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A WORD ABOUT "LOVE & MARRIAGE, TEXAS STYLE"

Directors often set Shakespeare's plays in different locales and time periods from
which they had originally been written. TAMING OF THE SHREW has seen
productions that have been completely transported to the movies and Musical
Comedy stage. SHREW has also been set in America's Wild West several
times. | know of theatres that did this in Idaho, Oregon, California and, of course
here in Houston in 2002. In the early 1990's we set the Sacramento (California)
Shakespeare in the Park's production in the mid 1800's and on the American
frontier. In all of these Wild and Wooly West productions, because they were
part of the various Shakespeare Festival productions, the Bard's words were
always used verbatim. It was in our Sacramento production that it began grating
on my nerves for, who in American history, ever spoke Elizabethan poetry or
iambic pentameter?

In my Grad School days | had adapted MACBETH to modern day language very
successfully and set it in modern day Scotland--receiving an "A" on the paper.
After graduation | became too busy to really do much writing.

and rewrite it using every day age, Texas idioms, and r.
Tomball, Texas during the early days. | originally

vehicle for the company | s performing at the
tE t

In 2000 | returned to doing mog writing and in 2003 | decided to take SHREW

Productions--but befor: ad time to pr ) it 4 and T.T.P. went
into an extended hia at is still in effe ay).

The basic plotgue sam
they speak any of th
perplexing Prologue

sge's b haracters are not. Nor do
li rom S AND! | got rid of that very
rea akes nse but which Shakespeare, for
some reason, tacked onto hj o
This play has cowboys anﬁoks?banker, a storekeeper, a tavern owner--
e

people one would meet on theg..I of Tomball in 1910. | have added female
characters and cut back the mal aracters to fit a cast of 5 women and 9 men--
much better than the Bard's 2 women, 19 men and a bunch of servants that
usually make up a cast that numbers 30 or more! And they "palaver” in good old
"Texanese"!

The play should run two hours, with intermission.
Enjoy LOVE & MARRIAGE, TEXAS STYLE as much as | enjoyed writing it!

Elaine Edstrom



THE SET

This can easily be done on a unit set and it can be quite simple. All but one
scene takes place in the town square and that can be very realistic looking or it
can have a cartoon appearance. The “buildings” needed are spelled out in the
script.

PROPS

This is not a large props show. And, again props needed are spelled out in the
script.

COSTUMES
Costumes should be what was worn in the early 1900’s. Nadine & Mrs. Vincent

should be in the height of 1910 ion but the others, with th ption of Caite
who dresses in men’s clothi cept, of course, in the L@ e!), should be
r

comfortable “small town” ! The men sh@be in & estern wear for

the era.



LOVE & MARRIAGE, TEXAS STYLE Cast (in order of appearance)

Mr. Barney McQuinn—a widower with two daughters and the genial owner of
McQuinn’s Mercantile. He loves his daughters but finds them very frustrating.

Greg Dawson--the town banker, a middle-aged widower who needs a wife and a
mother for his unmanageable twins--he thinks Rebecca might fill the bill;

Horace Genero—genial owner of the Tomball Inn, he has an eye for pretty
women and since Rebecca is pretty, he’d like to court her too.

Caitlin (Caite) McQuinn-- has a sharp tongue, is a card-carrying Suffragette and
is facing spinsterhood at age 24...but her manner hides a true woman’s heart.

Travis Nelson-- the Vincent family’s foreman and the overseer of all their
holdings. He's always willing to go along with Luke’s crazy schemes!

Luke Vincent of Austin—may be a cowboy but he’s a romantic at heart. He’s in

town to take over the new ranch his father has bought just outside of Tomball.

Rebecca (Becky) McQuinn—C x younger sister, a flirt but “a perfect
ding Daddy.

lady” . She has every single n town at her beck and ¢

Bronco Davis—has be is to be the cook

for their new ranch,

the Vincent f ye
not too brlght--bu sa ir&o K.

Peter Anthony aC|os g fo to pay off the ranch
mortgage his d I|n bur |m with and is not adverse to
marrying a woman oney Ies r looks or actions.

Dusty Garcia--head honc*eter , the Diamond A, and also his
practical-minded travelling r@A bit older than Peter.

Nadine Wilson--a pretty young gw who has her eye on Horace--she runs a
ladies’ boutique.

Marcus the Great--an actor of great repute...just ask him! Think Barrymore,
Keane and Olivier...all rolled into one. He always speaks in a great
Shakespearean voice!

Charlene--a cousin of Dusty’s--always willing to make a few extra dollars.
Mrs. Miranda Vincent--Luke’s very proper mother who she is married to a Texas

State Senator...and everyone knows all Texas senators and their families are
always proper and reputable!



THE SETTING

Place: Tomball, Texas
Time: 1910

ACT I

Scene 1: Tomball Town Square, an early Saturday morning in
June, 1910

Scene 2: Tomball Town Square that afternoon

0\ ACT I

Scene 1: Tos@Town Square, ?ay aft @ a week later
Scene é‘room in the Tom I

r aII H next morning (Monday)
Scene 4 % &Squ at afternoon
Scene 5: Toel @e a few minutes later
Scene 6: Tomball nSquare, early evening the next day

m nutes later



LOVE & MARRIAGE, TEXAS STYLE

ACT |
Scene 1
(General hubbub outside McQuinn’s General Store. McQuinn, Caite & Rebecca
on the porch. McQuinn is talking to Greg & Horace. Luke & Travis enter & stand
listening...until Caite gives a shrill whistle thru her fingers & says:)

CAITE
Hey! I'm trying to read the newspaper here! (All conversation ceases, they turn
and look at her then McQuinn turns to Greg & Horace)

MCQUINN
You heard me boyos! Y ain't gonna change my mind! Rebecca ain’'t gettin’
married until her sister’s lasooed herself a husband--I promised their mama that
on her death bed (may she rest in peace). Now, if either of you wanna court
Caitlin, you have my blessings. Greg? How about it--you need a mother for them
twins o’ yours. Emma’s been gone for nigh over a year and they’re wilder'n
mustangs. Caitey could tame ‘em down in no time!

That wildcat of yours? W& me her down first? No Ge My eye’s on

Rebecca. e
s MCcQuil
How 'bout youél@ If*%e SO an to come courting, why not

Caitey here? E a
A

You‘ve gotta be kidding! II t Qauce in Texas. I'd rather court a

porcupine!

S

Well then, hombres, we've nothﬁto worry about do we? Being hogtied to either
of you is just about the last thing | want. If y’'all ever so much as puckered up
your lips at me, I'd whop your heads with a milk bucket and stomp on your fancy
boots. You two’re about as appealing to me as a case of measles! Jumpin’
Jehosophat, Pa, you make me feel like a mare at an auction! | have no
intentions on marrying--'specially either of those two!

HORACE (To Greg)
God deliver me from all such Irish hellions as that one! She's meaner than a
grizzly with a toothache!

GREG
Amen.



CAITE
| heard that! That goes double for me, peabrains! | wouldn't even stoop to pass
the time of day with you two--you're both stupider than a loco donkey.

TRAVIS (aside to Luke)
This is better'n watchin’ Doc Perkins Medicine Show. That filly’s either stark
starin’ loco naturally or she’s been chewin’ on mescatal!

