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JEFF: Jesus, a fucki.n 1 miracle. The card slick 1 s actually gonna tote 

a bucket a watero 

MONTY: (shaking his head in mock sorrow) Jeff , you treat me l ike a 
\, 

motherless chil d. And after I stuck up for you too other day, too. 
( 

· you didn't have t he brains God give a crowbar. But I told 

him he was wrong, you sure did o 

(Jeff thinks slrnly and heavily, glar es at Monty, then begins 

struggling into a stiff pair of brand-new Levi blue jeans as he 

dresses up for tawno'1. John winks at Pete over his coffee cup.) 

Pete: (after watching Monty at solitaire) Whe n 1d you start playin' 

cards, Monty? I mean , ha.v old was you? 
An 1 I bid more than "one" the first 

MONT Y: (laughs softly) Can t remember when I wasn' t p layin 1 • 

then continues in a less derisive tone than before.) You heard t hat 

song, haven't you, about how a deck a ca rds is like life ±st itself? 

(He affects a heavy T Texas Tyler accent to parody the soppy sentiments 

as he continues to play a winning game of solitaire o) There are 52 

cards in a deck, you see, one for every week of the year •• o The 

love, wealth, war and death. Add up all t he spots of all the cards and 

they come out to 365, one for every day of tre year • 0 0 (Monty breaks 

off his parody with a co mbination chuckle and snort, and conti nues playing o) 

PETE: But what do you get out of playiil?; cards all the time? 

MONTY: They 're a game, like anythin' else o 

up the 
cards•./ 
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ACT ONE 

Scene One 

The bunkhouse of a ranch in Montana , in the s ummer of 1951. 

The bunkhouse is a sir:gle large · room, with raw walls of dark 

weathered boards Even on the brightest day, it 

would look gloo:viy and disheveled. Around the room are beds for 

six nen. Monty's is up right, set apart from the others. John 1s 

is along tte rear wall rig ht center. Bunk beds extend oo th directions 

from tre corner up le ft. Jeff has tre lower and Rudy the upper 
ct.. J..r 

Pete the upper in the other set. 

Each rran has only scanty belo~ings -- a battered suitcase, the 

bedroll on his bed, per haps an extra pair of shoe s • Sone have 

pie tures ar pinups on the wall; typically, Monty's pinup:; are the 

fleshiest. 

A wash stand with a pare alin basin and a galvanized bucket with 

a dipper in it stands between John's bed and the bunks aloq:; the 

rear wall. A pot bellied stove is alo~ the wall down left, with 

a small pile of chopped woc:rl behind it. A grimy blue porcelain 

coffee pot sits on the stove. A few scanty shelves are scattered 

along the walls ., . A long-unwashed window is behind the wash stand. 

Xi.nod A large round table with six assorted and battered chairs is 

at stage center. The door leading outside is llil stage right; down 

right from it are two bales of hay, with a balehook stuck in 

Too curtain rises to the riffle of c ards being shuffled quickly 

and deftly. Rudy, John and Monty are at the table playing a card 

game called pitch, with Monty the dealer. Pete is kibitzing over 

Monty's shoulder. Alex sits on his bunk darning a very worn gray 

stocking. Occasionally there is the sound of hard rain and the 

boom of thunder. Monty gives the cards one final brisk shuffle and 

plops the deck down in front of John: 



MONTY: Cut 'em thin an' win, cut 'em thick ..a an 1 be up shit crick. 

(John cuts the deck of cards. Monty slickly deals each player six cards.) 

RUDY : I 'll bid two. 

JOHN: Goddamn the goddamn cards. That the best you can deal, a mess like 

this? Pass. 

MONTY: Three, in them things called • • • spades. 

(Monty flip s dG.Tn his first card with a f lourish a s he s ays "spades 11 
9 

then r apidly sweeps the cards to him and leads out again . 

disgustedly throws Monty t akes 

every trick.) 

MONTY : Don 't much like t hem spades , huh? (He turns up the cards whi ch 

have been played and deftly thumbs out score for him) 

I ' ll just take high , la....r, jick, jack and game . (Reacres to the "kitty" 

- - a box of Diamorrl _wooden kitchen matches -- and t akes out five mat ches 

while counting loudly:) One, ~ t wo, three , four , five -- as ITE..ny 

as the thumbs on t he end of me hand, as the Irish carpenter says to the 

Dutchman . (He grins sardonically at John and Rudy .) Puts me out again . . . 
A 

JOHN : (to Rudy) Ever see sue h a son of abi tch for winning every time? 

(John gets up from the t abl e, crosses to the stove, looks in the 

coffee pot . He reaches dcwn a can of MJB coffee from a shelf, 

sp oons three spoonfuls onto too grourrls already in the pot , tmn 

ladles water i nto the pot with the dipper from the re arly empty 

water bucket . He sets the pot near the front of t he stove and stands 

with his back to the stove and his hands clasped behind him . Rudy 

meanwhile has pushed his cha i r back from the table and is rolling 
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a cigarette . Monty has taken out a pack of LucJty Strikes and lit a 

cigare t te . ) 

MONTY : (shuffling car'lis) Not givin 1 up , a re you? Can ' t make hay in 

t his kind of weather . (He grins the sardonic grin, flashes the deck 

in mock invitation.) 

JCJHN : (He shakes his head at the cards . ) Nope • Can't make hay , so might 

as well make some c~ ee. (John stretcrn s mightily and yawns:) Ohhh, 

Keeris t Ka,t y l (The yawn finismd , he clasps his hands behind him again 
Hard. week of doin' nothin '. 

~·lant a fr esh cup o~ mud , Alec? 

ALEC: (He looks up from darning the sock . ) No thanks . I gotta go give 

tffi t orphan caJf some hay . 

(Monty has given Ru:iy an inquiring look and gesture with the deck 

to ask if he wants t o play more . Rudy shakes his head . Monty 

begins playing solitaire quickly and deftly o) 

MONTY : (in a mocking t one) Ale c, ain 1 t it bad enough we work our guts 

out in t he hayfi eld wi t hout havin 1 the damn stuff in mre, too ? Whyn ' t 

you keep your damn bales sorrewher es else? Reminds me of livin ' in a 

cow shed . 

ALEC : (bridling) You know this wind and rain rai.s ed hell with the barn 

I go t ta keep some bale s dry somewhere for that calf . Mike 

asked you all a week ago if it's okay tD use that corner . Them bales 

don ' t take up much room anyways ••• 

~~ou~: (cu.tting him off) 7eah, wel l • o o That green ay makes me ache 

~~!!il!MP just l ookin' at it o I don ' t begrudge t he piling crew all them 
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g:reej,1 tales -t.o be stacl~d . (rie glances at Alec putting on a yellcw 

slicker coot o) Anyway, I ' d sure hate to have to go out in th.is weather 

just to play mama for a skim-milk calf . Th.em raindrops 111 grow moss 
~ 

on your back . You watch 1im, Pete. Alec 111 come back in here all green 

and fuzzy~ l ookin' lii:e ra lf an a cre a crick bottom . 

(Pete smiles shyly and uncertainly, pleased to be noticed but aware 

of the jibe in Monty's words about Alec . ) 
this weather 'd 

RUDY: Well , I wish to hell · quit . Th.is settin 1 around and settin 1 

f\ 

around all week . I wish to hell we'd either get back to ha.yin ' or go 

t o rown ti 11 it qui ts . 

MONTY : Gettin 1 thir s ty, Rudy? 

RTJDY: (tetchily) I'd rather be puttin' up hay, that ' s all . Good Godalmighty, 

the re 1 s a hall a crop of alfalfa out th.ere on the ground o I neve r ._ 

saw so goddamn much rain . Th.at alfalfa's gonna rot sure as hell if 

t':is 1:eaps on o 

MONTY : (He pauses with a card in his harrl. r e ady to play and looks at Rudy) 

I t hought that's Mike 's pro blemo It's his ranch, his hay o You 're 

startin ' to so urrl like old folks over th.ere in the slicker coat . 

(Alec has crossed to the bales of hay, where he takes a balehook 

from a bale, uses it to lift one bale atop another, and th.en breaks 

the twine around the hay by deftly twisting tre ho ok in it . He looks 

hard at Monty, tmn with a sweeping motion jabs the baleh.ook into the 

bale where he found it o Taking about one -fourth of the opened bale 

in his arms, he goes out the door o) 
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MONTY: Tou c hy, ain ' t he? Goes -with bein ' a choreboy . You gotta have 

a disposition like a poisoned pup to be a ch ore boy . 

JOHN : Alec ' s been with Mike a long tine • . Bothers him to see Mike 

havin ' all this rain in the middle of ha yin 1 , I suppose o 

MONTY: Mm.m . Speakin ' of dispositions, Mike and Jeff both went out of 

here this mornirg cussin 1 a blue streak . Fixin 1 a fence in the rain 

don 1t seem to appeal to old Jeff . You wanna get yourself a pencil 

and a 1 - o - n-g shee t a paper , Pete, and foll ow that pair around a couple 

a days . Spiff up your vocabulary somethin ' worrlerful . 

JOHN : (He chuckles . ) J eff ' s never rappy unless he ' s bitchin ' about Mike , 

but every summer he ' s back here workin ' for him . (He pours a cup of 

vile bla ck foffee, sips mntentedly . ) You think Mike was feelin' ornery 

this mornin ', you ought a been arourrl him when he wa s drinkin '. I worked 

with him one hayin 1 time darn at Greybull , Wyoming, years ago before he 

bought this place o Rained a couple a days about like this , so the boss 

t onk us to town . Mike go t howlin 1 drunk for a week o Trey ' d put him 

in jail to sober him up , next day he ' d be back at it again o Drink and 

cuss , Christ arnighty l Then when the boss finally did get him back out 

t o t he ranch , re was s till drunk o We was sti 11 us in 1 horses then, and 

Mike ' d been workin 1 a real skit tish team, a big roan and a gray . He ' s 

the only ore in the crew could handle 'em. So he gets it in his head 

to show us how t~ he ' s go t this ornery roan horse o He had a fa11cy 

hat he wore wherever he got dressed up, big wide brim on it out to here • 
...___... '--

(John indicates by holding a hand x"Emrtxt out about t welves inc hes from 

his head . ) He puts that on -- still drunk as a lord -- and goes darn 



to the barn, everybody him . He's gonna get 

dcwn on his knees, and he's gonna walk on his lmees between that horse 1 s 

hirrl legs with his b~ hat on; show us how tame he's got that roan horse, 

seeo 

PEI'E: (listeni~ with fascination ) Did he do it? 

JOHN: thro ugh there on his knees when the horse 

gives a big kick - - catches that fancy hat and swipes it r ight off, sails 

{t plumb across the barn . That horse ' s hoof didn't miss his head by 

a inch . Mike , he looked surprised as hell f or a little bit, then he 

yells : Whoa , y ou big pink oonof abitch, WHOA ! Then you lmow , that goddamn 

horse just s tocxi the re , and Mike goes rig ht t hrough his hind legs like 

he said he would . (John pauses , swills the coffee pot a bit and pours 

more in his cup . ) Been you or me or anyoody else, that hor se wou ld 've 

kicked him into the middle of next week. 

MONTY : (to Pete) See , I told you trn two of ' em are a regul ar education . 

Mike 111 shew you har.r to get your brains kicked out, and Jeff ' s livin' 

proof that you don 1 t need no brains anyhow • 

(There is t he sound of a person clorry;iing across the wooden p ar ch . 

The door opens arrl Jeff comes in , his s li cker running with water 

and his boot s heavy with mtrl o ) 

RUDY: 'Lo, Jeff . Rainin' just as hard? 

JEFF: Like a cow pis sin' on a flat rock o 

JOHN : Mike comin' :in now? 

JEFF : Stopped by the cookhouse first t ' git the grocery list from too 

Missus . (Shakes more water off himself) That goddamn sparrcwhead of 

a Mike , nakin' a nan fix a goddamn feme this kirrl a goddamn weather . 
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MONTY : (half-mockirgly to Jeff ) Grune of pitch? 

