Boy my head.
If I lay my hands on that Old Ma Dingbat (Y IPEE drinks drink in terror)
... Ouch there’s a bruise there size of a worzel. Feel it.

(feels it) Oh! Kinda cute.

(to audience) (shows them with fingers that it is a tiny lump).

Pardon me Miss. Why | don't think we've been introduced.



DIAMOND LIL:
ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:

YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:
BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

BIG BRAD:
ANGEL:

YIPEE BROWN:

BIG BRAD:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:

BIG BRAD:

DIAMOND LIL:
BIG BRAD:

YIPEE BROWN:

BIG BRAD:

DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:

ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:

OLD MA TREACLE:

DIAMOND LIL:
BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:
DIAMOND LIL:
ANGEL:

BIG BRAD:

Brad — this is my niece Miss Angel Delight.

But you can call me Angel.

Delighted to meet you Angel. (strikes pose one foot on chair, hand on
heart). Why you're as pretty as a jug of cream with two spoonfuls of sugar.
Wow.

Holy heartthrob!

Yipee Brown. You just hush your mouth. How's ya head now Brad?

Oh it’s just fine. (pause — looks at Angel, strolls to bar). Fine. Why, back
in Arizona | was hit on the head with a railroad hammer. (leans on bar
with elbow and misses).

(horrified) No!

Yup! Know what happened?

(facetiously) Broke the hammer in two.

(warningly) Yipee.

Bounced straight off and killed a whole mess of Indians!

Gracious!

Tremblin’ Tomahawks!

Cos’ | knewed they was there all the time.

Sure ya did Brad. But tell me, what brings ya here so early in the. .er..
(flicks fingers at YIPEE)

Mornin’?

Well, Diamond Lil, as (importantly) Sheriff of Black Frog Creek, | felt it

was my duty to warn you that (he unrolls a wanted poster) No Nose Muldoon . .

(sits) Muldoon!

.. and the Muldoon Mob are movin’ into this . .er. .

territory

Right!

(trance like) No Nose

(likewise) Muldoon

(querulous) and the ?

Muldoon Mob.

MULDOON MOB! (she pops head out and screams it, they all jump six feet
in the air) |'d better lock up the backyard. (disappears)

This isn"t some kinda joke Brad?

No maam. A wire came through this mornin’ from Buckeye Bend. He's left
a trail of damage.

(looking at the poster) He looks real mean.

You can say that again.

He looks real mean (sticks poster up behind bar)

‘Mean’ ain’t the half of it. In Buckeye he punched three cows, stole six
bottles of whisky and buried the Sheriff’s wife up to the neck in cold
porridge! We'd better get this place tied up —



DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
ANGEL:
DIAMOND LIL:
ANGEL:

BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:
ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:
ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:

DIAMOND LIL:
ALL:

OLD MA TREACLE:
YIPEE BROWN:
OLD MA TREACLE:

#

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
BIG BRAD:
ANGEL:

OLD MA TREACLE:

Lock

Stock

and Barrow!

Barrel — knuckle head.

Oh yeah (to audience) Guess you realised 1'm kinda dumb.

(to audience) Yeah — but she is also some looker. (BRAD goes down on
one knee). Angel ya got a figure like the Rock Candy Mountain, lips like
Cherry Pie and eyes like Black Frogs. (YIPEE BROWN pops up from under
bar like cinema organist and accompanies Brad)(Y IPEE plays discords on
the last two words)

Oh Brad you sure know how to make a girl feel good.

(arm around her) Jist comes natural Angel — when you’re a big - nice - guy.
Gee what big muscles ya got.

All the better for protectin’ ya.

Gee what a big gun ya got

All the better for pepperin’ holes in No Nose Muldoon (twirls gun round and
drops it on toe)

Heavens. What a big wallet ya got. (pulls it out of back pocket and throws it
to her).

All the better fer buying drinks all round.

YAHOO!

(OLD MA TREACLE sweeps in with a tray of her special brew. The liquic
should be bright blue or green)

Here we are — Old Ma Treacle’s Dynamite! (They all grab a glass)

Steaming Sasperellas! These sure look explosive Ma!

Sure are. (All listen intently). Jist give ‘em a try before our Chrissy dinner.
Slug ‘'em down and then wait five seconds fer the fuse to burn through.
Here we go.