LUKE (to Travis)
Yeah, Travis, but look at the other girl! She’s just standing there all smiley and
mild mannered and quiet like.

TRAVIS
Not to mention beautiful, eh Boss?

LUKE
She's as pretty a sight as a Jersey heifer in a field of bluebonnets!

TRAVIS

OK, OK! Stare at her like a poleﬁd rabbit if n you want...1 won’é say a word!

@\/ICQUINN
Now Caitey, be reasonab u’re not as yo as you u@o be and it’s high
time you found yourse{ band. \

HO
You're barkinggaqeaﬂ N& oak,
this town to tie th kn@a &
C
s m

it
| mean what | said. Caitli rst. Becky dear, get inside and stop
pouting. You know I'm do this@e | promised your mama (God rest her
soul). Besides, | know what’ st¥for you. Why, you’re the prettiest girl in

Tomball--Hellsfire, in the whole e 0o’ Texas! You have plenty of time to find a
husband. And Caitlin’s time is running out—she’ll be twenty-five come August.

AL,
. M@ you'll never get anyone in

REBECCA (sweetly)
And that, dear sister, will officially make you an old maid like Agatha
Macadoodle.

CAITE
Go suck an egg Becky!

REBECCA (archly)
Sorry, Caite, too expensive. Haven't you heard that they’'ve gone up to fifteen
cents a dozen?



CAITE (to McQuinn)
Are you sure I'm not adopted? (To Becky) I’'M not worried about spinsterhood!
| don’t have to marry some man to survive! This is 1910 for God’s sake...not the
dark ages.

REBECCA (Saccharine sweet!)
Sister dearest, you are an idiot! (to McQuinn) I'll go in, Daddy. (Melodramatic
sigh) I'l' read my books and practice scales on the piano
(sigh)...again...(another sigh) all by myself!

LUKE (to Travis)
Listen to her talk! All soft and gentle! Like an angel.

TRAVIS (to Luke)
Are you feelin’ all right?

LUKE
(Sigh) Never better. | think I'm in love!

HORACE
Don’t be so hard on Becky, Mc (To Rebecca) Greg an sorry, Becky,
if we upset you and made y : Please forgive us. ( eaves a sigh.

Caite laughs) e
a GREG &

Why lock up R %um /nd g Caite) that spitfire of a
daughter of yo s marr| t fa ma ecca the sacrificial lamb to

Caite’s temper a ake a usband for Rebecca because
I’'m older and wiser a y ba flta y last year | cleared $5000.
Well, whoopee for you! Yoee ol right--darn near as old as Pa here. You

just want a free housekeeper a omeone to watch out for those bratty twins o’
yours--not to mention free conju rlghts|

REBECCA (gasping)
Oh! Caitlin! What you said! Daddy! Did you hear what Caitlin said! | think I'm
going to faint!

CAITE
Oh come off it, Becky. You're not THAT naive! You must've learned something
about the birds and bees at that fancy boarding school in San Antone.

MCQUINN
That will be enough, Caitlin. Go inside Rebecca.



REBECCA (pouting)
Can’t | have any visitors, Daddy? | get so lonely sometimes.

MCQUINN
Visitors?

REBECCA
You know, sweet daddy--someone | can talk with and discuss meaningful
things...like music and books? | need someone who also cares for the genteel
things in life. Caite’s no company and, besides, she doesn’t care about such
things.

CAITE
Damn right | don’t!
MCQUINN
Well................ , | could hire a companion for you. She could keep you company

until Caite’s married. A sorta chap-a-rony for you.

REBECCA
Does it have to be a woman, D ? Couldn’t you hire a man—a gentleman, of
e opposite sex to talk tg ickly) Besides

course-- so I'd have someon
you, that is.

oe MCQUIN ::‘& )

| don’t think that wo ea ve wise id ma ot a fit companion for a

young girl.

R B A
Well, then, how out er! acher me conjugate Latin verbs and
improve my piano pl so | d ng ing songs to you in the evening.
A teacher, eh? Hmmmmme

QEBECCA (Begging prettily)
Please, Daddy dearest, pretty please...with sugar and cream on it? Sugar and

cream AND strawberries?

/

Z

MCQUINN (Relenting)
Well alright. You are so like your dear mother (may the saints preserve her) that
| can’t resist such a sweet request.

CAITE
| think I'm gonna puke!

MCQUINN (ignoring Caite)

10



Horace, if you or Greg know of anyone who’d be interested in hiring on as
Becky’s teacher, send him over. Tell him I'll pay him well. Rebecca misses
school now that she finished her time at Miss Lisa’s boardin’ school. (To Caite)
And just think Caitey, you could join your sister for the lessons and it wouldn’t
cost me one cent extral

CAITE
I'd rather eat a frog! I'm outta here. Devil needs a good hard gallop...and | need
some fresh air!

MCQUINN (Defeated sigh)
Go for your ride, Caitey. Come Becky, you can make me a cup of coffee.

REBECCA
Yes Daddy dear! (They exit)

CAITE (mimicking Rebecca)
Yes Daddy dear! As you wish Daddy dear! God! What a namby-pamby suck-up
| have for a sister. And she always was Pa’s favorite. (To Greg & Horace)
Either of you two want to arm wrestle? (Pause--they back away) | didn’t think
so. Don’t take any wooden nickels! So long, suckers! (She saunters off)

(To Horace) You
us if women ever
t f lican Taft will get re-

elected next yea m J@] s Bryan?
ﬁACE <’
Are you serious? T@sn’t U ch Is first term, if you ask me. That
a

just shows how cr. sh hy -blooded Texan would ever vote
Republican! We're a Déatic Always have been, always will be,
regardless of WHO’s in Washingt

QREG

At last Friday’s political rally | saw her marching down Main Street myself,
carrying a sign that said “Taft’s our Man” on one side and “Action Not Oration” on
the other.

nto a cactus, ye®lrish hell

%REG (calling after her) @

Q

HORACE
Women! What the Hell do they know about politics? Next thing you know one of
them will want to run for Mayor...or Governor!

GREG
Hah! THAT will never happen! Not in Texas!

11



HORACE
Well, like it or not, | suppose we’ll just have to cool our heels until someone
takes Caite the Curst out of circulation!

GREG (Sigh)
You're right there, Horace. | wonder where | can find a teacher McQuinn would
hire.

HORACE
You know, I've been thinking. Up till now we’ve both been butting heads over
Becky; but | think it's high time we started working together towards a common
goal.

GREG
What kind of common goal?

HORACE
We gotta come up with a husband for that ornery over-the-hill sister of hers!

GREG
A husband! For Caitlain McQuirQou’ll need to find a willing nutcase!

QHORACE

A nutcase?

0 GREG ?
A nutcase! Do you an in hls@ ind want to marry a she
devil? %

N
Helll She’s a womar@t sh \% 00 e is a bit long in the tooth.

e G
I’'m not so sure about that d th e s that Suffragette thing.

ORACE
Listen, Greg, we might not be able to stand her, but there are men in this world
that would take on Satan himself--if there’s enough money involved! And .
McQuinn has said he'd give half Caite’s inheritance money to her husband on the
day they were married and the other half on the day his first grandkid is born.

GREG
Caite has an inheritance? Where'd you hear that?

HORACE

Becky told me. It's from their mama. And if Caite doesn’t marry, the money goes
to the Tomball orphan’s fund when she dies.