JEFF : (even more grump~ at Monty ' s invitation) What a goddamn spread . 

A boss that thinks he 1 s a little Jesus, and a card shark settin 1 around 

on his polished ass a l l day . 

(Jeff cl omps across to shave and wash, using the last of the water 

in the tu c ke t • ) 

JOHN: (to Monty) Who 1s goin' to tavn with Mike - - you an ' Jeff? 

MONTY : (He glances at Rudy , then ~ speaks contentedly) Yup . 

~~"':7_ ~!,~~ : (!!e has been watc~ ing Jeff begin to get ready f or town ; now , 

he clears his throat . ) Kinda wish I was go in 1 in myself o Need a haircut 

pretty bad o 

JEFF : (crushingly ) Why doncha set out walkin'? It ' s only 20 miles 

of mud up to your ass o 

(i mock i nno_cence) 
JOHN: Jeff , that wrat you got in mim , too? Goin ' in to get a haircut? 

JEFF : Haircut , hell . First thing I ' m doin ' is hittin ' the whorehouse . 

PErE: (incredulously) In the afternoon? 

(All t he men look at Pete , then loudly laugh him int o mortliication . ) 

MONTY : Pete, we bett er git your young mind off of cathouses . How about 

s ome pit ch? C1mon , you watched enough to lmow how by nCM . 

(Pet e hesitates , flattered to be asked but unsure of himself . He 

decides to play to cover his embarrassment a) 

PETE : Uh , s ure, okay . 

("'eta sits at the table, !fonty deals in his swift style , talking 

as he doe s.) 

MONTY: That 1 s the stuff . Make a pitch player out a you yet . New if 

the re ' s anything you don't savvy, see , you just ask as we go along . 
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PETE : (trying to seem to know more than he does) Ah •• o when you count 

up the tricks ••• what's the jic k again? 

MONTY : (chants to Pete as a sort of recital) What's the jick . The jack 
\: 

nf the same color as trump . Say spades is trump , jack of clubs counts 

as jick . It 1 s higher ttan the ten a trump , but laver than the jack . 

Jack aJways takes t the jick . All you gotta remember . On any trick, 

jack takes jick . vJhatta you bid there , Pete ? 

PETE: (carefully spreads his cards in both hands , looks at them for a 

l ong morre nt) One o 

MONTY : ONE? Christ awmighty, that ' s no kirrl a bid . Lemme see your hando 

(He reaches across the table and peers at Pete's cards.) Hell, you can 

make two or rnybe three on a h:i.nd like that . Go on an' bid . 

PETE : (gratefully) Two 1 

MONTY: Three . 

(Pete is dismayed at the brusque doublecross as Monty relentlessly 

leads his trump cards and wipes Pete out o) 

MONTY : Le's see, I got high , jick, jack and tre game , and you got lowo 

Four to one so far . (He divvies out matches from the "kitty" . Pete 
(~ 

has leaned back from the table with an exasperated sigh . ) ~' you 

7 
ain't quittin ' , aza j&I 

PETE : I better study up on this game some more . 

(Monty shrugs , goes back to playing solitaire. Alec comes back in, 

takes off his slicker, and goes to the water bucket . ) 

ALEC: Bucket ' s empty . I filled it last time . 

MONTY: I 111 take care of it . 



Same to you , Marie • 

we'll give her a helluva~ try . 

Will you shut the lEll up? Tllay'll lock you away in Deer Lodge until you rot. 

Write mine out, too, Mike . I didn't hire out for this. 
nave r hi red out 



These times are not them t:i.nes, Mike. 

Last lire of play, John to Monty: Will you shut the hell up? 



instead of hay in bunkhoo.se, make it mower sic~es for Alex to sharpen. 

i .; ... 
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scissorbi1l ••• r a ining like cow p issing 
on fiat rock 

Ope n s with sound of cards f a st shuffied 
and rapped on table, lignts come up · on 3 
card pl ayers. Winner shuf f les, cards are cut; 
deals, 1st man bid s 2, n e x t passes, dealer 
bids 3; taKes ail t ·ricks, ''High, Low, and 
game; puts me out. " Reac hes, adds 3 matc h es 
to his pile. "nd man.a to 1st bidd er: "Did 
y ou ever see such a sonofabitch for winning 
~very time?" 
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Walking thru horse's l~as with bi h tB on; 
"horee kick ed the lhell out of him; put him 
in the hospital for 3 week s." 

brot h el joke: '~in the afternoon?" 

go to town to get a haircut 

song: When it's spring time in the ~mxrckril:e_m 
Rockies, I'll be coming ba ck to you •.. 

kid's surp rising: Oh, to hell with it ••• 

Review of Alan Benne tt TV pl ay, where rich 
g irl on horse waited in vain to meet cripp led 
boy on roa d: things that don't happen. 
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Notes on Willie Rough : 

Fore man Jake Adams and agitator Sam McGr ath 
both start out as unsympathetic c harac ters , 
both develop into likables; add s g reatly to 
st re n gt h o f p 1 a y . 

Leaving an offstage happ eni n g to audience's 
i maginat ion: wive ' s rent strik e seem Erl all 
th e stronge r for not being seen on stage . 

Power of unexpe cted : Hughie , after g reat 
anguish, die s quietly 1ith soft fi nal lin s . 

"'~) 
Scots ar g ot : Lwa ins for chil ren, b ai r n far 
boy, wi ndie s for wi ndo ws . 

Good lines: barte n der asks hanger -on Hughie , 
"Do ye want a drink?" They look at each 
other, then to geth er chorus "aye" an bar ­
t<i1ue~ tender smoothly n ours . 

Ver y believable bar scene s , go od sens e o f 
Hughie hanging a.. ro un d al 1 the ti me . 

Good minor to u ch : apprentice sho e d away 
from men ha v ing lunch . 
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ACT 0 E/5 

MONTY: Pete, ho · · bout y ou? C'mon, you 
' a tche d eno g h to kno · ho v . :!___ 

( Pete hesit tes, fl attered to be asked but 
un s re of h i 11 se1 f . I 
PETE : Sure . 

( Moves to the t a ble, Monty d eals. Monty 
tal -s as he deals . ) 

MONTY : That ' s the s p irit . Make a pitch 
player oui6 o f you ~ et . Now if there ' s any­
thing you don 1 t s vvy, ask a we go along . 

,.. • -."'.,A ,. 

PETE (t~ying to seem to kno w more than he 
does) : Wmoclbxmx trlumqjlirckma. Ah • • • when you 
count up the tricks ••• what ' s the jick 
again? 

M6 NTY : (repeats ~ete as a sort of recital) 
What ' s the jick. Th e jack of the sam color 
as trump . Say space s is trump , jack of 
clubs counts as j ick. It ' s highf'r than the 
ten of trump , but lo '' er than t h an thet jack . 
Jack al ·ays takes the jick . ~l you gotta 

. remember . On any trick , jack takes jick . 
~ - Whatta y ou bid? 

PETE : One. 

MONTY: ONE? Christ , that ' s no kind of bid . 
Let's see your hand . ( peers at Pete's c a r ds) 
He ll, you can make two or maybe t hree on 
th at . Go on and bid. 

PETE ( g r atefull y ): Two. 

MONTY: Three . (Pete is dismay d a t brus ue 
doub lecross a s Monty def tly p l ays his c ard s 
and wipes Pe te out.) 

O~TY : Le ' s see, I g ot Hi gh , jick , .j a c k and 
the game , and~ yol_.l got lo • (Pete h a s lean €d 
back from table with exasperated sigh . ) 



ACT 01Ef6 

Wh_· t, you qui~tin '? 

PET : Tha,t ' s eno ugh for now . 

( onty shru gs , g o s back to playing 
so 1 i tai re . ) 

Pete : you start playin ' c a r d s, 
Mont y? / ~ 

Monty.: Can ' t reme mber' hen I wasn't 
p l ~jin . You he a r d that son g , h a ven ' t you, 
a bo u t how a d e c k 0 f ca rd s :j._ s 1 i k e 1 i f e 
itself? (mock solemn ton es as arody of 
soppy son g , as he continues to l ay oniri 
winning game of solitaire . ) There a re 52 
c a r d s in a deck, one for every week o l' the 
year • • • The four suits , hearts, d iamonds, 
clubs an s pades , re p resent the four sea sons 
o f the year • . • A<ld p the spots and they 
co me o ut to 36 5 , onP for every d y of the 

e a r • • • 

PETE : But what do you g et out of p l ay in g 
cards all the ti me? 

r10 TTY : They 're a game, li e anything else., 



CT ONE/l 

( Oµens with soun of cards fast shuffled and 
r a~ped ~n table between shuffles . Li~hts 
come up on 5 men in · bunkhouse : John , Rudy , 
and Monty playing cards , I e c mend i ng bria le , 
Pete watching the c ards . Monty shuffles , 
g ives deck fina l hard rap, plunks it in front 
of John.) 

MONTY : Cut ? 

(John cuts , Monty slickly- deals each six 
c a rds) 

RU.DY..: I ' 11 s · y two. 

JOHN: · Goddamn c a rds . Pa ss . 

0 TY: Three, in • •• spades . 
(,P l ays first card with fl our ish a s he says 
" s pad e s " . ' Monty qui ck 1 y 1 e ad "S o u t hi s 
cards . John disgusted ly t hrows in his han d 
on third trick . ronty takes eve ry trick . ) 

• 1 JTY : High l 'ow, jick, jack , and th e game . 
- ( Rea·c he s t o ki t ty , adds {I, matches to.b i 1 e in 

front of him . · Grins at John and Ru dy . ) 

Pu ts me out again . · 

JOHN (to Rudy) : Ever see such a sonofabitch 
for winnin ' every time ? 
(John gets up , walks to stove , c he cks coffee ­
p ot . Takes do ~ n ca n of .1JB, clumps in 3 
spoons · on o 1 d g r bu nd s , 1 ad 1 e s w at er in to pot 
with diµ er from nearly e mp t y bucket . Sets 
pot near front of stove . Stands by stove . 
Rudy m ran wh i 1 e h a s pushed his c hai r back from 
tabie and is rolling a ci~arette . ) 

MONTY : (shu f fling c ards) No t givin ' up , are 
you? Can ' t ma ke hay in this kind of weather . 
(Gri n s , fl a sh es d cl in mo c J invitation.) 



CT ONE/2 

J5HN: (shakes he d at card s) No e. Can't 
make hay, -so might as well make c.off ee . 
Wan t a cu p of mud, Alec? 

LEC : (look s up f-rom mendin g ) Nop111 th anks. 
l ' ve gotta o put some ionger r i ve~s i~ 
t h is . 

"iOr TY (has gi ven Hady an inqurring look and 
g esture wi th d eck to ask if h e w n ts to play 
mo re; Rudy s l-la es his he ad; Monty has 
start e d playin g solitaire qu ick ly and 
deftly) : I ' d hate to have to go put in 
weather like this. Grows moss on y our ba ck. 
You watch~ ete . klep ' ll co me back in here 
g r een and fu zz.y . 

( Pete smiles shy ly and uncertainly, pleased 
ilo be ao dressed but aw-are of jibe in Monty ' s· 
words about A-1 ec . ) 

RUDY: We ll, I wish to hell it ' d sto p . This 
s-ett i n ' around and set tin ' · around all 1 eek . 
i wish to he 11 we~ a either - get back to h aying 
or go to to wn ti 11 it quilts. 

MONT Y: · Gett in ' th irsty, Rudy? 

RUDY (tetchy) : I' d r .:.Lther be puttin ' up hay, 
tha t ' s a ll. Good Go almighty, there ' s a 
half a crop of alfalfa out there on the 
g round . I never s a w so goddam much rain. 
Th at a lfalfa ' s gonna rot sure a s hell if 

_this ke eps on . 