5! (They slug ‘em in)

4! (They hold their heads)

3! (They extend arms and make ‘00000’ sound)

2! (They hit their backsides)

1! (They clutch stomachs and emit sound ‘Pow’)

ZERO! (They all wobble round room, pull funny faces, as pieces of the
scenery go up and down, round and round and in and out. It is accompanied
by swanee whistles. They all stop, flopped in, over, or under parts of the set,
obviously refreshed by the experience).

Jumpin’ jackasses. They's really somethin!

Tasty

(whisper) Not too bad at all.

Divine. Nicer feelin’ than when you'se sober.

(loudly) I was sober once . . . Frightenin’ (She exits)



BIG BRAD:

ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:
ANGEL:
BIG BRAD:

YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE:

DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:

NAMOND LIL:

Say Angel. (clicks fingers to YIPEE for musical accompaniment)

As the Chrissy Flakes is jist beginnin’ to fall, how’s about you and |

taking a little stroll down Mud Street, over Bogey Bridge and pick

ourselves a posy ‘a snowdrops in Long John Meadow?

What are we waitin’ for? When’s your stage leave, kind sir?

Right now, kid (holds out arms) Jump aboard. (She does so)

(breathless) This is like some wonderful dream. Brad carry me all the way.
Sure will (He goes to the swing doors then turns to audience) Guess you can
see how strong | am. (They exit).

(stops playing and looks out of window) There goes a couple a nice kids —
stoopid but nice.

(changing the mood) Yipee. Fix me another drink. We've gotta talk. (Moves
to table).

Sure thing Diamond. One of ‘your’ specials?

You bet a special — but go easy on the Black Frog tonic — you know what it
does to my digestion. (burps)

(bringing drinks down to table where Lil sits) Why Lil ya hand’s shakin’ like
a tadpole in a teapot.

| know boy. Deal me a hand a cards quickly — see if | can steady my nerves.
One for you, two for me, 3 for you, 20 for me, 4 for you, 100 for me.
(deals cards very quickly four each). You lead.

Twist!
Stick!
Stamp!
Lick!
Lolly!
Bust!
Phew! That's better (holds out hand) Steady as a gold digger’s shovel.

But tell me Lil. Why the flinger-flickers and the frawning frownhead in the
first place?

You what?

Tell me Lil why the flickering fingers and the frowning forehead.

Well boy, | suppose it has to come out some time. You remember the

Jelly Junction Diamond Robbery of "43?

Jumpin’ Jelly Junction — you don’t mean you were responsible for that?
Yup, me and No Nose Muldoon pulled off the whole shebang.

Sizzlin’ Shotguns, tell us about it Lil. (goes to get guitar). (incidental music
behind the tale).

It was way back in ‘43. I’d met Muldoon, he was known as Big Nose Muldoon
in those days, in the Busted Braces Saloon. | was a two bit dancing girl and
he was a three bit gambler (all numbers to be pointed as hard as possible). We
was both on hard times. Hardly four bits between us.



YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:

DIAMOND LIL:

YIPEE BROWN:

BOTH:

YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:
YIPEE BROWN:
DIAMOND LIL:

Five bits!

(sharply) Either way we was financially at sixes and sevens. So that night
at eight, | left the saloon, got dressed up to the nines and arranged to meet
Muldoon at ten. We had decided to hit the Jelly Junction Diamond Train and
split fifty-fifty.

FANTASTIC!

(increase speed)

| suspected some thing was up when Muldoon arrived eleven minutes late
with twelve new accomplices. That meant thirteen. My unluck number.
What did you do in the next fourteen or fifteen minutes Lil.

| just played it cool. Remember | wasn’t just some kid of sixteen. | was a
full growed woman of seventeen, eighteen —

Nineteen!

(Quickly facing Yipee) Who cares. Main point was — | wasn’t gonna be stuck
with just twenty per cent of the deal. Big Nose Muldoon and his fancy
gunslingers would have to go and fast. (YIPEE stops playing). Reckon as
how you’ll want to ask me what my plan was? (pause)

What was your plan, Lil?

(to audience) Hadn’t got one. (YIPEE begins playing again). But the main
plan was that Muldoon should lie across the rail road track like he was as
dead as a possum. Sure enough that train slowed down, jist long enough for
us to climb aboard.

And then?

And then we stopped the train, knocked out the guard and helped ourselves
to those diamonds.

Jumpin’ Jewellery.

It was as easy as swallerin’ a black frog. Afterwards | spotted Muldoon sittin’
astride the engine hootin’ and hollerin’ about how he had the biggest
diamond in America worth every bit of a million dollars.