12



GREG
How much is this reward anyway?

HORACE
Not reward. Inheritance!
GREG

For anyone marrying Caite, believe me, it would be a well earned reward!

HORACE
McQuinn promised to give $3,000 at the wedding to any man that would take
Caite off his hands!

GREG (Whistles)
Whew! $3,000 is a chunk of cash! That's more than Doc Pullem, the dentist,

made during all of last year. But, Hell, I'd rather be horsewhipped than marry
her, money or no money!

\ORACE
I’'m with you there! We g someone to hogtie Cab ed her, bed

her, and rid the house of E ome on! (T?
TRAVI &

Boss, do you & (*ose

Rebecca?

Who knows? But | krgwl Y b|tt

Say what?

aIIy in love with Miss

I’'m in love! | never thought it p033|ble Not until | saw Miss Becky! It's love at
first sight, Travis--I'm in love at first sight!

TRAVIS
Uh, boss, maybe your first sight of the girl took so long that ya didn’t see what’s
at the root o’ the problem surroundin’ her!

LUKE
| saw that she was as pretty as a palomino filly in the sunlight, as shy as a rabbit,
and as soft spoken as a Texas mourning dove.

TRAVIS

13



And her sister's like a mustang with a burr under its saddle--she’s a
cantankerous old mule! And not only that, until her father has gotten rid of her,
the little palomino filly-of-your-desire hasta stay locked in the stable from all
wannabe studs. Includin’ you. We gotta come up with some sort of plan!

LUKE
You're right. And | know how! Isn’t McQuinn planning to hire a teacher for Miss
Becky?

TRAVIS
Yep! And | have a humdinger of an idea a-brewin’ in m’ fer-tile brain!
LUKE
Sodo I.
TRAVIS
Knowin’ how your steel trap lawyer mind works, I'll bet we have the same idea.
LUKE
We might, Travis. What's you%? é
TRAVIS o

You're gonna hire on a{®teacher Right? Q \
*LU ‘
Right! a

&wso
It won’t work, boss! E

Why not?

TRAVIS
How’ll you get to meet her?

LUKE
Remember that older man named Greg? You know, the banker fella?

TRAVIS
The one all duded up in a suit and vest?

LUKE

14



That's him! We’'ll hunt him up, tell him we heard he was looking for a teacher,
convince him that I'm a bonafide hot-shot scholar right out of college, and get him
to introduce us to her daddy. The rest, as they say, is a piece of cake.

TRAVIS
| ain’t so sure boss! Remember, you're supposed to be gettin’ your dad’s new
ranch set up and runnin’. If you are off playin’ teacher, who'll be at the ranch?
Who'll hire the new hands? Who'll say howdy to the new neighbors?

LUKE
That’'s where you come in, Travis--you will.

TRAVIS
Me? Are you plum loco?

LUKE

It'll work out perfectly--as our foreman and overseer, you know all about my
family! No one knows us here. As far as anyone knows, you could be Luke
Vincent and | could be Travis Nelson.

TRAVIS
Did you forget that Bronco is in’ to the Tomball spread e cook? He
knows you 'n’ he knows m as stupid as he is, he’ll sti able to tell us

apart! e

a LUKE §
Don’t worry ab \%r; hi tha elieve. Here, trade hats
with me--mine ew and eputable--more in keeping
with an out of wo &

they trade hats)
All right, boss, if you say ter promise your dad to keep an eye on
you and to keep you out¥ef troéexcessive saloons and the clutches of
graspin’ women!

LUKE
And so you shall...except for that wonderful Miss Becky who can grasp me any
time!
(Bronco enters) Here comes Bronco now. Hey, Bronco! where have you been?

BRONCO
Where have | been? Hah! Where in thunderation have you been? | been lookin’

all over for ya. Whoa, boss! What happened to yer new hat? What's goin’ on
around here?

LUKE (putting arm around Bronco)

15



Ah, Bronco, this is no time to kid around. It's dangerous here. A situation has
come up and Travis is wearing my hat to save my life. And I, for my escape,
have put on his. Are you following this?

BRONCO
Uh, yeah, Boss. | reckon | am.

LUKE
Ah! Ah! Not “Boss” now--now | am Travis and Travis is Luke and he is your
boss.

BRONCO (scratching his head)
Uh....... | don’t follow you, boss.

LUKE
It's simple. | was in a gunfight earlier today and sent a man to the local
sawbones. It was a fair fight but I'm afraid that | have to hide out until the dust
settles.

BRONCO (looking around)

| don’t see any dust.
\JKE
Bronco, you have to help s y life by pretending Travi and I'm him
Call him boss, and help hi t at the new s d whil off for a spell--to
save my life. Do you u tand me? @ \
g %BgR o © ‘
No. Yes. (CoQteycc& | don’tknow!

E
It won'’t be for long. Qt r ert
and he isn't Travis Nelso Thi

NCO (Scratches his head, thoroughly lost)
I'll try t* remember.

TRAVIS
It's simple, Bronco, when there’s people around, I'm Luke and you call me
“‘Boss”, but when we are by ourselves, then I'm Travis.

now, I'm not Luke Vincent--he is--
can remember that?

BRONCO
When the boss is gone, you're Travis ‘ceptin’ when folks are around--then you’re
Luke. (Travis & Luke nod) | got it. | think.

LUKE

Let's go Travis. There’s one more thing you have to do before my plan can
begin.

16



TRAVIS
What's that?

LUKE
Add yourself to Miss Rebecca’s list of hopefuls. (Holds up hand as Travis starts
to speak) Don’t ask me why. | don't have time to go into it now but | have my
reasons, and they’re good. Come on, you two, let's vamoose and look for that
Greg person at his bank. (Exeunt with Bronco muttering “He’s the boss when
there’s folks around; he’s Travis when he’s alone” over and over)

(End of Scene 1)

17



Scene 2
(Peter & Dusty come out of Tomball Inn Door)

PETER
Shoot, Dusty, we've come all this way to visit with my old A & M pal, Horace and
the cash register man says he’s not around.

DUSTY (Dryly)
And here | thought we came up here because you were looking for a way to
fatten up your family’s wiped out bank account. Sir.

PETER
Don'’t be such a smart-ass, Dusty. You didn’t have to tag along with me, you
know.

DUSTY (Resigned sigh)
No, | could have stayed in Palacios and signed aboard a fishing boat. Except |
hate fish!

PETER (Laughing)
Always complaining!

sy >
Anyway, my cousin Cha@ves here in T . lain’t @her in ages.

PETER
Wasn't she that r@uy lit *w -hai nst as always fighting with
the boys? Q

I/ng)
She's not scrawny any"mor he fIC cook--in fact, she’s the cook at
this here Tomball Inn. 9 ack inside and talked with her she'd
know where your old pal w. Aft e's the owner here.
ETER (Spying Horace, who is coming up the

street) Never mind, here comes Horace now. (Calls out) Horace Genero, you old
Beau Brummell of East Texas, you are just the man I'm looking for!

HORACE
Peter Anthony! What brings you up to Tomball from Palacios? (They do an
Aggie greeting, Horace does a series of Aggie blackflips and says:) Hullaballoo!
Caneck! Caneck! We're gonna beat ‘em all to heck! Chig-gar-roo-gar-rem-gar-
em! Routh Tough! Real Stuff! Texas A&M! (They hug)

PETER (Laughing)

Always the Aggie yell leader! I'm here to see you, Sport. You remember Dusty
don’t you? Of course you do!