MONTY : (pa uses with c a rd in hand, looks at 
·Rudy) I tho ugh t that ' s Mike ' s p roblem • 

.ALEC : ( move s to ward d oor, st ops): You sure 
yo11 ain ' t ordered u- this rain? · , You seem 
pretty h appy to be settin a roun d listenin ' 
to · the pit t y - p a t • ( Goe s out in sl i ck e r 
with bridle . ) 



CT O:NE /3 

MONTY: Touchy, a int ' he? Goes with bein ' 
a choreboy . You gotta have a disposition 
like a po isoned pu~ to be a choreboy . 

JOHN : Al ec ' s been wi t h Mike a long time . 
Bothers him to see Mi ke havin ' all this 
ra i n , I ·supp o s e • 

MO 'rY : Mmm . S e akin ' of <li spo s i ti ons , 1 ik e 
and Jeff both went out of here this morning 
cussin ' a blue streak . You wanna ·get 
yourself a pencil and a 1 - o-n- g sheet of 
paper , Pete·, and f 1ol l o w that pai r aroun a 
c·o·up l e a days . Improve your voe abulary. 

JOHN (laughs) : Jeff ain ' t happy unless he's 
bi tchin ' about Mike , but he c omes back every 
summe r and works for him . (pours cup of 
v i l e b l ack coffee , sips contentedly) . You 
think Mi ke w s touchy this mo rning , you 
oughta been arou n d him when he was drink i n . 
I worked wi t,h him one haying time down at 
Grey bull ; Wyoming , year s ago be f ore he 
bought th i s p l ace . Rained a couple of days 
about l ike this , so the b'oss took us to 
town . Mike g ot howlin ' drunk for a ~eek . 
They ' d put h i m in jail to sober him up , and 
next day he ' d be back at it ag-ain . Drink 
and c.u s, Christ a mighty ! Then when the 
boss"' go him back out to the ranch , he was 
sti l l drunk . We were still usin ' horses 
then"'i and Mike ' d been working a real skittish 
team, a big roan and a gray . He gets it in 
his head to show us ho¥: t me he ' s got this 
ornery roan horse . He had a fanc y hat he 
wore when" he got dressed up , big wide bri m 
on it . He puts that on -- sti 11 drunk as 
a lo rd -- an<l goes down to the barn , and 
he ' s g onna get darn on his knees , and he ' s 
gonna wa lk on his · · knees betwe en that 



CT 0 E/4 

horse ' s hinQ leg s with his bi ha t on; 
sho -. u s ho /Ii tame he ' .s . got th a t · horse . 

PETE (fascina ted) Din h e do it? 

JO HN : We11·, he starts goin ' through there 
on his k nees when the hor e gives a big 
kick - - c a tc hes th at f a nc y ha t an d swipes it 
ri g-ht off , s a ils it plumb a cr.oss t he b a rn. 
Horse ' s hoof d idn ' t miss his head by an 
inch . M_ike look e d surp rised as hell for 
a littl e bit ;- then h e yells : ·who a, you bi g 
pink sonofabitch, WHOA ! Then-You k now, tha t 
g oddam horse just stood th e re, a nd Mike went 
right t h rough h i"s hind le g s like h e said he 
wo u ld . (puases, swills the«. co f fee pot a 
bit and pours mo e in his cu p . ) Been you or 
me or an y boc y else, tha t hors e wou·1a.a kick ed 
h im into- t h.em middle of ne x t week_. 

MO~~y (to Pete) : See, I tol d you the two 
of them are a r e gu l a r edu c ation . You can 
learn from Mi k e ho v to g et your ·b ra ins kick ed 
out , a n d f :r om Jeff t hat yo u d_o n ' t ne e d any 
brains any --ay . 

(Sound of . erson climbin g wood en p orch , t hen 
do or o . e n s ancl Jef f c o me s in , wi th s 1 · ck e r 
1d1 wet and mudd!y boots . ) 

RUDY : 'Lo, Jeff . Rain.in ' j ust as h ard? 

JEFF :. Lik e a cow pissin' on a fl a t rock . 
~ 

J 6 HN : Mi k e comin ' in? 

J EFF : Stopp e d by the cookhouse. Th e 
g od d amn sparrowh e ad . 

,_40 TY (half-mock ing~ to J eff ): Ga ITE ' of p i t ch? 

J EFF : ( g ru mpy) Wh at a g odd a mn p l a ce . k 
boss th a t thinks he ' s a little Jesus, and a 
c a r d s hark se ttin' around on h i s as s a ll day •. 
(cl umps ov e r t o sha ve and ''ash , using las t 
.~vv~ :,.,_·~ ~) 



Marie: Mike would take your head off. 
it w asn 1 t only my idea. 

Monty: Could be. Could be he might think I 1m not the only one involved. 

Marie : Why do you keep movin 1 arourrl? 

Monty: I like movin 1 • 

L. . 

.5oa 



/ 

scene 2 

(Kitchen of the cookhouse. Long table with linoleum cloth, cupboards, 
wood -burning range, sink where Marie is finishing noon di~h! s , She 
empties dishpan, wipes her hards on towel, lights a cigarette. Mike 
ent~r~ fr9m outside) 

MARIE: t't; raini hard? 
l" 

MIKE (she d~ill?; wet slicker) : iiiiac Like a Cow • • • (ca~ las hi~self ) Yeah, 

' t ' ~ 
ha.rd as ever. (What's the radio say? 

MARJE: (ti--yi~ to be light t ~b~ut it, s~resses "con:' i~ "~onti.nued":nbl): 

Continued rain. Suppose I'd better sew us som water wings in my spare c 

t . ? l.lle. 

MIKE: Too dry in the spring, then it rains s wmter. Something middlir:g 

would be nice for a change. 

talks taYe started, but the re's still fighti~. 

{she tries again to lighten the conversation.) What kim of humor was 

was- Jeff in this afternoon? 

MIKE: (small rueful grin) You know Jeff~ is .an even-tempered am 

mad tine. Ah, we got aloq; okay. Jeff's not happy 

You got ~rocery list ready? 

( MARIE: I'll write it~ now. Who's going in with you? 
C• 

MIKE: Monty asked to go, am Jeff. Only room for three of us in the 

pickuI;, so that'll give an excuse not to take Rudy. His tongue's starti 

to mng out pretty bad. (pause) You're sure you don't wanna cone
0 

MARIE: No. The road '11 be so bad you should have the men with you. 

I'll go in when it stops rainiqs, if it ever does. Are you gonna see 

about a bale pi li~ crew? 

YilKE: (shortly, uneasily) Yeah, I'll see. 
¥1~ 

MARIE: Hcx-r long do you think it'll take the hay to dr when it quits 
I\ 

rainill$? 

MIKE: Couple a gocrl hot days • The te 11 of it is, those bales are 

to be turned over so th:3 bottoms wi 11 dry before tooy 're piled 0 
J .. \ ' 



Marie: (tentatively, but detennined to say it) Mike, what are~ goi_ng . 

to do? If the rain doesn't quit ••• 
~ 

MIKE: (impatiently) If, if. If toore was pie in tte S<:y, we'd all need 
11 

real long forks • 

MARIE: Mike J Damn it 1 (pause, then in a lower tone) What are yo.u going 

to DO? 

MIKE: Well. • • (still reluctant) You kn<llf we' re in up to our re cks· at 

the bank. If we don't get this h~y crop in, we 'r~ There i&n•t· 
t I 

any morey to buy any, and the price of cattle isn't worth a damn right 

nOW'. (pause, continues almost musingly) Hell of a note, ai n't it? We 

bo~ht this place because it's tl'B best hay ranch in the country, arrl 

nCM" we can't get tl'B• hay in. 

~RIE: Arrl if we lose this place? 

MIKE : /Jr we lose this place, I guess we thra1 up our tail and try it again c· d~ ~ 
sorewrere else. Hire on 5 omewrere for a while till we get some money 

ahead again. 

MARIE : Mike , we agreed there wou 1d n 1 t be any more of that • 

MIKE: Jesus, Marie, I don• t want it any more than you do. You th ink I 

wanna go back to being somebody else's forenan? I worked for other people 

from the time I was 13 years old. Livirg in bunkhouses until hell wouldn't 

have it. Tryi.Q?; to keep stewbums on the job, , to raise so ne baiy else 1 s 
,l,.t\ )A • 

-. cattle arrl put up somebody else 's hay. Always somebcxiy else 1 s. 

MARIE: (intensely) And while you were doing that, I've been cookir:€ for those 
-

think about. (~ke rrakes 

gesture of pain ani mollification, and she subsides.) Can't you try the 

bank for one more loan? 



& l JE : 

i 
(Marie 

Marie : · ihlimxm1tmtl Mike, 
They w on ' t do i t . 

piiHl.e bal e s . 

(, I l ') ) 

Mike :· I ' ve been running c r ews for 20 ye rs; I 've got them to 
'l p l en t y cif t h ings t hey did ·nlt want ' to· . •;. r "? • rA 

Marie : But these me; ~re drift e rs . ·· Drifte r s 1
ancl wino es and 

God knows what all . 

a>/ ~ 

f ',.,;J (;,.. ~rfl. 

i) ~l..t{ ) "lo. I 

'~ t ~ . ~ ). "'' . t 

do 



MIKE: I already tried. 

Marie: You tried? when? 

Mike: A oouple weeks ago, when I went to tc:Mn for parts for the ...,baler. 

Marie : Mike, we agreed we wou ldn 1 t go back to ranch work. 

Mike: Well, what then? You tell me. 

Marie: Get a job in town. 0 o to work at th3 sawmill. 

Mike: We been through that before. No _1;,own, no sawmill. 

:Marie: Other people do o 

Mike: We ain't goddam other prople. 
~ - - -

Marie : We could try. You could try. _ (no response from Mike) My mother told 
\ \ 

me once about her mother. She raised five children in omestead cabin the 
' -

~ 

size of this kitchen. My mother said ore summer they noticed my grandmother 

wouJd s tarrl in the middle of fue cabin for a long time arrl just listen. Just 

listen to the wind. They she 1d go iD ore of too winiows where the dust was 

bla.ving in, and she'd take her harrl like this, and pinch and brush away the 

dust o An:i tfe -dust would blc:Yit i n again ~right -away. She -died in the 

asylum. The wind drove her crazy. When' sorfuthing like this happens, 

I wonder if I'll ' end up like her. 

Mike: It's bar country. (pause) M'o/te :tihinugrrlEnEI things '11 be all right. 

The rain quits, and a day or two of suna:hrm..., and we 111 get back to putting 

up hay. 
I 

Marie: (shakes her head) I 1m tired of waiting. for th3 rain to quit. I left 
'\ 

you one e, Mike o 

Mike: (gives her a long hard look) I don 1 t need any reminiing. 

(he goes out on chore. Marie has minute or two of bus ire ss in kitchen, then 

Monte comes in.) 

r 
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MONTY: Think the rain'll hurt the rhubarb? 

trf'~,., Jct\ ~ MARIE: (smiles a bit uneasily, looks away, deliberately busy) 

MONTY: ~hemqmt (Fills water btcket , watching her . Stands 

watching her put awa~ disres) How many distes you suppose you washed 

in your life? Do you see •m in your dreams at night instead of countin' 

sheep? 

MARIE: No, I sleep sourxi. At least the rain is good for that. 
, 

MONTY: A sound lleeper. Must tave a clear oonscieroe, -hmm? 

MARJE (steadily) Clear Enough. (He still starrls, she attempts w make 

conversation) Where do you go next if we ever get this hay put up? 

MONTY: I go south . Les Angeles or Phoenix, haven't decided which.~~~;) . 
. ' c::h. 

Maybe Mexico ~ of these winters . 
1 

MARIE• Whaa do you work at, in the winter? 