Wow! (whistles)

| gave him one helluva kick in the pants (kicks YIPEE) and that diamond
flew up outa his hand and into mine (hand out to catch diamond).
Muldoon he shot forward so fast he went headfirst down the red hot
funnel and got his Big Nose completely burned to a cinder! (they both
collapse in hysterics)

So not only did he lose the diamond he also lost (realising) (shakes LIL's
hand)

His nose.

And nobody else knows why he’s known as No Nose?

Nope!

What do you know!

Afterwards you couldn’t see me for dust. | was outa Jelly J unction

before the posse could saddle their horses.
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Davy Crockett! So you reckon he’s finally tracked you down to Black
Frog Creek and come lookin’ for his share of the diamond?

But he ain’t ever gonna get it!

(look anxiously around, whisper) Where d’you hide it Lil?

You'se lookin’ at it boy (she smiles) (opens mouth wide and points deep
inside)

(head in mouth almost) Gallopin’ Gumboils!

(they are interrupted by the sound of warning whistles being blown and
the banging of a frying pan as OLD MA TREACLE enters spraying
everywhere with a greenfly flitter and grumbling)

Landsakes. You two ain’t got no time to be sittin’ around like a couple

of Chrissy puds! He'll be here any minute now. | seed him from out back!
Muldoon! (they fly for cover)

Muldoon? You crazy I’'m talkin about Filthy Frank Chisholm (to audience)
the dirtiest, smelliest, flea-ridden prospector in the West!

Poo!

(to audience) Jist got a whiff of him eh? Knew he was comin this mornin
soon as the wind changed.

Open those windows, Yipee.

0.K. And I'd better take these flowers and plants outside. Don’t want ‘em
witherin’ away. (he exits through saloon door).

Yep, last time he smelled so bad he gunged the geraniums and gassed the
cat! (sprays and kicks imaginary cat).

I’ll go upstairs and see how close he is. Come to think of it (they all sniff)
he can't be far off.

Pooooeeeee!

(DIAMOND LIL exits upstairs)

(calling after her) Diamond Lil — I ain‘t servin’ that walkin’ heap of refuse
this time. (to audience) Why last occasion | was laid up for a whole month.
What's more | ain’t got time, at this rate we ain’t never gonna get no
Chrissy lunch ‘less | can git on! (she disappears into kitchen)

(descending the stairs) He'll be here any minute.

Better take precautions — here tie this round your face. (They tie tea-
towels round their faces — they look like gangsters).

Sure that might help a little.

(At that moment BIG BRAD with ANGEL DELIGHT bursts into the saloon)
(points gun at them) All right you two. Hold it right there!

Eek!

0.K. Angel never fear, the strong right arm of Brad is here (puts arm round
ANGEL so gun is facing her). Drop down ya hands and put up ya guns!
Brad!

O er sorry honey sorry (takes gun away). Alright you two, drop down your
hands and put up your guns, drop down guns and put up your hands. That's
fine (YIPEE and DIAMOND are left with hands half up and half down)
But Bradits. ...

| ain’t interested in no explanations. Angel take off their masks.
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Don’t be a goof Brad, it’s. ...

Shut up and do as | say. Honey, the masks. = ;
(ANGEL pulls down the masks to reveal their true identity) 7/,“ . \\ﬁ
Brad!

Oh my goodness.

Why Diamond Lil, Yipee. Gee - er (tries to put away gun) - | guess | made
some kinda mistake.

| guess ya did, but we ain’t got time fer apologies.

Filthy Frank Chisholm is paying us a social call any minute now!

Great Heavens (He pulls neckerchief over face as others do except ANGEL)
Lordy and | haven’t even fixed my hair. (runs to mirror to see).

Honey (beckons her over) Filthy Frank Chisholm has been gold
prospecting for nigh on seven years and in that time, to my certain
knowledge, he ain’t even had a bath let alone fixed his hair.

Here he comes! (They all half hide)

(Hear footsteps off. FILTHY FRANK stops by window and peers in.
Filthy fingers creep around side of saloon door. Characters react to the
increasingly bad smell. FILTHY FRANK kicks open the swing saloon doors,
stands there for a moment and then takes a deep breath before saying)
Festive Greetings!!