18



DUSTY (Tipping his hat to Horace)
Mr. Genero. We're here to find some money for Mr. Peter.

HORACE
What?

PETER (Laughing)
Dusty’s only partially right--we’re also having a bit of fun.

DUSTY (Aside)
As long as it doesn’t cost much.

HORACE
Well, all | can say is “Welcome alla mia casa, il mio sig molto honored Petruchio!”

DUSTY (To Peter)
Is he swearing at us?

PETER (Laughing)
No, Dusty, that’s just an Italian’ of saying “howdy”. é

DUSTY
Sounded like swearlng

| said “Welcong> our h éhono . Peter.”l (To Peter) | see
you still remem y06
ET

I'd have never understoo?o Ic place when we were kids if | hadn't
learned the lingo. It was albyour ver spoke. (To Dusty) Horace’s father
was a fisherman in Palacios. up together.

HORACE
Pete was always escaping from his fancy rich-boy life. He’d come over to our
place just to get away from his ol cattle baron of a father. How is the old
scoundrel anyway?

PETER
He passed away six months ago.

HORACE
Oh, | am sorry Pete.

PETER

19



Don’t be. We never were very close.

HORACE
Well, at least he must have left you well fixed.

PETER
Don’t | wish? The ranch was mortgaged to the hilt. It seems dear old Dad had a
hidden vice. He was a secret gambler and all those “business” trips to New
Orleans were simply to line the pockets of the gamblers on the riverboats. Which
is why I'm here.

HORACE
Oh?
DUSTY
Mr. Peter is looking for a woman. A rich woman.

PETER
To misquote Shakespeare: “I've come to wife it wealthily wherever | can!” |
thought that, you, being so successful up here, might know of some rich local
widow --or even as far as Housgon--that might be looking for a handsome, virile
husband with a big mortgage..é business proposition to

HORACE

o &

I've managed . We've got a nice herd to
sell this fall that nly June and the bank says
they’ve waited long dnodgh. [ until the end of this month to pay
off the balance.

How rich would she ha{&?

$3,000 eh? | may know of smqg

DUSTY
The Boss don’t care if she is as ugly as sin, with warts and crossed eyes--or if
she’s as old as the hills with wrinkles and no teeth. As long as she’s rich enough
to pay off the mortgage, he says he’ll marry her.

HORACE

Well, that sounds a bit cold-blooded--not like you at all, Pete.
PETER

It'd be a business proposition, Horace, and I'll pay her back once the herd is sold.
DUSTY

And he’d still be married to her. | told him it was a dumb idea.
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PETER
Listen, if that’s the price I'll have to pay to save the ranch, I'll take it. You know
that old saying “beggars can’t be choosers™ Well, it's true in this case!
Besides, it will be a business proposition--no romance involved.

DUSTY
And, God forbid, no hanky-panky!

HORACE
Well, Pete, if you're really serious about this, | just may know of someone!

PETER
I‘m serious. | have to save the ranch. So--tell me about her. How do you know
she’d be interested in my proposition?

DUSTY
More importantly, how old is she? And just how ugly is she?
HORACE
She isn’t old or ugly. She’s re ort of pretty--in a tomboy f way. She’s
twenty- four and has all her In addition, her father wi the man who
wéns first grandchild

marries her $3,000 on he dlng day, anothen $3,000
is born and half inter: his store w S-- er half goes to her
sister’s husband. 6

Uh, what’'s wron ; must E@ethmg wrong with her or her

father wouldn’t be solg

Well, | won't hornswaggle --S a real problem. The she-cat’s a bit on
the wild side—and she’s know to Houston for her Suffragette work. Plus
she has a helluva temper besi being a regular tomboy. She wears men’s

overalls and cowboy boots most of the time! Oh, she can talk and act real proper
if she wants too--but she never wants to! | hear the nuns at St. Mary Magdalene
Academy breathed a sigh of relief when she finished up there!

PETER
Maybe she’ll change once she’s married

HORACE
That one? | wouldn't bet on it!

DUSTY

The boss has gentle-broke a lot of wild horses. A woman wouldn’t be so hard--
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would it boss? 'Specially one who's easy on the eyes!

PETER
| do have a way with wild things!

HORACE
You'll have your work cut out for you with this one. On top of everything else,
she’s as stubborn as a mule.

PETER
That shouldn't be a problem! Stubborn or not, this is a business proposition.
Once married, | won't care how she might balk! And who can tell? Maybe we’ll
even get to like each other.

HORACE
That'll be the day!

PETER
So where does this prime piece of womanhood live?

\ORACE
| don’t know how “prime” Cé (that's her name, Caitl] e all call her
[

Caite) . After all, Pete, s wenty—four! A ay, she I| h her father and

sister, Rebecca, over t ore (Points) the weII know the rest
of it, Pete, marrying l to m like to court Becky and

e would be a goo
McQuinn refusa me v ee he e r s off “Caite the Curst.”
TY 0

“Caite the Curst!” ’?’? ve g

That’s her nickname aroung @

ETER
Don’t worry, Dusty, you know me! ['ll have that one tamed and eating out of my
hand in no time.

HORACE
Watch out that she doesn’t bite that hand.

PETER (To Horace)
Introduce me to her, Horace, and I'll owe you big time. If you ever need me for
anything, just call on me.

HORACE
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Well, Pete, now that you mention it, there is one small favor you could do for me!

PETER
Anything for a friend! Just ask me!

HORACE
In order to see Becky, | plan to disguise myself as a music teacher. Remember
how good | was in all the school plays?

PETER
Yeah, and that year you spent traipsing around the country with Haverley’s
Minstrals about drove your dad crazy.

HORACE

Ah! But | did learn about makeup, didn’t I? Mr. McQuinn will never recognize me.
PETER

Where do | fit into this scheme of yours?
HORACE

Introduce me to McQuinn as a teacher from Laredo tha 've brought to

e able to see
ildcat? She can
murder when she's

teach music to his daughter: n I Il have access to Bec
her while you take on Cai o you think yo n hand
be as mean as a grlzzl a toothache a ell
crossed.

Relax, Horacegw I’v

howl in the Hill Coun e b t uII fi
a woman’s puny scre ,

pumas scream and coyote’s
own in Matamoros. Do you think
ream from the store—Caite’s)

*s VOICE (Offstage)
Come back here with my Stets , Sister or no sister, I'll claw your eyes out!

PETER (to Horace)
Caite?

HORACE (nodding)
Caitel

PETER (with a sigh)
| see | have my work cut out for me! Come on Horace, let's get you into a
suitable disguise. Are you coming Dusty?

DUSTY
I’'m coming boss. Against my better judgment.
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PETER
Buck up, Dusty, we're gonna capture Caite the Curst!

DUSTY (as they exit into Inn)
| wish | were as sure of “capturing” a good dinner!

(There is an offstage scream from Rebecca who then yells:)

REBECCA (offstage)
You lassoed me! Damn your wicked hide, you lassoed me!

CAITE (as she backs onto street holding the
end of her lasso) Ahl!ahlah! Naughty, naughty, Rebecca! What would Daddy
dearest say if he heard his precious little Becky dear use such language?