MONTY: Werk at livin', what else? Lots of fellcws wai t in' to bani their 

money across a card table. ~· d be surprised how mny: Fellows who 

don't know enough to play a han:i for all it's worth . (Maves closer to 

her) I kin:i of vacation arno~ foiks ltlo don't savvy the spots on cards 

any too wello It's nice . oes a i:erson good to get out of hlnkhouses , 

am cookshacks . (He stands close behind her, lightly puts hands on her 

hips . They stand, Marie terse , Monty gaugi~ . At last she moves away, 

but slightly, inoonclusively. ) 

(Mike cones in from blnkhouse, looks at trem. Monty casually reaches 

,,.tJ 
MONTY : Fillin' theAbue ket. 

MIKE : You 're getti.n' to be a regular water boy. 

••• 

MONTY: (turre as leavi~ slcwly): Say, changed my mini alx>ut €Pin' to t<Ml . 

I 
I got nothin really to go far, s o lXiy can go in iey pJace. Says he 

wants tc -get a haircut pretty bad. 



Mari e : If he 1 d seen that , Mike would take your he ad off . 

Monty : ~ Could be . Could be he might think i t wasn't 

too o (pause , co nsiders her ~ Then again, ITE.ybe he wouldn 't even notice 

a t all o Got a lot on his mini these days, t ryi n 1 t o make the rain 

stop o Takes quite a f ellow to mana ge t hat . 

Marie : How about being a bunkhouse l awyer? What doe s t hat take? 

Monty : (mock wince) Mmmhh o I sure wo uld n't lGl.ow abo ut that o I have 

heard fellrns call ed t hat now and then. But about all it means usually 

i s t hat t hey ' ve got a smidgin of brains somebcxiy else 

Marie : I tho ught i t TIE a nt a t r ou blerra ker • 

Monty : No, I ' d say a troublemaker is so mebody who rrake s trouble for 
in 

himself . Gets himself over his re ad 9 you lGl.av o Like playin ' ca rds, 

you wanta kJmoc have a hav many t ri cks y ou c an t ake before 
d (}VI I 

y ou bid . Anybcxiy who know t h at d l ast l o:rg . Now y ou 
.J\ " . M ,·1-, ~ , • 

take Mike o 
11 

Looks to :rre like he 1 s showin signs of l:Bin in over his head . 

I 've seen f orernn trying to make it on the i r avn bef ore o Al l of a 

sudden, it's their own r espons ibilityo Buying cCMs , 
,...... ......... .. ,. ""\ (' ..J .,.T J 

Most of em start , withou t mlic h , ana it takes money to make money o 

Mar ie : wny- do you 
0
keep '";mo,J'iri ~aro und· ? ~ 

Monty : 'I "l ike moVino 
- ~ 

Keeps ~ t he 00 ci r culating . 
r r- r •"'\ l l 

Marie : one t hing you don ' t 'like -·i s s t raiglit an swers, you? 
s 

- ~ 

Mont y : D'id n't '-'know there was s uch a tiling . And What 

kind of 'answers do~ y 8u like?-
(' 

c 

I ' 
1-i· 

J .. • •• 

.. 
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'.I' ' 
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Marie : You ready to go? 

KE : Take a few minutes yet. I got to tre tin1e for Jeff and Rudy. 

( he gets out dayb k , si s at table . Marie si s ther e too , middle distance 

from him) 

~ 
. IKE : Never sa: a day book with so many rainy days o ell, let s se hGT m ch 

wages t he gold dust twins go comin to themo 

MARIE (looks at him, t hen way) You want a cup of coffee before you s art? 

IKE : sure·. 



\. 

John : 1y, you 're lookin' slick , Jeff . What 1 s that your usin ' on ur hair , 

bear grease 

sme 11 even riper S ·nn d bea 

Pete : You ever skin o­

A EC : Lots of em. One almos skinned ne in re ur , too . 

PETE : , an? ap e ed? 

ALEC : It w s when I was lo you~ er • ( s be n mlf - epreca ing . Glances a 

Pete , sees he is eage o hear . Begins tte story . ) 



It was about 40, 45 years ago now. Jobs was scarce in those days. 

You tl:ld to take anythi~ you could get. I was her din sheep, livin with 
Over f)/,;)_ 1 

my wife at an old homestead ar Copperopolis Creek.\,... This bear got 
~ I ;l 

to comin in there nights, killin., sheep. Boy,f\ he 1d kill em right and 

left. He'd a:bi ays wait until after the moon went dam, till i t got 
_ ther 

goal and dark. Then oo 'd prowl in and kill or 6 sheep. 

All too reighbars, t here'd be some of em there pretty near every 

night with rre, to try get that bear. First we was gonna trap him. 

These sheep he 'd kill ,Joo 'd j us t leave em lay. That 's t he way a bear 
The don't like fresh at it after it ..... d&c~· get i · 8'~Gii.le&. 
does, ~hey they' 11 cover it wi. th li , ~ or soroothin t o 

arrl. let it s oiled!.! 
keep t he other predators from gettin it was an old brush roof 

sood there. It was pretty well fallen down ar.d he'd drag some of thi s 

brush and put over his sheep. So we put sorre traps up trere one night. 

We got 3 or 4 big coyote traps up there, we was gonna catch him. Got 

up the next mcrnin -- I l'Rd a nice big black and tan dog , oh re was a 
~ w£-.a.t 

dandy -- bear tracks all around there, .an-cl we had th Qg- in the trap 

We could see where the bear had sure been the re, it's a w nder he didn't 

eat that d~ up. 
' ' . 

So rext thir.g, we 're go~ lay for him at night The reighbor from 
/ 

q l D~~ 
the next ranch was a crack shot, was down ther.e. The two of us 

went up in a old l~ barn there, the loft end of it was open. We'd 

got ore of the first sheep illl the bear had killed, and drug it dcwn 
t ~.:l W ~ ~ • - c 1 1 I 'n 

under the loft, to entice him down t here,, Well, we both swore we 
l'.lA 11 

never slept a wink, but t hat bear ate t hat whole she ep with i n 30 feet 
~ 

of us' arrl we never kr.ew i t r • ( l'r '} 



) ' ' 

Marie (brirgi ng hi s coffee) : How's tlE arit hrnet ic lesson? 

fiKE : I 11 see if t hey 're satisf" ed with drawin $35 each . That ought to be 

enough f or 'em to get a sn ot ul . (looks ave aybool ) Every ody' s dra; m 

s ome wages but Mont e . Gonna have a full surmner' s pay comin . onder what he 1 s 

sa"~i'l ;+, f o , nok~~~ gama this winter? 



MAR IE : Ard you ? HON do you th ink we 're gonna co :rre out ? 

MIKE : 

·Y 

The bear was about 60 feet from me. I cut dam on him with trat 

old rifle and he went WOOF o 

MIKE : You ' re pretty quiet . Not lettin' all this get you down, 

are yoo.? 

MARIE t No more than I can help it. 

MIKE: Yeah . I don't kn<M jf I hit him or not, but ---
I cl'E.~ed hia mini anyhcw. Well, he either had to come toward me or 

go right back through the nrlddle of the sheep, so here he comes toward 

me. He got oh, about 30 feet from rre when I cut dam on him again, 

arrl I knCM I hit him that tine • He let another WOOF out of him, and 

he was mad now. Here he coJ11es. He rad his old head turned sideways. 

I could have counted his teeth t~re i n the moonlight. 



The bear got up pretty close, I'd say about the distance from me 

to you, Pete. I was tiyin to shoot him between the eyes. He had his 

head turned a little bit, arrl I got him right - - you know hew a bear's 

he ad is , his ears ara up tcw ards the top of his he ad -- I got him right 

the side of the ear the .!.~e. The bullet went dGln through his neck arrl 

all the way into his 1W'l5s• That took the WOOF out of him. Set him 

back on his ha.unctes, am. he nade a p:iSS at ne, and I ducked him as he 

cone arourd r he'd ripped ne in four pieces. I jammed the g11a rifle 

glances ; she pu s out cjg arette le a es r m; he si t a s 1 dri ks 

c ff e b ar ry e ds o) 

WOOF, ~ went. I'm rjght mxt to him new, I could 

reach out and touch him te's so close. I put the rifle up to him 

again and pull the trigger. Nothin happens. That was the last shell 

I had in the rifle when I put it again his shoulder tt~re, I'm standin 

there by that bear with my rifle emptyo I re roomber it was so quiet 

then I oould hear the radio, still playin in the front room. The bear 

keeps layi~ there, right at my feet. He was dead. 

Funny thi.q;, I di.dn 't get scared while it was happenin. Never gave 

it a thought to run when that bear was ooming at rne in the dark. But 

I shook all night afterwards, after it was all over o 

( \~ 



(· " " ! .: v 

scene 3 

(Monty comes into cookhouse, looks around, sits at table and shuffles 

cards. The riffle brings Marie intD th3 room.) 

Monty:· You 're not such a sound sleeper after all. 



' 
' ; r 

· ~ 

Act 2, Scene 1 

(It is dark in the bunkhouse . The sourrl of the pickup returning from 

ta~m is heard . Pickup doors slam, there is drunken cursing . Rudy ' s voice 

draws nearer , drunkenly singing in bad imitation of Gere Autry : 11 ••• I 1Ijl 

back in t~ saddle agin/Out where a frien ' is a frien '/Wher e the l on_ghorn 

cattle feed/On the lonely Jimson weed/I 'm back in the saddle aginnn ••• 11 

Pete , startled from sleep, sits bolt upright in bed . The rest of the 

bunkhouse awakes as Rudy and Jeff clatt er in and f l ick on the lights : ) 

JEFF : Goddamn scissor bill Mike anyway . 
~ 

JOHN: Oh , J esus , the choirboys are back . Turn off those lights and get 

t o bed o 

RUDY : Gotta go back to th ' ranch , he says . Hell with that . Can't hay 

anyway . Can we , John? Huh? Can't hay anyway? Huh? Pfiadl Why can' we 

stay in town? Have a li 11 fun? 

(All are awake by now, Monty watching bemused, J ohn exasperatedly t rying 

to dig un::ler- covers , Ale c sleepy but benign, Pete wide - eyed wi t h interest. ) 

RUDY (spotting Monty) Hey, Monty, le ' s play pitch . Huh? Git out your 

cards . (singsong) Highla~ , jickjack. C'mon , git out the cards , an ' I ' ll 

cut 'em thin an 'win . 

JOHN : Cards , hell . Point your ass towards that bed a nd get in . 

MONTY (leaning on one elbON casually, says to J eff) How was the cathous e , 

Romeo? The gfternoon sun didn 1 t get in your eyes and bother you or anything, 

did it? 

DXF (Jeff glowers for a moment , then begins to giggle, harder and harder o 

He sits dcwn ooavily on John ' s bed , t o John's outrage . ) 



Rooy: Oh j'eah, I know what I's gonna ask. 



"'\ 

RUDY (singing) ••• but the squaws along the Yukon/are good enough for me •••• 

Hey, lemme ask you all a questiono 

JOHN: This ain't no schoolhouse. Goddam go t o bed J 

RUDY (laughs uproarious:}.y) This ain't no schoolhouse! Ain't that the 
. "'-.M . I) } .. • ! 

truth111 (laughs more, t hen:) But lemme ask you all a question. I ••• 

uh • • • I • • • (stops, pu~zled; has completely lost what he naant to csk.) 

JEFF (unsteady on his feet ~but glowering, sees Pete looking at him 

openmouthed) What the goddam hell you lookin ' at? 

looks away, stutters nNothin 1 • ••) 
turnin' in. 

bed, falls full length on it.) 

(Pete hurriedly 

{Clomps to his 

RUDY (alarmed) Hey, Jeff! Don't go yet, we're gonna play cards! Hey! 

(He stands looking at Jeff, becomes more and more vacant. Softly:) 

Heeyyy ••• (Keels over heavily in middle of floor) 

JOHN: Oh, goddamo Let the ~onofabitch sleep it- off there ~ ' 'Bu1'1m out 

those lights, will ya, Pete? 

