
  Californiaville!
Music by Steven Clark

Libretto by Lem Jay 

Summer of 1848.

A saloon in a small, dusty town.

Everything is super over-acted.

Cast of Characters

Horse (2 Sopranos: Front and Back of Horse) 

Director (Alto)

Patsy (Alto)
Cowboy (Tenor)
Stagehand (Tenor) 

Bandit (Tenor)

Rodeo Clown (Bass)

Piano Player (in costume on stage, non-singing role)

ACT I

Chorus

Where the wind weeps over the grass knee high

A brave land called Califor-nie-ae cries

Howdy pard! Please step into the saloon

Just don’t shoot the pie-a-na, it’s out of tune 

The gals cost a pretty penny here

2 pennies & she might even care

Dice are rollin’ and no one’s asking why

Why cowboys have to die

Patsy

(Spoken) Play it Willy!

Piano solo.  Dance number.

The big, bad, ugly Bandit walks into the saloon.

The music stops.

Clown

Scared.  Shaking.

Life for me is death defying

They all laugh when I’m kicked and crying

Them bully bulls are my snorting foe 

But he...stuttering...he, he...

Bandit

That’s right clown, I’m back in town

Step aside, I’m tired of riding

I’m back from my killing spree

Pour me a drink, double whisky neat

Then tell the gals I’m here for my treat

Don’t sneer at me I’m full of spite and greed

I’ve held up banks while the stagecoach flees

There’s only a piano ‘cuz

I shot the band. Don’t bet on the

Good guy if you’re a gamblin’ man

Patsy

(Spoken) You’re not welcome here Bandit.

Bandit

(Spoken) Shut up woman! 

The chorus gasps.  The clown faints.

Cowboy enters.

Cowboy

Tough.

(Spoken) You heard the lady, get out!

Bandit

(Spoken) Who’s gonna make me?

Bandit reaches for Patsy, holding his gun to her head.

The Chorus gasps.  The clown faints again.

Cowboy

(Sung - Smarmy, impressed with himself) 

Don’t make me shoot you evil one

I’m quicker than lightning with my gun

Chorus

Western freedom, shine like gold

Tumbleweed’s blowin’ down the gulch 

Cowboy

Your black hat get-up is history

You won’t bring this town down with your misery

Chorus

Western freedom, miners’ friend

Dreams are blowin’ round the bend

Patsy

Sadly, with the gun to her head.

Call me crazy

That I’d die for you

If by dying

I might save you

So let it be

Let him kill me

Oh let it be me

Show your love and

kill him while I die

Save this town my

sweet cowboy, say goodbye

 I’ll see you in the sky, 

the West is in our eyes

While patsy is still singing, the horse (played by 2 actors in costume) runs in and knocks over a part of the set or trips one of the characters.

The West is in my...

The Director

(Spoken – interrupting the last chord of Pasty’s song) 

Cut cut cut, it’s god awful wrong

(Sung) The horse doesn’t enter after this song!

People we must get it right this time

We open tonight, remember your lines!

Patsy 

(Haughty, diva-esque)

I simply can not work with these amateurs

They don’t adhere to my haute couture

The Director

(To Patsy, mollifying, flattering) 

Darling, you are a star I know

Let’s try the scene again, you glow 

Patsy 

(Spoken - aside, falsely modest)

Oh thank you.

The Director

(Spoken - to the horse)

Why can’t you enter at the right time?

Front Horse

(Sung)

I’ve an ear infection, I can’t hear the lines

Back Horse
It’s hot in here, in this costume I’m blind

Director

Please get it right this time

My god, we open tonight!

Front Horse

She never listens 

to anything

Back Horse
We’re playing the horse 

Because we can’t sing

Director

(Spoken)

Let’s try it from the top.

Blackout.

ACT II

Chorus

In slow motion now.

Where the wind weeps over grass knee high

A brave land called Califor-nie-ae cries

Howdy pard! Please step into the saloon

Just don’t shoot the pie-a-na, it’s out of tune

Patsy

You’re not welcome here Bandit.

Bandit

Shut up woman!

The chorus gasps.  The clown faints.

Pause.  Waiting.

Bandit

Who’s goin’ to make me?

Bandit reaches for Patsy, holding his gun to her head.

Waiting for Cowboy to come on.  He doesn’t.

Who’s goin’ to make me?

Louder.

Who’s goin’ to make me?

Waiting.  Awkward pause.

Clown

We are!

The horse enters and joins the clown.

In a silly hoe down dance, making it up as they go along…

Clown: Wild wild west!

Horse 1: Wild wild west!

Clown: Coyotes never jest!

Horse 2: There’s cacti on my vest!

Clown, Horse 1, & Horse 2:

Hey Injuns we’re fightin’ you

While we bake buffalo onion stew

The Director

(Shouting, angry) Where’s Cowboy?

(Sung) He missed his entrance

People will we ever get it right?

We open tonight!

We open tonight!

Clown

(Spoken, exasperated) I need a drink.

(Sung, happily pouring self a drink) I do think I need a drink.

Blackout.

Stagehand 

In a wig, dressed up as Patsy.  Bandit has a gun to his head.