REBECCA (Hanging onto doorframe)
Caite! So help me God, if you don’t let me loose right this minute, I'll snatch you
bald!

ITE (Pulling on rope)

Let (pull) go (pull) of the do e (pull) Becky! (Becky le , lands on her
rear, grabs rope & holds Caite pulls her )

REBEC
Damn you, Ca%@ %ell a
My, my! And everyo & ooks around) You'd better calm
down sister dear. In Y. en iced, you are smack dab in the middle
of the square! é

CCA (Examining nails)
| think | broke a nail...and it's a ur fault!

CAITE
What? And you think that’s gonna mar your beauty?

REBECCA
You’re just jealous of me because | have boyfriends and you don't.

CAITE (jerking on rope)
| don’t need a boyfriend but you sure seem to. Be honest, Becky, of all those
men buzzing around you like honey bees to Mexican heather, is there one you
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honest and truly like?
REBECCA
None.

CAITE
What about Horace? He bought one of those new Ford model T motor cars and
was speeding down the road while | was out riding yesterday. Musta been goin’
at least 20 miles an hour. | wanted to race him but Devil wouldn’t go near that
noisy piece of machinery.

REBECCA
He’s as dull as dishwater! You can have him! | just keep that peacock around
for laughs.

CAITE
Oh, maybe you want money more--how about Greg? He’s a rich banker and
he’d keep you in all the froufrou and ostrich feathers you could want!

REBECCA (trying to loosen the rope)
Not my type! And he’s too old!gHe’s forty if he’s a day! Plus he’s saddled with
those icky five-year-old kids n% t his wife up and died on Do | look like

a stepmother?

CAITE
| never could unders y you kept hi hat dude looks at all
women like a st &o hel erk/ng rope) Now, Give.
Me. My. Hat! é
Oh, you are so meanQ all this to torment me. (Struggles
against the rope) Let meéa es, let me GOOOOOQOO! (She wails
and throws herself on the und h a manner that Caite’s hat is beneath

her)
AITE (Pulling the rope tight)
Get up you cry baby. (McQuinn enters and crosses to Rebecca)

MCQUINN
What's this? What's this?

REBECCA (throwing her arms around his legs)
Oh, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!

MCQUINN (helping Rebecca up & removing
rope)
What's gotten into you, Caitlin? What's sweet Rebecca ever done to you?
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(Rebecca sneaks a look at Caite & sticks out her tongue and Caite flies at her)
Hold on there, Caitlin! Leave your sister alone. Go inside Becky. Have a cup of
chamomile tea to calm your nerves.

REBECCA
Yes, Daddy dear. (To Caite, sweetly) | believe this is yours (Hands her the hat)
Really, Caitlin, you should be more careful of your things! (Rebecca exits, but
not before she sticks her tongue out and thumbs her nose at Caite--unseen, of
course, by McQuinn!)

MCQUINN
Ah Caitlin, my girl, stop picking on your sister. If you need something to do, go
inside and finish up the inventory

CAITE (Sarcastically. She jams hat onto her
head)
Yes, father. Of course, father! Whatever you say, father! But beloved Rebecca
gets to have tea to calm her nerves! | must be married off so that Rebecca can
have a husband. Rebecca, sweet, sweet Rebecca, is your treasure, your pet.

MCQUINN (Roaring)

Enough, now! Inside with yo ite exits inside the store) am | cursed
with a stubborn female jack a daughter? Oh Maggie gie, why did you
take the easy out and die ; , leaving me %female Jobgat to raise?

(Enter Greg; Luke p mg t be the S Mr rd Peter with Horace
disguised as t aw UIsed as Luke and Bronco

carrying a gu1t ook
&EG
nn

Good morning, Mr

Good morning, Greg. Are !ese al@‘f yours?

Yes sir.

MCQUINN
Good morning, gentlemen.

PETER
And a good morning to you, too, sir. | hear you have a beauteous mild mannered
daughter called Caitlin you want to marry off.

MCQUINN
Well, stranger, | have a daughter called Caitlin and it is time she was married.
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HORACE (Aside to Peter)
Take it easy, Pete. Don’t be so blunt!

PETER (To Horace)

| know what I'm doing. Stand aside and watch a master at work! (To McQuinn)
| am a rancher from the Palacios area, Mr. McQuinn, and after | heard about your
daughter--her beauty and her wit; her easy-going nature and bashful modesty;
not to mention her calm temperament, | decided | wanted to get to know her
better. | was told that Caitlin enjoys music, so | have brought my own music
teacher here, to instruct her--at my expense. His name is Mr. Lewis and he is
famous in Laredo for his guitar playing. Please accept my gift of this for your
favorite daughter, Caitlin.

BRONCO(Aside to Travis)
It's getting mighty deep in horse droppin’s around here!

TRAVIS
Shhhhh!

MCQUINN
Now that’s right neighborly of ygu, mister, but | don’t think your Mr. Lewis will
interest Caitlin, much to my so But my younger daught becca, would
enjoy learning the guitar.

oe PETER % \
Very well, use my %r the child, Rebe en&it is sweet Caitlin | am

interested in.
g \; ng (S usly)
Who’d you say y w&@S Talker:

QET
My name is Peter Anthon* ath noe was well known throughout Texas
Si

and Louisiana. Our ranch ide cios is the Diamond A.

QICQUINN

Ah yes, the Diamond A. I've heard of your ranch--and your father. How is he?

PETER
Dead, sir, leaving me as his only heir.

MCQUINN
Oh, I'm sorry to hear that; my condolences.

GREG (Firmly barging in)
With all due respect to your story and mission, Mr. Anthony, | would like to show
Mr. McQuinn what | have brought him.
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MCQUINN
Brought me? WHAT are you talking about, Greg?

GREG
| brought you a teacher for Miss Rebecca, sir, as you requested. (He pushes
Luke forward) This is Mr. Crawford. He’s a Rhodes scholar and has been
studying in England. He knows French, German and other languages, as well as
mathematics. (Luke does a fancy bow with a flourish) | told him you'd pay him
well.

MCQUINN
Thank you, Greg, thank you! Welcome to Tomball, Mr. Crawford! (Travis clears
his throat) Excuse me, son, but | don’t think we have met.

TRAVIS
Well, sir, my name is Luke and I'm not from around here. But I've heard so much
about your daughter, the fair and virtuous Miss Rebecca, that | would like your
permission to court her. | was told your older daughter has to marry first, so all |
ask is that you allow me to join the others who'll spark Miss Rebecca when the
time’s right. (Luke clears HIS roat) Oh yes, and | brought this small gift of
Greek and Latin books.

MCQUINN
Luke? Luke who? another might %\ yo Where'd you
come from? | don ow ythlng a re you’re asking my
permission to co au
I'm from Austln Sir. E r 0;

M
Senator Vincent's son? Y re L incent?

QRAVIS (with a look at Luke))
That's what they say!

MCQUINN
Imagine! Senator Vincent’'s son, courting my daughter. Why, welcome, boyo,
welcome. (Calling inside) Rebecca! Would you come out here, if you please?
(Rebecca enters immediately--as if she had been listening...which, of course,
she was) Oh! there you are! Mr. Vincent here has some Greek and Latin books
for you and these other men (indicating Luke & Horace) have said they want to
help you and your sister learn music, mathematics and languages. I've decided
MCQUINN (Continued)
to let them...and you can tell Caitlin that | said it was all right for the both of you
to study with them.
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GREG (Very unhappy about being left out)
What about me? After all, | found Mr. Crawford for you!