(Pete, in BVDs and undershirt, uncettainly gets out of bed. He takes a 

step toward the light switch, then stops, <iilr uncertain whether Rudy 

should be left in the middle of the floor.) 
I t •"''*"'· ·~~ ...,_ "'r 

Pete: Ahh, ~ I put a blanket on him? 

ALEC (quietly, getting out of bed): Here, I got something to fix 

him Upo 
beside 

(ALEC stands P"' Rudy's body, facing his feet. He lifts 
right 

Rudy's ~ leg, tucks it under his arm, and begins pounding Rudy's 

heel hard with the palm of his ~ hand. Rudy's head jars vvith each impacto 

Each pounding produces an agonized ttuhh 11 until Rudy says: "Hey, goddam 

it. Back of my head ••• u He sits up, hands tenaerly on the back of his 

head. Groggily gets up, weaves to his bed and clumsily gets in. Ale 

watches quietly, turns back to bed, pauses:) 

ALEC (to Monty) Old folks' trick. 

JOHN (sinking back grateful ly) Get those lights, will ya, Pet e? ( Pete does) 



// 
I I 

(Darl ened cookhou se. Mike comes through door 
carrying box of groceries, stumbles into 
chair with loud racket. He stops, still in 
dark. From doorway, Marie's voice: "Mike?" 
He remains in same position. Sound of Marie 
coming to doorway. She flips on lights, again 
app rehensively says "Mike?" They look at 
each other for long pause, then Mike moves 
surely to put down box arrl pick up chair, and 
it becomes plain he isn't drunk.) 

MIKE: Worried about me?) 

MARIE: I •.• didn't know what to think. Can 
I fix you anything to eat? 

(Mike shah es his head, still looking at her.} 

MARIE: Did you get Jeff and Rudy to come home 
all right? (Sits at table. Mi k e sits too, 
facing her.) 

MIKE: Yeah. Had to p ersu ade 'em a little bit. 
Rudy's determined he's gonna stay in to'm 
overnight and hire somebody to bring him out 
in the morning. Like hell he would. 



Breakfast table : 

Marie : More hotcakes , anybody? 
John: Nice to see tra t suns hire 
Murmurs of "nope", "got all I can handle 11

• 

. . - - I 

Rudy' comes in .~ 
Monty: Well , you're lookin a bit peaked this mornin , Rudy? Feelin all right? " 

John: That barber left it a little long behind the ears , didn't ht? 

Rudy mumbles 11 ahh11 , shakily drinks coffee . 

John: Well , what's o for today, Mike? Want me to sharren some sickles so 

the mower'll be ready to start cut tin tomorra.r ? 

Mike: No, we got too much hay on the ground as it is . We 're gonna let 

the standing stuff go unti. l the bales get piled . 

Silence amor:g the crew . 

John: You got a bale piling crew comin out? 
I 

Mike: No , I'm gonna have to ask you fellas to do some piling . Hate to, but 

too re 1 s just n ilers to be had . I figure at.out ten days, maybe a week , 

we can clean it up and go back to :thoon:nmm cuttin . We'll get two crews going; 

I '11 take Pete and Jeff, and John can take Monty and Rudy . Fir st thing we 

gotta do is turn those bales on their sides oo the lx>ttoms won't mold . 

C:1ore silence , Monty eyes the others ) 

Jeff : Didn ' t know I was signin' on to be a tiale stiff. 

John : Yeah, Mike , that's kirrl of tough . Some of us are gettin' along in 

years te be muckin bales p Kirrl.a more tran we bargaire d for , you know? 

:Mike: Feel that way myself . Thought my days of bale-humpin were behind meo 
all the your.g bJ.cks 

But men are hard to find ncwdays, with everybody bein drafted for Korea . 

1.iike I say, it' 11 only be a week or so o 

Monty: (sarcastically) Well, that's somethin. 

M c_ ' 

( 
'ft · ·--
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Mike: Well , we 111 give the grourrl a little time to start dryin . I 111 round 

up sorre bale hooks ard come by the bunkhouse . Hav nany hooks we gonna need? 
\.., 
I like one in each hand . HCltl about you, John? 

John : I just use or~ . 

Pete: Two , I guess . 

Jeff : I don ' t give a damn .:erlttlhmnx:~ Either one • 
H .., _, "- ; 

Rudy: Ore . 

Monty. 

Mike : Okay, I 111 be along to too hlnkhouse , and we 111 s tart m:i.ld.ng hay. 

The man file out . 

Marie : Do you think they '11 do it? 

Mike : I dunno . The only thing I know for sure about a haying crew is not 

to count on v..rhat they are or aren't gonna do o I ' 11 try hang on to enough of 

them to get this hay in . 

:t-'f..arie : How . many do you need? 

Mike : In a pinch , you can drive one tractor an:i Alec the other, so I can 

by with four of them . Three on each pilil€; crew and an extra man on the bale 

stack . But if we can't keep tw Acrews go i ng , we're goner s e 

-t (J 



bunkhouse: 

John: Well , you never know what • s gonna happen when you get up in the mornin, 
t 4 

do you? (digging out leather gloves from his soogan) 

Jeff: Specially on this haywire outfi t o ShouJ.da stayed at the cathouse . 

Pete : I never piled bales .before . (asks question) 
.J\- 'Wit 

John: Ah, it '11 burn sorre of tre 1ar d off our ru tts . HGl you feelin' , Rudy? 

You ' re lookin like death warmed over . 

)Monty starts bunkhouse lawyering , finally countered~ 

~--------------,--------------



RUDY: I feel worse 'n that. 
J - - • J 

JEFF: Them bales will straighten you out o God damn, two weeks of green 

baleso 

MONTY: Nobcrly 1s mald.n you stay. Nobcrly's making any of us stay. So 

I 'm leaving o 

(all stop and look at him as he starts to pa ck his soogano) 

John: Jou quittin'o 

Monty: your damn betcha. Any of you got anything in your heads, 

you'll quit tooo Mike's playing us for a foolo 

(silence. Finally, Pete) How do you nean, Monty? 

Monty: Did you hire on to pile bales? I didn 1to Mike 1s tryin to save 

his ass by workin ours offo Well, I ain't piled bales for 15 years, and 

I sure as he 11 ain 't nGi, especi ally at the oo wages. 

Alec: _Mike 1s payin the _best he .can. 

Monty: then it JDCt ain't enough. If I 1m gonna break my butt, I might 

as well do it in better clinateo (glances at Pete) Kncu a fella in 

Denver who 

Rudy: Denver. I aJ.ways wanted to go to Denver. 

Monty: Chances are aJways trere far too fellow th at takes themo 

Pete: What kirrl of work? 

Monty: (describes it, entices more) 



John: Wal~kin Off the job when a mcµi's iI_l ~bind is bad businesso 

Make it hard ·to get any kind of zj: jo~ this valley. 

Monty: This ain't much of a valley, and it ain't the only ~alleyo 

Rudy: By g,crl, he's rig ht. I 1m go-i.ng o -~ . . f 

Mike .(has come in -door qehind, him), H;cw you feelin? 

Roo~: Better.- Lots better. 

Mike: Wonder why that is?, Didn't ha:ppen 'to bring a oottle; back with you-,-

did you? 

Rtrly: Hµh? No, no. 

Mike sweeps over~hoes from under Rudy's bed with his foot, reaches · 

d CMn and picks up pint .) 

Mike: You w~t to leave-ct.hat stuff' in town, Rudy. 

Monty;} Rudy 1 s got somethiL€; m ,., t?ll you, Mike. He a:i.n:::' t in no mood 

for pilin bales. Neither am I, and there might be some .others around 

her- e o 

Mike: , Godgam it, you know the fix I'm in. 

' c 

c 

\ 



Mike: Christ, I'm not asld.n you to It ' s only about a 

week's worth of pilin bales o 

Monty: That 1 s some "unly'' o If we wanted to pile bales , 

hire out as bale pilers 

Mike : Look, there ain't a piling crew anywoore, and we've only got a few days 

to get that hay off the groun:i before it molds. 

Monty : That ain't our problemo 

Mike: I said I'd give you pilers' wages, didn't I? 
\A 

Monty: We ain't so sure you got the morey anywayo Story oin' around] tha.t 

you might be busted before this summer's over. 
have 

Mike: Goddam, I never shorted a man on his wageso I 111 have too money. 

Monty: First time for everythiflS, as the tall lady says 1D the midget. No, 

Mike, I d on' t think you do have the money o Or maybe you do right now. But 

what if it starts rainin' again? What if it takes an extra week or t~wo to 

get ttese bales piled? Or wmt if a bunch of em rot in the field? That's 

like money drizzlin 1 out of your poeketo Yau 're as kin us to ga.inble on the 

weather and you both o I like my odds better than that. 

Mike : Then get your gp ddamn bedroll tog ether o I 111 have you in town oo 

fast it'll nake your head swim. 

Monty: Maybe you _ ough~ ask around, see if I got any xid: col'Jl)any for that 

ride to tCMno (pause; mockingly) I mean among my fellOW' bale pilers, of 

courseo 



Mike : D 'you want ire to recite it all? That I'm an alky -- a drunk? That 

when I t ook the cure they told rre just one drink would set me off again? 

How much of my own puke do you want me to swallow? 

bunkhouse debate: 

Mike to Rudy: You've stuck it out this long. 

Rudy : That 's al 1 I can, Mike o Take me to town. 

bttmx Mike : Pete? 

Monty : We can make us a stake tog ether in 00 . 
~ 

'-an' t very good I' 11 stay. 

All look at Jeff . 

Jeff: Stating . (sees surprise all around; louder) STAYINJ. 1 

jmt!JDJQ Mike (with satisfacti on) : I 'll go write out the money for you two . 

John ; Write mine out too, Mike o I don 1 t like bein in the middle • I knc:M 

you got a ranch you ' re tryin to save . But I got rights not to be ••• 

Monty : Looks to me like you 're a little shorthanded . 

...,_~ clo ' cj~ ~ 
~ /ot'I • ..J \ J'M 

e.. ('Iv\ (f w l'M,.,.,.,, 

Mike stares at him, takes two hooks from his belt, tosses one on the tabJ.s 

by Monty o 

Mike : You son of a bitch . (starts for Monty) 



Marie hears com.motion, comes into bunkhouse . Alec s tops fight after Mike 

wings Monty in the hand . Marie goes from Mike to check Monty ' s hand, wraps 

wash towel around it . 

Mike: You ' re so concerned about him, maybe you ought to leave with him. 

Marie : Maybe I will . 

Mike: I ' 11 write out the checks and take you to tam . 

Monty: What about that . Wanna head south? 

Marie : I'm used t o snCM by nCM o 

(she leaves bunkhouse , goes to cookhouse , enters door .viike has left open. He 

has Rudy 1 s bottle on table , staring at it o Rips off cap , drinks -- pauses , spews 

it out of his mouth, thrOds bottle into earner of room , or onto stove . Or 

empties in i nto sink? Sees Marie.) 

Miimm Marie: That's the best thing the.t 1 s happened around he re all su!Tl1Tk3r . 

Mike: You go in 1 with him? 

Marie : No . 



I 

./ 

;. . PROBLEMS WITH SCRIPT SO FAR: 

~Marie: she is afraid and upset at Mike ' s decision to make crew pile bales, 
but what are his choices? What can account for her upset? Portray her as 
fraying away under ranch life? How make her a whole character? She must 
be fearful of Mike 1 s decision; want him to move to town if they lose the 
ranch; and toy with idea of going with Monty . 

--Mike: Make him s;tmpathetic, have more dimensions . Lines about having 
been a drunk, perhaps . Lines which show he is shrewd, but in over his 
head . 

--Monty: most interesting character so far . Ever the gambler, seeing how 
far he can go . 

John : Make him right in his decision not to stay, as Mike is right in his 
attempt to make them stay. He should be a good man, interesting, but 
unwilling to be in the middle , to field hard decisions . 

JEFF : developing okay; shou:J{d .. be mean and gruff, but come down on Mike 1 s 
side, even though he ' d nave~ ~~t to helping a man out in a pinch . 