Call me 

Crazy

That I’d die for you

If in him killing me 

I might save you

So let it be

Let him kill me

Oh let it be me

The Director

Storming ontstage

(Sprechstimme) Oh where the hell’ s our leading lady?

(Sung) Now I’m goin’ frickin’ crazy

Patsy

Comes out with her costume in a tizzy, arm in arm with the clown.

(Spoken) Here I am

Clown

A bit drunk

(Spoken) I was, uh,  helping her with her costume.

The Director

Extremely mad
(Spoken) Leave your love affair for later

(Sung) We must be ready for our big debut

The critics will demolish you!

Running off the stage, shouting in frustration.

Amatuers!  Amatuers!

Blackout.

Chorus
Singing in the dark.

Howdy pard! Please step into the saloon

Just don’t shoot the pie-a-na, it’s out of tune

Horse 1

Shouting

Lights!  Turn on the lights.

The Director

Keep singing, we haven’t much time!

 This dress rehearsal’s a mess

This dress

Rehearsal’s a mess!

Lights up.

Patsy

Call me crazy

That I’d die for you

If by dying

I might save you

So let it be

Let him kill me

Oh let it be me

Show your love and

kill him while I die

Save this town my

sweet cowboy, say goodbye

I’ll see you in the sky, 

The West is in our eyes

Stagehand

Walking through audience with a flashlight.

Lights, lights

Lights, lights

Are my passion, 

They’re my muses

I light this stage

With bulbs and fuses

I color actors 

I follow spots

I used to light stages 

On Hollywood lots

I’ll see you in the sky, 

The West is in our eyes

(Starts fixing something)

Front Horse
Should we go on now?

Back Horse
Now I (like a horse) re-heh-heh-lly can’t see.

Lights come back on.
Act III

This next scene plays like a short silent film.  Fast-motion.  Everything is “crazy.”  Cacophonous,- all are singing simultaneously.  Havoc!  The wild west!  Vaudeville!  The chorus is either playing tennis or volleyball.  The horse is roller skating around the stage or tap dancing.  Patsy is all over Bandit, kissing him.  The clown is drunk drinking from numerous bottles.  Cowboy is lost in himself, looking in a mirror primping, putting on more make-up, brushing his hair and hair spraying.  

Chorus

The grass is greener down below

Western skies, oh we’re singin’ ho’s!

Patsy

Never should’ve left you

Never loved that clown

Bandit

I’ll take you to the train tracks

And tie you down!

Chorus

Play her piano, barrel in the hay

The West was won by God’s poker face

Patsy

You should’ve been the cowboy

You’re not the bad boy type

Bandit
After the show I’ll show you

Why all the hype

Cowboy

Me, me, me, me

They’re coming to see me

To hear me, applause me

Ah adore me, me

Clown

Really drunk

Pretty Miss Polly

And Cracker Jack

Went to the chapel

And never came back

Little Granny Mae

Shot them dead down the aisle

And their love come tumblin’ down

Chorus 

Skibbity do bop skwee boo dow

Bandit

(confidentially, to audience)

I’ll prove to everyone that I’m not gay.

Chorus

Whinny whinny whinny neigh wow wow

Stagehand

(to cast, disgusted)

Honestly, people, even I could do this play!

Cowboy

Me, me, me, me!

Clown

Pretty Paul and Cracker Jack

Went to chapel and won’t come back

Chorus

Singin’, we’re singin’, we’re singin’, 

we’re singin’, oh we’re singin’ ho’s!

Clown

Granny Mae she shot them dead

And all come tumblin’, tumblin’, tumblin’

tumblin’, tumblin’, tumblin’, tumblin’
The Director
Furious

Stop stop stop stop!

My production is ruined

Nobody has theatrical flair

(Shouting)  Get out! You’re all fired!

(Sung) I’m sick of directing amateurs

Bad acting, bad singing

There is nothing I can work with

Sadly, the cast starts leaving.

Slowly going mad

I have a new vision

With puppets I’ll make my mark

They always listen and

They sing from the heart

A first in opera

A first in America

Land of the Free

I’ll make history!

Californiaville!

Chorus 

(offstage)

Uber alles!

Director

Californiaville!

Chorus 

(offstage)

Uber alles!

Director
An opera with puppets

With me as the puppeteer

An opera 

For the whole world to hear!

Musical interlude: Director performs/sings some lines from the first scene using puppets.  Playing different parts with different voices and singing very quickly, insanely. 

Western freedom, shine like gold

Call me crazy, crazy, crazy

(Spoken, high girlish voice) You’re not welcome here, Bandit.

Tumbleweed’s blowin’ through my skull

(Spoken, low manly voice) Who’s gonna make me?

(Sung) So let it be

Let him kill me

He he he he he

Stagehand

Interrupting, coming up through the audience.
I just got a call from the owner of this hall

The show has been cancelled

No tickets were sold

The Director drops the puppets in shock.
Director

They want me to leave the stage?

For me there’ll be no fortune, no fame?

Stagehand

A night at the opera 

Turns into a night in bed

I’ll turn the lights off now

Californiaville is dead

Musical interlude: Stagehand slowly walks off-stage, whistling part of the opera. Exits stage and turns off the lights.

Blackout.
The End
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