MCQUINN
Oh, all right, Greg. But don’t get in the way and mind your manners. Take them
all inside, Rebecca. Greg, you and me can play some checkers while the girls
study.

REBECCA (Smiling and with a curtsy)
Yes, father dear! Here, I've brought you some lemonade. (She hands him a
glass of lemonade & exits with Travis, Greg, Bronco Luke and Horace in tow)

MCQUINN (Watching them exit)
Fine girl! Fine girl! | wish her sister was more like her. (Looks at Peter) As for
Caitlin, well, Mr. Anthony, | hate to admit it but you've been fed a pack of fibs
about her.

PETER
Don’t tell me she’s already marrw

CQUINN ?
y eX|st has a temper

Oh, she’s unmarried all ri nd the bane o
that’s hotter than a jalw&pepper

PET
| like a woman some i a
Just what is your mg

in? ave you come all the way from
Palacios just to meet heéffer ade) Lemonade? (Peter shakes his
drink.)

head. McQuinn starts to

ETER
Well, sir, | wish to marry her. (On this, McQuinn chokes on his lemonade)

MCQUINN (coughing as Peter pounds his
back)
Marry her? Marry Caitlin? (He wipes his brow, sets his glass down and sits in
chair)

PETER
Yes, sir. | really haven’t much time to spare, Mr. McQuinn. | have to get back to
my ranch as soon as possible, so | don’'t have a great deal of time to court the
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girl. May | be blunt sir?

MCQUINN
Please do.
PETER
| hear you want to marry Caitlin off before you allow her sister to marry.
MCQUINN
That’s right!
PETER
Then I'm the answer to your prayers.
MCQUINN
So you say.
PETER
Just think of this as a business deal
QUINN
Business deal?
PETER
The word around to y u will g|v an t |es Caitlin $3,000 on
their wedding d

Q %oum
True. In addltlon C ill y emporium here when | die.

P
Well then, in exchange for'my m Caitlin, after | successfully court her of
course, your part of the deal WIQ’( $3,000.

MCQUINN (Sternly & a bit miffed!)
| see. You want me to sell her to you. Strictly business. Like you're buying a
cow or horse.

PETER
Not at all, | will honor her as my wife and be faithful to her. Who knows, we could
end up being very fond of one another. What more could you want?

MCQUINN
All I want is for my daughters to be happy and secure. So, tell me son, what do
you have to offer my daughter besides your name?.
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PETER
Caitlin will inherit everything | own. By the time | die, I'll have transferred
everything into her name and into the names of any children that we may have.
Is that satisfactory?

MCQUINN
It is...on one condition.

PETER
What is that, sir.

MCQUINN

Much as I'd like to see her married and settled down, Caitlin has to agree to
marry you. And she has very stubbornly vowed she wasn't interested in getting
married to anyone.

PETER
Then there is nothing to worry about—she will agree. | can be just as stubborn
as she can be. She’ll agree to marry me because | don’t intend to court her like
some weak, city-bred, Eastern éﬂeman | plan on courtin exas Style!

MCQUINN Q
Court her any way yo t to, son, but ed e loud outspoken
words!
sP T

Words don’t h or enters gu:tar broken over his head.
Bronco runs out and lng em razy as a coot.”)

What happened to you* E

E
Caitlin! <<z
MCQUINN
Caitlin?!
HORACE

Caitlin! | only told her her fingering on the frets was wrong and then she yelled
“Frets, you say? Well watch me fret and fume!” and she broke the guitar over my
head calling me more names than any sailor on the docks.

PETER
By God! Isn’t she a lusty filly! (To McQuinn) | must meet her !
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MCQUINN
With my blessings. (To Horace) Come in with me Mr. Lewis. Stick to teaching
Rebecca. She’s a little more agreeable towards learning. (To Peter) Coming
Mr. Anthony? Or shall | send Caitlin out to you?

PETER

Send her out, please. (McQuinn & Horace enter store) Yes, Miss McQuinn, [I'll
court you in a way you've never dreamt of! If you yell at me, I'll tell you that you
sing as sweetly as a wild canary. If you frown, I'll tell you that you’re as beautiful
as a yellow Texas rose. If you won’t talk to me, I'll compliment your great
eloquence. If you tell me to go away, I'll thank you for asking me to stay. If you
refuse to marry me, I'll simply ask you when the wedding will be. In short, I'll
have you so confused you won'’t have time to think! (Caite appears at the door)

CAITE (Exaggerated cowboy talk & swagger!)
Are you the galoot that wants to palaver?

PETER
| sure do! Good morning, Caite.

\MTE
Whoa there, Buster! I'm Caié y friends. You can call @
o PETER g'
Well, since | plan to ourfrle d AND h , II& u Caite. Pretty Caite-
’ than a Guadalupe bass

-the prettlest
swimming in a strea ere is one gorgeous piece
of female pulch de! s” [which are voice overs], all

onstage action freez

all “t

You are off your rocker, Bu g a really want? Whatta ya sellin’?

ETER
Why, after hearing how pretty and sweet and kind you were and your many
praises sung all the way to Palacios, | decided to mosey up to Tomball to meet
you and marry you.

CAITE
Well, Buster, | can tell by just looking at you, that you are the “moseying”
type...so let that moseying urge you had that brought you to Tomball, take you
back to where you came from. (Caite’s thought [NB: a sound cue recorded &
played]: He's crazy but he sure is a handsome hunk o’ man.)

PETER (Sitting on porch)
Caite my sweet, we need to talk this over. Come over here and sit by me.
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CAITE
Why should I? And I'm not your sweet!

PETER
Because we’re going to get married. And yes you are.
CAITE
Says who?
PETER (Getting up and putting his arm around
her--here starts the fighting—which Caite
instigates!)
Says me!

(Note: All through the following scene, Caite is fighting, biting, scratching, hitting
and generally getting very physical with Peter--and he uses armlocks & other
wrestling holds on her to fend her off and to subdue her)

CAITE
Me? Get married!? Hal!l Not orn out stud like you!

PETER
Now Caitey, you are g mlte hot und lla starting to act real
waspish and it doe ul you &

Q0 Sk
If ’'m waspish, bette my ze sting! (She bites him.)
(Peter’s recorded & | @ a th ié hurt!)
That stung, Caite, but I'm a pe cking out Texas wasp stingers!
E

Only if you know where to find them, Bucko! (She dances away)

PETE
Everyone knows that a Texas wasp’s stinger is in its tail! (He swats her rear)
(Caite’s recoded & played thought: He hit me!)

CAITE
You hit me!

PETER
You bit me! Come on Caite, | am a gentleman....
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CAITE
That’'s what you say. (Caite’s recorded & played thought: It's payback time,
Buster. She hits him)

PETER
| swear, I'll hogtie you if you hit me again.

CAITE
You wouldn’t dare!

PETER
Try me!

CAITE

You must think you are some big cock-a-the-walk rooster!

PETER (Leering at her)
A satisfied one if you'll will be my hen!