·' 
- ( " 

ALEC : wise head but aging, :D,evoted to Mike, would have done whatever Mike 
asked if he were a younger 1fuan·: 

PEI'E : use his youth as comic foil , but have him mature a bit by staying. 
Give him more lines , or no? 

RUDY: A man weaten by drink, and knows it o Make him tragic . 

Themes of the play: a fragile community falls apart , not because of right 
or wrong but because purposes are different . Mike trie s t o pull off his 
greatest job yet as a handler of men -- and fails because of John, not 
Monty. Monty gambles to break Mike and win Marie -- and narrowly misses . 
Marie l ooks at the chance to shed the ranch and cookhouse life - - and 
passes it :§tp . 

Put as much humor and detail in as possible : the balehooks, for instance . 

Shifts of action: 
ACT ONE 
bunkhouse crew 
Mike and Marie 
Marie and Monty 
bunkhouse story/ 

Mike and Marie 

;\1 r..lv. ! J.r ~ i 1~ ~ ('\~~ \ °1 . 
)1/U- /1~<f/'-r.( 

ACT TWO 
all in kitchen 
Mike and Marie 
Bunkhouse crew 
Mike and crew 
Fight; Marie to bunkhouse 
Mike 
Mike and Marie 



(Opens with sound of cards fast shuffled and rapped on table betweoo shuffles . 
Lights come up on 5 nen in bunkhouse: JohI\~~y, and Monty playing cards; 
Pete watching the card gaJOO; Ale~ - ~ Monty is shuffli~. He 
gives the deck a final hard rap on the table, plunks it in front of John.) 

MONT Y: Cut? 

(John cuts; Monty slicldy deals each six cards.) 

RUDY: I 111 bid twoo 
~ 

MONTY : Three, in ••• spades. 

(Monty plays first card with f louris h as he says "spades". He quickly leads 
out his cards. John disgwtedly throws in his hand on the third trick. 
Monty takes every trick. ) 

MONTY: Don't much like them spades, huh? I'll just take higi, low, jick, 

jack and game. (He reacb3s to tl'e kitty -- a box of Dia.mom kitchen matct"es 

ani takes out five matctes while counting loudly:) One, two, three, four, 

five harrl, as tre Irish carpenter ,JJ4P 

(He grins at John and Rudy) Puts :ne out againo 

JOHN: (to Rudy) Ever see such a sonofabitch for winning every time? 

(John gets up, walks to stove, checks coffee pot. Takes dain can of MJB, 
dumps in 3 spoonfuls on old grounds, ladles water into pot with dipper from 
nearly empty bucket. Sets pot near front of stove. Stands by stove. Rudy 
meanwhile has pushed his chair back from table and is rolli~ a cigarette.) 

MONTY: (shufflitf; cards) Not givin' up, are you? Can't make my in this 

kirrl of weather. (Grins, flashes deck in mock invitation.) 

XDJCMJOHNj (shakes h3ad at cards) No~. 
' J : h. . 

Can t t mke hay, so might as well 
/ 

AIEC: (looks up from dar~ s ock) No thanks. I gotta go give that orphan 

calf some hay. 

(Monty has given Rudy an i !'Xl uirill$ look arrl gesture with deck to csk if he 
wants to play more. Rudy smkes his ooad. Monty start~ playi~ solitaire 
quickly arrl deftly. ) 



(in mocld..q:; tone) 
MONTY : Ain't it bad enough we work our guts out in the hayfield without 

1fl 
havin ' too damn stuff in here too 7 lee Whyn' t you keep your damn bales 

somewheres else? Reminds me of livin' in a cc:M shed . 

AL .c: You knCM this wim and rain tore holes in the,., c>'or 

I gotta keep some bales dry somewrere for that calf . Mike asked you all 

a week ago if it's okay to use that corner . Them bales don't take up 

much room an 

M01'i1TY : Yeah, well ••• That green hay nales ne ache all over just lookin' 

at it . t don't envy the piling crew all them bales to be stacked. (He 

glances at Alae-pu.-tting on slicker . ) An~ay, I'd sure hate t.o have to go 
_.~ - io ~-~ 

----.....-~ 
· out in weather like Grows moss on your back . You watch 'im, Pete . 

Alec 111 cone back in here all green and fuzzy . 

(Pete smiles shyly and uncertainly, pleased to be addressed but aware of 
jibe in Monty's words about Alec . ) 

RUDY: Well, I wish to ooll it ' d quit . This set tin' arourrl and settin' 

around all week. I wish to hell we'd either get back to hayif€ or go 

to town till it quits . 

MONTY : Gettin' thirsty , Rtrly? 

RUDY : (tetchily) I ' d rather be puttin' up hay , that's all . Good Godalmighty, 

trere's a half d: a crop of alfalfa out there on the !tround . I never saw 

so gcrldanm much rain. That alfalfa's gonna rot sure as hell if this keeps on. 

MONTY ! (Pauses with · card in bani ready to play, looks at Rudy) I thought 

that's Mike •s problem. It's his ranch, his hay. 

You ' r e star t i n to sound like old folks over th ere i n t he 

l I 

d d up this rain? 
) You sur e you ain't or ere 

AI.EC: (moves toward door , st.DpS 
-A li stenin ' to the pit ty -p at• 

be set tin' arou1u 
You seem pretty content to 

f ha in his arrrs ' exits • ) 
(He wxtll takes l/h bale 0 Y 



MONTY: Touchy, ain't he? Goes with bein' a choreooy. You gotta have a 

disposition like a poisoned pup to be a chore boy. 

JOHN: Alec's been with Mike a long tine. Bothers him to see Ydke havin' all ~ 

rain in the middle of haying season, I suppose. 

MONTY: Mmm. Speakin' of dispositions, Mike and Jeff both went out of here 

this morni~ cussin' a blue streak. You wanna get yourself a pencil and 

a 1-o-n-g sheet of p:ip•r, Pete, arrl follow that pair around a couple a 

days . Improve your vocabulary. 

JOHN : (chuckles) Jeff ain't happy unless he's bitchirg about Mike, but he 

comes back every summer and works for him. (Pours cup of vile black coffee, 

sips contentedly. ) You think Mike was touchy this morning, you oughta 

been around him when he was drinking . I worked with him one haying time 

down at Greybull, Wyoming, years ago before he bought this place. Rained 

a couple of days about like this, so the boss took us tD to~. Mike got 

hCMliq; drunk for a week. They 1 d put him in jail to sober him up , aro 

rext day he'd be back at it again . Drink q.Jrl cuss, Christ a mightyl 

Then when the boss finally got him back out to tre ranch, re was still 

drunk. We were still usi~ horses toon, am. Mike 'd bem worki~ a real 

skittish team, a big roan and a gray. He's the only ore in the crew could 

handle them. He gets it in his head to show us how tame he's got this 

ornery roan horse . He had a fa.rey hat he wore wpenever he got dressed up, 
I\.~~ I . . 

big wide brim on it. He puts that on -- still drunk as a lord -- and goes 

do'Wll to tre barn, everybody on the place folloo ng him. He's gonra get 

dc:wn on his knees, and he's gonna walk on his knees between tha~f\ horse's 
('\ 

hini legs with his big hat on; show us hav tane he 's got tha~ horse . 
"' 

PETE: (listening with fascination) Did he do it? 



JOHN: Well , re starts going through there on his knees wren the horse 

gives a big kick -- catcre s that fancy hat and swipes it right off , sails 

it plurrb across the barn . That horse's hoof didn't miss his head by an 

inch. Mike looked eurprised as hell for a little bit , tb::m he yells: 

'Whoa , you big pink sonafabitch, WHOA1 Then you knew, that goddamn horse 

just stocx:l there , and Mike went right through his hind legs like he said 

he would . (John pa.uses , swills the coffee pot a bit ani pours more in 

his rup . ) Been you or YTE or anybody else , that horse would have kicked 

him in to the middle of next week . 

MONTY : (to Pete) See , I told you too t wo of them are a regular education. 
,µ.~ 

Yon cap learn f!'am Mike how to get your braire kicked out, and ~ Jeff 
1s 

that you don ' t need any brains anyhow. 

(Soum of person climbing the fD1l wooden porch; door opere and Jeff comes in, 

with slicker wet and muddy boots . ) 

RUDY : 'Lo , Je! f . Rainin ' just as r..ard? 

JEFF: Like a cow pissin' on a flat rock . 

JOHN: Mike co ming in now? 

JEFF : Stepped. by the co okhouse first . The goddamn sparrowhead, na kin' a 

rre. n wor k in this kin:i of weather • 

MONTY : (half -mocki!l?;ly to Jeff) Game of pit ch? 
A 

JEFF : (even more grumpy now) What a goddamn~ • A ooss that thinks he's 

a little Jesu.s , and a card shark settin 1 around on his ass all dayo 

(Jeff clomps over to smve and wash , using last water in tte bucket . ) 

JOHN : (to Monty) Who's going to town with Mike you and J eff? 

MONTY: (gla~ es at Rudy, says contentedly : ) Yup. 



RUDY : (He has been watchirg Jeff get ready for town; clears his ttr oat . ) 

Kirrla wish I was go in 1 in mysElf . Need a haircut pretty bad . 

JEFF : (crushi~ly) Why doncha. set out walkin'? It's only 20 miles of 

mtrl up to your ass . · 

JOHN: Je ~, that what you got in mim , too? Go~ng in to get a haircut? 
• I • 

JEFF : Haircut , he 11. 

PETE : (blurts incredulously) In the afternoon1? 

(T~y all stare and laugh Pete into mortification. ) 
k ; 

MONTY : -;a~ about some pitch? to kna-1 how 

(Pete hesitates , flattered to be asked but unsure of himself . Decides to go 
go are ad to cover his embarrassrren t . ) 

PETE : Stire , okay. 

{Pete moves to the tab]e . Monty deals , talkiq; as he does . ) 

MONTY : That's the ~~t ." Ma1'..e a pitch player out of you yet • Na1 if 

the re's ~ything you don't s avvy, you just ask as we go along . 

PETE : (trying to seem to knCM more tran he does) Ah • • • when you count up 

the tricks ••• what's tte jick again? 

~MONTY : {Repeats Pete as a sort of recital . ) What's the jick. 

The jack of the same --=-- color as trump . Say spades i s trump, jack of 

clubs counts as jick . It's high er than the ten of trump, but lc:M er 

than the jack. Jack alw~ys takes the jick . All you gotta remember . 

On any trick , jack takes jick. Whatta you bid? 

PETE : One . 

MONTY : ONE? Christawmighty, that 's no kind of bid . 

(He peers at Pete's cards.) Hell, 11 you can na ke two or mybe three on 

that . Go on and bid . 

PETE (gratefully) TW'o l 



MONI'Y : Three . (Pete is disrrayed at brusque doti:>lecross as Monty deftly plays 

his cards and wipes Pete out • ) 

MONTY : Le's see , I got high, jick , jack and the ga:rre, and you got l~ . Four 

to one so far . (Momty divvies out nntches from too kitt y . Pete has leaned 

back from table with exasperated sigh . ) What , you qui.ttin'? 

PETE : I better stuiy up on this game sone more. 

(Monty shrugs , goes back to playing solitaire •• Alec comes back in , takes 
off slicker, goes to water buc ket . ) 

ALEC J Bucket ' s empty . I fi l l ed it l ast time . 

MONTY: I'll t ake car e of it . 

JEFF: Jesus, a miracle. The card slick's pm actually gonna tote a 

bucket of watero 

MONTY: (shakes head in mock sorrow) Jeff, you treat me like a motherless 

child• Arrl after I stuck up for you the other day, too. Fell<M sai~ you 

didn't have the brains God give a crOW"bar. But I told him he was wrong, 

you sure did • 

(Jeff i:auses, gla1ers at Monty, begins struggling into brand-mw 
pair of blue jeans as he dresses up for tCM'n. 