(ALL emit a huge ‘Poo’ and then pass out — they are slumped over and
under the furniture)

Sufferin’ Sennapods — what kind of a saloon is this! (He bangs his hat on
his backside and clouds of dust exude and billow forth). All | came for was
to wish you Happy Christmas.

(He spits into spittoon with sound effects) Now it seems a man cain’t get

a drink when he wants one (spittoon)

(OLD MA TREACLE enters, she speaks either through a sieve or under a
saucepan placed on her head for protection)

Filthy Frank Chisholm!

(pushing his hair into stylish shape) Theresa Treacle!

Don’t you dare Theresa me! Jist mind ya manners. (sees others passed out)
Why jist look what you done, you reek so bad every one done passed clean
out!

Thought they was snoozin’ (spit toon)

Snoozin’ (lifts up head to look) Why the poor Christian critters is gasping
for pure air! (drops head) You should be ashamed of yourself. Why don’t
you take a bath?

Baths cost money and | ain't got none (spittoon). By the way Theresa you
thought any more about marryin’ me?

(takes saucepan off) Marryin’ YOU! Why it'd be like settin’ up home with
a cesspool! | ain’t even thinkin’ about marryin’ you ‘til you takes a bath in
carbolic. (she spits)
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Ain’t nothin’ wrong with natural country smells!

Natural country fiddlesticks. You’re a walking sewage farm! |’ve a good
mind to take a scrubbing brush to you myself. (rolls up sleeves)
(scratching) S’pose it might ease the itchin’.

And that’s another thing. Why do you keep scratchin’ yourself.

Ain’t nobody else knows where | itch! (spittoon)

THE PONG SONG

SOME FOLKS LIKETO RUSTLE (MA TREACLE echoes “rustle”’)
SOME FOLKS LIKE TO BOOZE (MA TREACLE echoes “‘Booze”)

SOME FOLKS LIKE TO WASH EACH DAY O o
BUT ME | LIKE TO POO! . 5
AIN'T NEVER CHANGED ME LONGJOHNS
AIN'T NEVER CHANGED ME VEST

‘CEPT ONCE | TURNED "EM INSIDE OUT
AND CALLED "EM SUNDAY BEST!

SO IF YA GOT A BUG DON'T BASH IT -

TRY TO SEE HIS POINT OF VIEW =g
BUT IF YOU'VE GOT AN ITCH THEN SCRATCH IT!
AND IF YOU'VE GOT A PONG THEN POO!
YES IF YOU'VE GOT AN ITCH THEN SCRATCH IT
AND IF YOU'VE GOT A PONG THEN POO!

(DIAMOND, YIPEE & BRAD & ANGEL come to)

SOME FOLKS LIKE A HANKIE (take out hankie) CHORL\J?: BLOW (noise)

SOME FOLKS LIKE TO SNIFF SNIFF (noise)

SUME FOLKS LIKE TO WASH THEIR SOCKS (wave hankie)

BUT ME | LIKE TO WHIFF (throw hankie in air) POO

WHEN CAPTURED BY SOME INJUNS They act it out

WHO PLANNED TO SCALP MY HEAD

I SIMPLY LIFTED UP MY ARM

AND KNOCKED 'EM STONE COLD DEAD They all
collapse

SO IF YA GOT A BUG DON'T BASH IT

TRY TO SEE HIS POINT OF VIEW

BUT IF YOU'VE GOT AN ITCH THEN SCRATCH IT
AND IF YOU'VE GOT A PONG THEN POO!

YES IF YOU'VE GOT AN ITCH THEN SCRATCH IT
AND IF YOU'VE GOT A PONG THEN POO!

SOME FOLKS LIKE TO WHISTLE CHORUS  WHISTLE
SOME FOLKS LIKE A SONG
SOME FOLKS LIKE TO TOOT A FLUTE WHISTLE

BUT ME | LIKE TO PONG!

I LOVE TO DINE ON POLECAT

AT A BLACKFROG BARBECUE

THEN WASH IT DOWN WITH BAD EGG GIN
AND FRENCH FRIED FUNGUS STEW!

SO IF YOU GOTTA BUG DON'T BASH IT

TRY TO SEE HIS POINT OF VIEW

BUT IF YOU'VE GOT AN ITCH THEN SCRATCH IT

AND IF YOU'VE GOT A PONG THEN POO

YES IF YOU'VE GOT AN ITCH THEN SCRATCH IT

AND IF YOU'VE GOT A PONG THEN POO! (at end they dive behind bar for
protection)
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