CAITE
I’d never choose you as my ro \—even though you sure do@ike one.

PETER o
Come on Caite, don't @ sour-faced! e \
$0A| ‘
| always look tlg/ay whee apple like you.(She tries to

bite him but he uts E n armlock)
Now listen to me, Caite, I’égoma ou get away from me.

QAITE

Let me go! I'll make you sorry! I'm not called “Caite the Curst” for nothing!

PETER
“Caite, the Curst™?
CAITE
Oh, | know they call me “Caite the Curst” behind my back!

PETER (all the time struggling with her)
They're all wrong, Caite, Why, you're as gentle as a kitten. Even though they
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told me you were rough and standoffish and sullen, I'm sure you’re really full of
fun and courteous to everyone. You may be a little retarded in your speech but
it's as sweet as prairie flowers. I'm sure that, deep inside, you don’'t want to be
cross and cranky but want to be soft and gracious. Do you know that | was told
you limped and were cross eyed! What liars there are in this world! And so,
sweet Caite, setting all this “palaver” aside and in plain terms, your father has
agreed to our hitching up and whether you want to or not, | will marry you. I'm
the man for you, Caite (he kisses her; she hits him). I'm the one that was born
to tame you and bring you from being a wildcat to a pussycat. (He kisses her
again) Here comes your father. Now hush and let me talk with him for I've made
up my mind that we will marry. (Caite stares at him, transfixed!)

(McQuinn, Greg and Travis enter)

MCQUINN
Well, Mr. Anthony, how are you getting on with my daughter?

PETER
Fine and dandy, sir. | can see that we're going to be as happy as a pair of hound

dog pups with two tails apiece 40 wag. (Caite starts to say something so Peter
kisses her) é

Q0MCQU|NN o
And you, daughter? o e&\

* CAI

Don'’t call me ug would wish me to marry
someone that fl hare— Comanchero? (Peter kisses
her again & presses ead I che

As you can see, we have gotten a well that we’ve agreed on next Sunday

as our wedding day!

CAITE (Punching him in the gut)
I'll see you hanged on Sunday first.

GREG
She says she’ll see you hanged first!

TRAVIS
If this is success then I'd sure hate to see failure!

PETER
Pay no attention to my charming bride-to-be, she’s shy.
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GREG (To McQuinn)
Since when?

CAITE (To Peter who has her in a headlock)
Louse!

TRAVIS
She doesn’t sound too ready to get hitched to me.

PETER
| tell you, we’ve chosen nest Sunday and it's mind boggling how much she has
grown to love me in such a short time! Why, she can’t keep her hands off me,
see how she keeps hugging me and giving me kiss after kiss! Why, before |
knew it, she’d won me over.

CAITE
You egotistical.......... (Peter cuts her off with another kiss. [Caite’s recorded &
played thought: Ummmmm, not bad!])

PETER
See how it is with us? we can; enough of each other. ut a wedding
feast, Father McQuinn, and | he guests! And be sure lin is properly
dressed! é ?

CAITE (| oth e& tion!)
Properly dresse 0 * g
I’'m marrying a ¢ W&Wear @s, my sweet. (To McQuinn)
Caite would like you @r al and flannel shirts.

e artmg to protest)
Why you............ (Peter cutsher o nother kiss [Peter’s recorded & played
thought: | could get used to th et lips mighty quick!] [Caite’s recorded &

played thought: a big:: Ahhhhhh hhhhhhhh'])

MCQUINN
| don’t know what to say except “God bless your union, my boy!” It's a match!
And God help you!

PETER
Come, Caite, take a walk around town with me.

CAITE (She’s dazed!)
What?
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PETER
After all, we’'ll be married next Sunday! (Peter kisses her and then drags Caite
off by the hand)

GREG (Looking after them)
| don’t remember ever hearing of a woman being courted and getting engaged so
hastily--not to mention crazily!

TRAVIS
Me neither. This puts a new meanin’ on “Texas Style.”

MCQUINN
Well, gentlemen, Since Caitlin is spoken for and will be married next Sunday, |
guess y'all're free to court Rebecca. BUT!!!l When she decides which of you she
wants, I'll want a written and notarized guarantee from that person that he’ll be
able to provide for my daughter in a manner | think suitable. Agreed?

TRAVIS & GREG

\CQUINN

Good! (to Travis) Now bo e known Greg here for
since he owns the Tomb nk he’ll be ablepto supp
manner. But you gotta to me that yo *ﬂpp
can. You have your er the, Senator

you to marry her ck y

T A
| agree.

Good. I'm goin' in n to s free to see you both. So long,
boyos. (He exits. Caite o stops and glares at Greg & Travis as
they doff their hats and say:

Agreed.

d figure that,
ecca in a proper
ecca better than he
in person--before | allow
agree to that?

REG & TRAVIS (in unison)
Hello there Miss Caite! Our felicitations!

CAITE
Don't either of you idiots say one more word to me. If you do I'll be on to you
faster than buzzards on a gut-wagon! (She exits, stomping, into the store)

TRAVIS (looking after her)
That filly is as uppity as a Siamese cat and about as cold as a Basset hound's
nose. God help her poor husband-to-be!

GREG
Well, son, it looks like I'm not going to have to worry--what with your father being
all tied up in Austin. He won’t be able to get here before I've swept Miss
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Rebecca off her dainty little feet. And | will, you know! Good day! (He exits)

TRAVIS (Calling after him)
The Hell you say! (Aside to himself) This bluff has worked so far and | gotta help
the boss out. It looks like its up to me to find a father for Luke to vouch for him.
(He scratches his head as he thinks) Hold on there! | saw a poster at the livery
stables that said Marcus the Great was performin’ over in Spring. That old
reprobate's a master of impersonation and I'll bet a dollar to a hole in a donut
that, for an appropriate fee, the old ham will love to become “Daddy for a Day!”
Hot Damn! Sometimes | amaze myself with my cunning! (He exits whistling.
Rebecca comes out onto the porch fanning herself and sits on a bench)

REBECCA
La! Butitis hot and stuffy inside the store. (To Horace and Luke, who follow her
out. Horace is playing the guitar) Now, gentlemen, isn’t it much nicer out here?
| love it outside, don’t you? My goodness, won’t one of you say something? It
seems |'ve done nothing but prattle on and talk for the last half hour!

HORACE (To himself)
She can say that again! (He strq on the guitar)

UKE (Sitting beside her)
But, sweet pupil, | love g you talk. aIIy I'Qonjugating verbs.
(Rebecca giggles. H strums louder old on there, Mr.

Lewis, that guitar st |ng is gettlng 0 too bad Miss Caitlin
didn’t break that

Is that so? Wh QMISS Becky conjugating verbs
for the past half hour no u her

smg)
Listen, you pompous ass, ty that music was invented to refresh the

mind of man after his--or in this e,*her--studies? So just wait your turn!

HORACE (Nose to nose with Luke and
Strumming on the guitar furiously)
I’'m not going to listen to your damnable verbs any longer!

REBECCA
Gentlemen! Gentlemen! Calm down! After all, it is my choice what | want to
learn--and when! I'm no schoolgirl in a pinafore that has to be tied down to
certain school hours, you know! | will learn my lessons when | want to and where
| want to! So, sit down, both of you. Mr. Lewis, you sit over there and
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REBECCA (Continued)
tune your guitar while Mr. Crawford sits here by me and we conjugate a few more
verbs. By the time you have your instrument all tuned up and ready to go, Mr.
Crawford will be done with me. | promise!