PETE : (watchi~ ~at solitaire) When ' d you start play; n ' d M ..... car s , onty? 

I mean, how old was you? ~~-) 

MONTY : Can't remember when I •t ,_ · • ~y ~ -wasn p.u:a.y:rn • ou heard that sorg , havn't 

you , about hav a deck of cards is like life itself? (Mock solemn tones 

to µl. rody the s oppy so~ , as he continues to play wi nni~ game of 

solitaire . ) There are 52 cards in a deck , one for every week of the 

year • • • The four s uits , heart , diamorrls , clubs and spades , represent 

the four seasora of the year • • • Add up the spots and t hey comeout to 

365 , one for every day of t~ year • • • 

PETE: But what do you get out of playing cards all the ti..roo? 

MONTY: They're a game , like anything else . 
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MARIE: Mike, we agreed we wouldn't go back 
to ranch work. 

MIKE; Well, what then? You tell me. 

MARIE: Get a job in to wn. Go to work at 
the sawmi 11. 

MIKE: We be en through that before. No town, 
no sawmill. 

MARIE: Other f eople do. 

MIKE: We ain't other people. 

~~RIE : We could try. You could try. (no 
response from Mike) y mother told me once 
about her mother. She raised five children 
in a homestead cabin the size of this 
kitchen. My mother said one summer they 
noticed my grandmother would sta nd in the 
middle of the cabin for a long time and just 
listen. Just listen to the wind. Then she'd 
go to one of the windows where the dust was 
blowing in, and she'd take her hand like 
this, and pinch and brush away the dust. 
And the dust would blow in again ri ght away. 
She died in the asylum. The wind drove her 
crazy. When some thing like this happens, 
I wonder if I'll e nd up like her. 

MIKE: It's hard country. (pause) Maybe it'll 
be all right. 



MIKE: If we lose this place, I guess we throw 
up our tail and try it again somewhere else •• . 
hire on somewhere. 

MARIE : We agreed there wouldn't be any more 
of that. 

MI KE : J e s u s , Marie , I don ' t want it an_y mo r e 
than you do. You think I wanna go back to 
be i ng some b o dy e 1 s e ' s f o rem an? I worked for 
other people from the time I was 13 years old, 
Li vin in bunkhouses until hell wouldn't have 
it. Try in to keep stew bums on the job, to 
raise somebody else!s cattle and put up 
somebody else's hay. A.lways somebody else's. 

MARIE : Can't you try the bank for another 
loan? 

MIKE: I already tried. 

MARIE: You tried? When? I 

MIKE: A coup le weeks ago, when I went to town 
for parts for the baler. 



It was about 40, 45 years ago now. Jobs was scarce in those days. 

You had to take anything you could get, so I was ~rdin sheep. My wife 

was alive then. We was livin at an old homestead over near Copperopolis 

Creek. This bear g<>i 1n comin in th ere nigh ts, i:i killin sheep. Boy, 
r,J,t 

he'd kill em right arrl left. He'd always wait until afte r the moon 
~ 

went down, till it got gocrl and dark. TtEn re 'd prowl in and kill 

another 5 or 6 sheep • 

All the neighbors, trere'd be some of em there pretty near every 

night with me, to try get that bear. But we never could. We'd generally 

see his eyes gleam.in as re 'd take off into the dark, but we could never 

get him, never even get a shot at him. And every night he 1d come in 

and kill those sheep. 

This one evening we 're alone there. My wife and I are sit tin there 

in the front room of the house, the radio playino All of a sudden I 
. I 

llindcw arrl re re comes 

the whole bani of sheep, right towards the house. I grabbed the rifle 

and went back through the di niqs room, through the ki tcren and sneaked 

out t he back door. There's a bunkhouse there arrl I got behind it. There 1 s 

a creek toore with heavy willows, I was gonna get on the edge of them 

and sneak around behirrl that bear. I thought I'd sure fix that boy this 

time. I got about halfway to the brush and I looked up and I see these 

eyes gleamin, watchin my every step •••• 



(Dark in bunkhouse. Sound of pickup returning. 
P ete sits up sleeping in bed, noise gets . 
louder and louder. Racket as Jeff _and _Rudy 

· tagger in. Pete watches astonished. Lights 
flick on as rest of bunkhouse wak es.} . 

< JEFF: ~oddam scissorbill Mike anyway. 
r 

JOHN: Oh, Jesus. - Turn off those lights an~ 
get to bed. r . 

RUDY: Gotta go back to 'uh ranch, he says. 
·. Hell with that. Can't hay anyway. Can we ·, 

John? Huh? Can't hay anyway? Huh? U 
l.,i..A.. ,.,d loo\ ', I • ' 

(A:ll are awake, Monty watching bemused, John 
exasperated trying to dig under covers, Alec 
sleepy but benign, Pete with boyish interest) 

RUDY (spots Monty): Heym, Monty, le's play 
pitch. Huh? Git out your .cards. 

JEFF (unsteady on feet but lowering, sees 
Pete looking at him) What · a.'i-"€1 

you lookin' 
at? (Pete hurriedly looks away) I'm goin'- . 
to bed. (Clomps to his bed, falls full­
length on it.) 

RUDY (alarmed): Hey, Jeff! Don't go yet, 
we' re gonna play cards! Hey! (stands looking­
at Jeff, becomes more and more vacant. softly 
heeyyy ••• (Ke e ls over heavily in middle of 
floor) 

JOH N: Oh, goddam. Let the sonofabitch sleep 
it off there. Turn out those lights, will 
you, Pete? 

(Pete uncertain, doesn't want to l eave Rudy 
there) ( ~ 

/ o;. • · ~ ' · over 
4-tcH · l 1.~ 



ALEC (quitely, - g-ei ti-=- out- 0-f b ed - Here-, I --= 
got something to fix him up. 

(A ... l.ec pounds Rudy's heel hard., Rudy's 'head -, 
jarring with impact. ,Each pounding produces 
agonized "uhh" u ntil Rudy says .: "Hey, go<;ldam it. 
Back of my head ••• " Sits up, hands tenderly 
on back &!s he ad. · Groggily gets up, weaves to 

· bed. Qga~ wa tches quietly, turns back to 
bed.) 
~~ - -
~=- RCiE (to M~nty) Old folks' trick. 

JOHN (sinki~g back after ·watching): Get those 
lights, will you, Pete? 



MAR IE : I s i t raining as hard?:' 

MIKE: like a cow • • • (catches himself) Yeah, 
hard as ever. You got the grocery list ready? 

MARIE: I'll write it out now . Who's going in 
with you?' 

MIKE: Monty's asked to go in, and Jeff. Only 
room for three of us in the pickup , so that' lJ 
give an excuse not to take Rudy . His tongue's 
startin' to hang out pretty bad. (pause) 
You ' re sure you don't wanna come. - --- --

MARIE: No . The road'll be so bad you shoul-<r­
have the men with you . kre you gonna see abou · 
a bale piling crewT 

MIKE (uneasily) Yeah, I'll see . 

MARIE: - How long do you think it'll take the 
hay to dry when it quits raining? 

MIKE: Couple a good ho~ days . The hell of it 
is, all those bales are gonna have to be 
turned over so the bot toms wil 1 dry before 
they ' re piled. 

M.A\R IE : · Mike , what are you going to do? If 
the rain a oe1m' t <[Uit ••• 

MIKE: I:t' if . If there was pie in the sky, 
we'd all need real long forks . 

MARIE: Mike! Damn it ! (pause) What are you 
going to DO? 
MIKE: Well •• • You know we're in up to our 
necks at the bank. If we don't get this hay 
in, we • re through . There isn' f any money to 
buy any, and the price of cattle isn't worth 
a damn right now . (pause) 

MARIE: And if we lose this place? 
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sock): No thanks. I gotta go gi ve that· 

iquir ing look arrl gesture with deck to ask if 

r shakes his head; Monty has started playing 

Ly) : Aintm it bad enough we work our guts out 
too . 

rin' the damn stuff in here H-? Whyn 1 t 
,.. )1"\M.~. 

>mewheres else? -t ' s-li-l<e livin' in a car shed. 

i rain tore holes in the roof of tl:e barn, and 

r somewhere for that calf'. Mike asked you all 
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ACT ONE 

Opens in bun h ou s , five hired men onstage; Jeff comes in 

later . Sketch characters : i onty bunkhouse lawyer, Pete the 

Kid, Geor ge the lyyal chorehand, Rudy a drinker, John equable, 

Jeff surly . Mounting discontent . Monty asks Jeff where Mike 

is, reply that he's stopped at cookhouse, will be in shortly. 

Shift to Mike and Marie in cookhouse, talk about losing ranch 

and his plan to hav crew pile bales. He go es on chore with I-"\~ 

} \\.~ ... ~ \r ,..,.,. . 
one of crew, Monty goes to cookhouse to fill water bucket CP~ o{~~~/..a­

/)~ 

Scene with Monty ana Marie. Shift to bunkhouse, where Mike 

and hand come back in. Monty returns from cook.house. i1i ke 

says he ' s going to town , Monty gives Rudy his place . Mike 

returns to cookhouse . Scene al tern(i,te1s 

bear st o r.y and tens i O'n be tw e en 1v1 i ke and 3 
arie, perhaps four 

scen es apiece . Act ends with end of be a r story. 

ACT TWO 

See e 1, night . Bunkhouse, vhere Jeff and i.udy come back 

from town . Next , cookhouse, Mi ke back from town, tension 

with wlarie . 

Scene 2 , morning . Cookhouse, crew at breakfast; dike tells 

them about bale piling . 

Scene 3 , afte r noon . Bunkhouse . Monty stirs trouble . Men 

Shift to final scene between like 
" 

and Marie •. 



ACT ONE/ I 

(Op.ens with sound of cards·· fast shuffled and rapped on table 
between shuffles. Lights come up on 5 men in bunkhouse --
3 card players, Alec mending bridle, S& Pete watching the cards. 
Nonty shuffles, gives deck final hard rap, plunks it in front 
of John : ) 

Monty : Cut? (John cuts , Monty slickly deals ea ch six cards. ) 

Rudy: I'll say two. 

John: Goddamn cards. Pass._ 

Monty: Three, in . . . spades. (Triumphantl~ plays first 
as he says s pades".) 

( Monty q_1.1ickly plays out cards; John disgustec ly thro ws in 
hand on third trick; Monty takes every trick.) 

card 

Monty: High , low, jack and the game . ( Reaches to kitty, adds 4 
matches to pile in front of 
him. Beams at other two.) 

Puts me out . 

John (tio Budy) : Ever see such a sonofabitch for winnin ' 
£_very time? 

(John gets up, walks to stove, checks coffe pot . Takes down 
can of MJB, dumps in 3 spoons on old grounds , ladles water 
into p ot with dipper from nearly empty buckei. Sets pot ne a r 
front of stove. Stands by stove. 

Monty (shufflin g cards): Not givin up, are you? Can't make 
hay in this kind of weather. (Grins, flashes deck in mock 

invi t a ti on.) 

John (shakes he ad at cards): No)pe. C n't make hay, so might 
as well make coffee. Want some, Alec? 

Alec (looks up from mending): No thanks . I've gotta g o 
put some longer rivets in this. 

Monty (playing solitaire quickly and deftly): I'd hate to have 
to go out in weather like this . Grows moss on your back. 
You watch, Pete . Alec ' 11 come back in he re green and • UJ fuzzy . 

( Pete smiles uncertainly) 

Rudy : Well , 1 wish to hell it' ~ stop . This sittin around and 
sittin around all week . I wish to hell we' d either get back 
to haying or go to town till it quits. 

~onty : Gettin thirsty, Rud y ? You don 't g et paid in town, 
but you ' re drawing bunkhouse money here as lon g as this 
r ain l a sts. Can't be a t tha t. 

Hudy: I'd r a ther be puttin up hay. Good Godalmighty , there's 
a ha lf a crop of al falfa out there on the ground ~ I never 
saw so goddam much r a in. That alfalfa's g onna rot sure as 
hell if . this keeps onm. 