HORACE (Still glaring at Luke)
You saying your lesson with him will be over when | am in tune?

LUKE (Also still glaring)
That will be a cold day in Hell. Tune your instrument.

HORACE (Muttering to himself)
MY instrument is MORE than tuned up and ready!

LUKE
| heard that! Watch it! There's a lady present!

REBECCA
Now don’t be naughty, Mr. Lewis! (To Luke) Come, sir, sit beside me. (Luke
does) Now, where did we leav (Horace begins to tune t itar)

ic steterat Priami

LUKE (Poin
Here Miss Rebecca: at Simois, hic
regia celsa senis.

g \ s A (b er eyelashes at him)
Oh my! That le b hle WouI i jugate them for me?

Vincent, hic est, son of Sen f Austin, Sigeia tellus, disguised like this
to capture your love, Hic stete e Luke that comes courting you, Priami,
is our foreman, Travis, regia, w is impersonating me, celsa senis, in order to
fool your father!

My pleasure, ma’am. H e ou before, Simois, | am really Luke
th

REBECCA (giggling)
Oh, that is so clever!

HORACE (breaking in)
Miss Becky, my instrument is in tune.

REBECCA (gazing adoringly at Luke)

Lets hear it, Mr. Lewis. (Horace plays the scales) Oh no, Mr. Lewis. The
highest tone is off pitch. Tune it again!
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LUKE (gazing back at Rebecca)
Spit in the hole, man, and tune it again. (Horace goes back to his tuning,
grumbling)

REBECCA
Now let’s see if | have this right: Hic ibat Simois, | don’t know you, hic est Sigeia
tellus, | don’t trust you, Hic steterat Priami, take care that he doesn’t hear us,
regia, do not presume, celsa senis, but do not despair.

HORACE (breaking in again)
Miss Becky, | know the guitar is in tune now. (He strums on it) See?

LUKE (intently gazing at Rebecca as she
gazes back at him)
All but the bass.

HORACE
The bass is fine!

\EBECCA é
Fix the bass, Mr. Lewis 0
& O

HORACE \
The bass is flne' re orded & t's that base fellow over

there daring to t ne g! I I’'m going to have to keep
an eye on hlm'é‘u Just® ur,stepiella!

EC oftly to Luke)
In time | may belleve § thoo on'’t trust you.

Then I'll just have to win your trQ ge picks up her hand)

REBECCA (Trilling)
Oh, Mr. Crawford!

HORACE (striding up to the pair)
All right, Latin teacher, you’ve had your time with Miss Becky. Now it's mine!
Why don'’t you go take a hike and leave us alone. The music | want to make is
not for three voices!

LUKE (Through his teeth)
I'll just bet it isn"t
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REBECCA
Mr. Crawford, Mr. Lewis, please!
LUKE (to Rebecca)
Miss Rebecca?
REBECCA
Exchange places with Mr. Lewis, please. It’s his turn now! (Rebecca’s recorded
& played thought: And I'll get rid of boring Horace once and for all!)

LUKE (Standing & bowing)
Your wish is my command. (Rebecca giggles as Luke walks over to where
Horace had been) (Luke’s recorded & played thought: Well, I'll wait--but I'll
watch that guitarist because, | think he’s hoping to get a bit lovey-dovey with Miss
Becky.)

HORACE
Now, Miss Becky, before you begin to learn the fingering on the guitar, you must
first learn the rudiments of the art. | have discovered a new but effective way to
quickly learn the scales. I've written everything down for you to read--a sort of
music primer.

\EBECCA
But | am long past the prime @ oé
? HORACE g' }
Still, won’t you pIeaa& the srimer oft@. ()—&7 s at her)

g REB A (r

Horace, eh? (She gi @ret his wi

note of all harmonyée

husband. Fa--Horace™ove i i art. Sol, la—Only one word have
& hands him back paper) s this your

idea of a proposal? Well it! I1t's the dumbest thing I've ever read
Horace Genero! Call me olg ned, but | don’t believe a person should
change true courting rules for oddpinventions like this! (She stands) Now, if you
gentlemen will excuse me, | have some things to do inside. | have my sister’s
wedding to prepare for, you know! (Exits)

for the paper)
very well: “Do--lI am the first
assion. Mi--Take Horace for a

LUKE
Well, with her gone, there’s no reason for me hanging around. Guess I'll be
moseying along for awhile. (He exits)

HORACE
Yes, “mosey” on, cowboy. It looks to me like you and Missy Becky have more
than a passing fancy for each other and if she is willing to lower herself to your
level and play patty-cake with you, you can have her! There are plenty of women
in Tomball; so | guess it's time for me to look for another sweetheart. After all, |
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have the reputation of picking classy women to spark in this town and | intend to
protect that reputation!

(Peter appears dressed in an old Confederate army cap, Plaid shirt with sleeves
in ribbons and turned inside out, mangy chaps over patched men’s pants and
mismatched cowboy boots. He is singing:)

PETER
(1°Y):“You are my Sunshine, my only Sunshine. (2"%): “Oh, you beautiful
doll,
You make me happy when skies are grey. You great big beautiful doll,
You'll never know dear, how much I love you. Let me throw my arms around
you!
Please don'’t take my sunshine away!” | don’t want to live without
you!”
HORACE

Oh migod! what is that? (Calls to McQuinn) McQuinn, you'd better come out
here. You won'’t believe your eyes. (McQuinn appears in store doorway)

\ETER
Ah! Father McQuinn! 90 é
? MCQUIN g. xo
What happened to% ere sou robbe i you& n accident?

\ P Tg
Why, no Father QW/as jgst tryin
o

You are going to wear thoé(hesé
QICQUINN

Come on, Peter. You've got to be joking. You can’t marry my daughter in those
rags.

HORACE
He’s an eyesore, that's what he is!

PETER (To Horace, levelly)
| really didn’t ask for your opinion, now did 1?

MCQUINN

Well, 'm not going to let Caitlin marry you looking like that! Come inside the
store—there’s some duds there that should fit you.
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PETER
What? You'd cancel the wedding because of my clothes when you’ve let Caite
run around all her life dressed like a man?

MCQUINN
Well, that was different. Everyone knows Caite and don’t expect anything else
out of her. But they don’t know you and | won’t be embarrassed by you in this
town. So, | repeat, you won’t marry my daughter looking like that.

PETER
Oh, you are wrong, there! It's me that Caite’s marrying, not my clothes.
However, I'll strike a bargain...you get Caite into a dress for the wedding and Ill
get myself dressed up a little better. (Caite enters) And there she is! My bride to
be! I'd be a fool to stand here talking with you when | have a chance to seal my
engagement with a kiss. Come here my little Texas wildflower and give your
husband-to-be a kiss!

CAITE (Seeing Peter)

Peter? Is that you? 0 é
e PETER
It's me! Your eager bri om in the ersEl: %y& xas size kiss! (He

grabs her and kisse

Q \ sC IgCaiti Qcorded & played thought)
Ohhhhh My! o &

er’s recorded & played thought)
Oh yesssss!] é

(And Qﬁts dead away).

END OF ACT |
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