ACT ONE/2 

Monty ( pause s with car<l in hand, loo-ks at iudy): That ' s 
Mi ke ' s p r ob l em , isn ' t it? That ain ' t my alfalfa out 

_t he re , and I don ' t remember it ' s yours either. 

Alec ( moves toward door, stops) : You sure that ain ' t your 
rain out there? You seem pretty happy to be gettin paid 
for doin nothin . (goes out in slicker with bridle) 

Monty : Touchy, ain ' t he? Goes with bein a choreboy. You 
got~a h ve a disposition like a poisoned~ pup to be a 
chore boy . 

John :· Klee's been with Mike a long time. Bothers him to see 
Mike havin all this rain, I supp ose. 

~ onty : - Mmrnm. S-peakin of dispositions, Mike and Jeff both went 
out here this morning cussin a blue streak. You wanna get 
yourself a pencil and a 1-oang sheet of paper, Pete, and 
fol l ow that pair around a couple a days. Improve your 
v ocabulary . -

John : You think Mike wa5 touchy this morning, you oughta 
been around him when he was drinkin . I worked with him 
one t imK haying time dor n at Greybull, Wyoming. fained 
for a couple of days about like this, so the boss took 
us to town. Mike got howlin drunk for aw week. They ' d 
put him in jail to sober him up, and next day he ' d be 
back at it again. Drink and cuss, Christ amigh~! Then 
when the bos~ finally got him back out to the ranch, he 
was s t ill drunk . We were s ,till usin horses then, and 
Mik.eTdbeen working a real skittish team, a big roCiIUl and 
a gray. He gets it in his head to sho w us how tame he's 
got this ornery ro a n horse . He h~l a f a ncy h a t he wore 
when he got dres~ed up, with a big wide brim. He puts 
that on -- still drunk -- ana goes down to the barn, and 
he ' s gonna g et down on his knees, and he's gonna walk 
on his knePs between that horse ' s back legs with his big 
hat on ; sho ¥ us how tame he's got that horse. 

Pete: Did he do it? 

John . Yeah . Horse woulda kicked the hell out of anybody 
else , but Mike did iV~ 

Monty (to Pete):· See , I told you the two of them are a 
regu lar education.. You c·an le a rn from £hke how to gett 
your brains kicked out, and from Jeff tha t you don't need 
any brains anyway. 



f j 

A.GT 0 IB/ 

· Raipin ju st a~ hard,?· r 

udy : Still rainin~ as hard? 
-- [ 

J eff : Like a c ow pissin on a flat rock . 

LfJ Ct.~: Wh@ 1e ' s Mike~ 

He stopne d by the . cook~ouse. (_~) ... ~~~ 

Is- it f ' 

· Marie : Still raining , as 1hard? fl ( j j 

Mike: · Like a cow •.• yeah, just as hard. fYou. got the 
grocery list readyT 

? • • · • 'f r r , . r ""'t-
Mar i e : Just a minute (begins working on 11 st) -- --

Mik~ :· .Mont; ' sa .asked to go in , and J~ff. -+~ iJc.xx Only roo.m 
for t hre e of us in the picku~ , so that~ll ~ive ~q excuse 
not to t ak e Rudy •. (pause) Your ' re sure you don ' t wan n a 
come . 

Marie : No. 
r ' 8 

r' 

.Marie : if we lose this pl ace 

Mike·: If ' "e lose' the -pl ce, e -thro w p our ·t a il -and try it 
again somewhere else . If 

Marie : · You told me therewouldn 't be any more of that. ·, 

Mik~~= Jesus, Mar.i , I+ don ' t-t want it .any more than you do . You 
think I wanna go back to being :ax:Koc:r some body e 1 se' s fore man? 
I ·worked for other µ e ople fro m the ti mP I was l3 yea17.sold. 
Livin in bunkhouses till hell w ou ndln't have it. Tryin to 
keep stewbums on the job, to raise somebody else's c a ttl e 
and put up sombo<ly else ' s hay • .A1 ways somebo dy else's . 

\e 're in up to our necks a t th e b nk. If we d on ' t g et this 
in, we're through. There isn't dllY mone y to buy any, a nd 

c at t 1 e i s n ' t w crth a damn r i gh t no w. 

Mike : More r ainy days . This daybook looks like 

I ' on ' t do that again . I'm through cooking . 



rider . Noon Creek is the next drainage north of English Creek, swale 

country without as much cottonwood and willCM along the stream banks . 

Cattle not needing as much shelter as sheep to winter through, Noon 

Creek was cow terr i tory 



ACT ONE/3 

John (to Pete , ha lf - joshin g): You and Jeff fi ni sh makin those 
corral panels yesterday? 

John : Well , he starts walkin along on his knees 

Well , he sta rts goin' throu gh there on hisk knees when 
the horse gi es a big -k ick -- c at c he s that fancy hat an d s wipes 
it right off hi--she a;'a_ . i n ' t miss his he ad by a n i nch . Mike 
looked surprised as hel~ for a lit~le bit, then heyells : Whoa, 
you big p ink sono_fapitch !'Th horse just stood there, and Mike 

throu gh his . legs like he said he wiu~m11umt:x. would . 
I 

Monty to Pete :· 
0 ) 

Christ , that ' s no kind of bid . 
Monty :· ONE? Let 's seeJ: your hand . Hell , you can make two or 

maybe three on that . Go on and bid . 

Pete : Two . 

Monty : Three ( plays c a r d simultaneously, wiµ es Pete out . ) 

Pete : what ' s the jick? 

Monty :· The jack of the same color astrump . If sµades is trump·, 
jack of clubs is jick . It ' s » higher than the ten , but lowe r 
than the jack . Jack alvays t akes the jick . All yo'll gotta 
remember. On any trick 



It was aloJl$ about 1931 •• o 

Job s was s carce in those days . You rad to take anything you could get • 

• • • a darn bear got to co min in there nights , killin sheep . Boy, he 1 El 

kill em right arrl left . He ' d always wait until after the moon went down, 

till it got ~ood and dark . All the neighbors , there'd be sorre of em there 
pretty ne ar 
almost e very night with me , to try get that bear .. 09 

Her oldest lx>y, he was down there . The t wo of us was sleepin in a old 

l og barn there , the loft en:i of it was open . He'd just kill his sheep 

ani leave em lay, that ' s the way a bear does . They don't like fresh neat o 

'fhey like it after it decays , ge ts sp oiled. So we got ore of the first 

ore s te 1 d killed, up on the hill, and dr~ it down there, to entice him 

down there , you knClol ••• We b:> th never slept a wink , but that bear ate that 

whole sheep within 30 feet of us ••• an we r:ever knew i t . 

Anyhoo , we'd generally see his eJe s, as he 1 d take off in the dark there o 

So this evening we' s alone the re . Didn 1 t have a very gocd. gun either , had 

two old br oken -dGin r Jf les . I had em both loaded arrl si ttin there in the 

hous e •••• We' s sittin trare in the front room of the hot..5e . It had big 

wirrlows , and the house sat up on a knoll. The s heep was just bedded in 

down below, arrl there' s a lo of old buildings down trere . We didn't corral 

em, we didn ' t dare; that bear ' d get into em a rrl pile em up , and kill half 

of em. So I heard the s heep bells a r iq:; i.np and I l ooked out 1he win.dew 

arrl here comes th e whol e band , r ight towards the house o I grabbed the 

r ifle and went back through tte dini~ room -- it was a big house , my 

uncle' s house there -- through the kitcoon airl sneaked out the back door . 

Ther_e 's a bunkhouse the re arrl I got behirrl it • • • There's a creek there 

with ooavy willows , I was gonna get on the edge of them and sneak around 



behin:l him. I thought I'd sure fix that boy this tine o I got about 

halfway to the brush the re and I looked up and here he had a sheep cut 

out ••• right again the house wall. There's a pole fence come up arrl 

nailed right onto the corner of the hot5e, arrl that sheep was tryin to 

dodge him to get away from him, arrl he was tr.yi~ to catch her there. 

The radio was 1goin, arrl Berrieta arrl Mrs. Christiansen were starrling 

there in the wirrlow just like that, awatchin ••• 

I cut down on him with tmt old rifle and he went WOOF. I don't know 

if I hit him er not, but I changed his mini anyh<M. Well, he either hai 

to come toward me or go right back through the middle of the sheep, so 

here he comes toward me. He got oh, about 60 feet from me, and he was 

gonna cut around the edge of the sheep toon. I cut down on him again, 

and I knew I hit him that time. He let another WOOF out of him, ani 

he was MAD now. Here he canes. He had his old head turned sideways • 

I could have counted his teeth there in the moonlight o We measured his 

steps, the boss and I, tre next day, ani he was jumpin 22 feet at a jump 

comin at me there. 

I rever give it a thought to run. AnyhGT, h3 got up, oh, pretty close, 
to 

I'd say about from here from that wind0t1 (6 feet? 6 or 7 feet). I's 

tryin to shoot him between tre eyes. He had his head turned a little 

bit, and I got him right -- you knew how a bear's head is, his ears are 

up towards the top of his head -- I got him right the side of the ear 

there. It went down through his neck a.rx:l all the wey into his lungs. 

That took the TMJOF out of him. Set him back on his mnnches, md he 

mde a i:ass at me., arrl I ducked him as he oome around or he'd ripped 

me in four pieces. Just as he went by I jammed the gun again his ribs, 



rig ht b ehini his shoulder there , an:l pulled her off. WOOF 1 he says , 

and away he went. That took the fight out of him. He had to go about 

30 feet there till he hit a brand-new four-wire fence, cedar posts. He 

tore out a bout a hundred yards of that feree when he hit i to 

He went across t~ creek into the brush, and oh toy, he was cuttin up 

in there, gro~nin and grcwlin arrl tearin up the brush. I looked up and 

he re 's Mrs. Christiansen and Barr.et a standing right on the bank above me • 

They were right there all the ti.rre while I was shootin at him. And one 

of em had a lantern. I don't. know what they were gonna do with th atoo •• 

~ ki~ Mrs .. Chr±stfansen an the ether gun~ 

Mrs. Chri st:iansm had this other 8ln that was in the house. She says, 

you got any sl'Blls left? I says, yeah, I got oome in my pocketo That was 

the last shell I had in the gun when I put it again him there. I loaded 

this old 30-30 up out of tl'B shells I had in my pocket. Well, she says, 

Mrs. Christiane sen says, let's go in and get him. You can go after him, I 

said, I've had enough of himo 

So we waited a little bit. It was all quieted down in there and I krew 

he's either dead or gone. So we went da.tn the creek a little wajt"S, there's 

a bridge tre re, arrl cone up where the brus h wasn 't so thick. He 's 1 ay:i~ 

there, re was dead •••• 

(570 -- skppiq; the cat Pete Olsen) 

I didn't get scared; never gave it a thought to run when that bear was 

comin at me. I shook all night afterwards, after it was all ovatro 

(585 -- more atout efforts to trap him) 



We was gonna trap him, too. We had some traps set out. Some of these sheep 

re'd killed before, he'd kill 5 or 6 every night an:l he'd just leave em 

lay or he 'duo There was an old brush roof shed there. It was pretty well 

fallen dc.wn and he'd drag sone of this brush and put over his sheep. That's 

the way a bea?\- does, they kill a cow or a steer out in the timber they'll 

cover it with lirrbs or sonethin to keep the o tier predators from gettin it. 

He'd cover them sheep up with the old brush off the top of that shed. So 

we put some traps up there ore night •u. We got 3 or 4 big coyote traps up 

there, we 's gonna. catch him. Got up the next mornin, I had a nice big 

black and tan dog, ol'K he was a darrly ••• Tracks all around there, arrl we 

had the dog in the trap. We could see wh:!re the bear had sure been there, 

it's a wonder he didn't eat that d~ up ••• 
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