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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(6 Men, 13 Women) 

 
ROTTEN PLYWOOD..................Good-hearted prankster. (75 lines) 
 
KITTY MAJOR ............................Our heroine; famous for her Gold 

Nugget Dumplings. (116 lines) 
 
GENERAL JAMES MAJOR .......Kitty’s father, perfectionist.  Hates 

disorder. (29 lines) 
 
GRANNY MAJOR........................Lively, has many home remedies. (65 

lines) 
 
CORPORAL ABLE N. READY ..Wants to be all he can be, has a pen 

pal. (33 lines) 
 
CAPTAIN SHANE BEST.............You couldn’t find a better soldier, 

has a missing past. (34 lines) 
 
SHARPS .........................................Army scout, serious. (20 lines) 
 
REMINGTON ...............................Army scout, easy-going, watch out 

for that porch post! (14 lines) 
 
PHIL ER’UP..................................Freight driver.  He doesn’t take any 

prisoners—uh—passengers. (17 
lines) 

 
SLICK CONMAN .........................Oily cad!   Wants to steal Kitty’s 

gold nuggets. (114 lines) 
 
PENELOPE HEYPENNY ............Kitty’s cousin.  Has been 

corresponding with Able. (54 lines) 
 
CASH WEALTH...........................Pessimistic, owns Brother Load 

Mine. (10 lines) 
 
RUBY WEALTH ..........................Optimistic, Cash’s wife. (14 lines) 
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PRICE BARGAINS ......................Perhaps a salesman. (48 lines) 
 
ANASTACIA UPSTAGIA ...........Kitty’s villainous cousin with an 

allergy.  A passion for stealing gold. 
(81 lines) 

 
MERCY LISS................................Bounty huntress; searching for the 

gold-thief, Delta Crookedhand. (53 
lines) 

 
DR. FRUITCAKE .........................Fort Nugget’s new physician. (8 

lines) 
 
GOLDIE PYRITE.........................Owns Mother Load Mine.  Under all 

that dust, she’s very lady-like. (6 
lines) 

 
BYRON PYRITE ..........................Owns Mother Load Mine.  When it 

comes to gold, he knows what he’s 
doing.  (Someone has to!) (4 lines) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
 

BROUGHT ON FROM STAGE RIGHT: 
Letter⎯Able 
Mail Bag (Includes [at least] two letters inside)⎯PHIL 
Coins⎯SHARPS and REMINGTON 
Coin⎯ROTTEN 
Sale item bag (contains toothpaste, boot strings, and bandanna)⎯PRICE 
Package of “uniforms”⎯ROTTEN 
Pocket watch⎯MERCY 
Safe cracker kit bag (contains joke book and dynamite)⎯ROTTEN 
Matches⎯ROTTEN/SLICK 
Ransom note (in joke book)⎯ROTTEN 
Note pad and pencil⎯PRICE 
 
BROUGHT ON FROM STAGE LEFT: 
Uniforms⎯ROTTEN 
Package with glasses; Bowl; Recipe (Removed from safe)⎯KITTY 
Vinegar⎯GRANNY 
 

COSTUMES 
 

ROTTEN should wear “civilian” clothes: jeans, flannel shirt, boots, hat.  
KITTY wears a light-colored, floor-length dress.  GENERAL, SHANE, 
and ABLE, all lacking their uniforms, wear white button-down shirts and 
jeans with boots.  Hats are optional.  GRANNY wears a shawl over her 
dress; her glasses can be made from pipe cleaners.  SHARPS and 
REMINGTON  wear jeans and worn-looking jackets or vests and hats 
and boots.  PHIL and BYRON will also need costumes on that line, with 
slight variations – such as working gloves.  SLICK has the traditional 
costume of black pants and cape with white shirt.  His hair is heavily 
greased down.  PENELOPE’S dress is simple, not like ANASTACIA’S 
dark one.  Also, ANASTACIA should have a feather boa and jewelry.  
CASH wears a suit jacket, has a top hat and small cane, while RUBY is 
covered in “finery.”  (Example: jewelry, small cape, traveling hat, gloves, 
etc.)  PRICE’S costume consists of a suit jacket and (very important) 
item bag.  MERCY has a denim skirt, leather vest or jacket, cowboy hat 
and boots.  A gun belt would be an excellent accessory.  DR. 
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FRUITCAKE has a suit jacket, top hat, and glasses.  GOLDIE has 
gloves, boots, hat, and dusty dress or skirt. 
 

SET 
 

Counter is near stage left with a candy dish on top.  Boxes, packages, 
folded piles of clothes, supplies, etc. are neatly stacked against backstage 
wall on crates.  A safe (cardboard box) sits near stage right against 
backstage wall.  Down right is a small table and two chairs.  GRANNY’S 
rocker is downstage left, a broom leans against it.  A sign on the wall 
reads:  “Welcome to the Fort Nugget Supply Store, Fort Nugget, Dakota 
Territory.” 
 

FLEXIBLE CASTING 
 

There are several characters that could be switched from male to female 
and female to male.  CASH could become RUBY’S sister, MULA 
WEALTH.  BYRON could be MINERVA PYRITE.  DR. FRUITCAKE, 
SHARPS, and REMINGTON wouldn’t even need name changes.  If you 
need more male characters, change GOLDIE to RUSTY, MERCY to 
MERCEL. 
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ACT ONE 
 
Setting: 
1800’s.  A supply store in Fort Nugget, Dakota Territory.  STAGE 
RIGHT exits to the street, STAGE LEFT exits to the living quarters 
for the Majors.  A table/counter is near STAGE  LEFT.  A candy jar 
sits on the counter.  DOWN RIGHT of the stage is a small table 
with two chairs.  Along the back wall are many items for “sale”: 
stacks of boxes and crates with shirts and jeans folded on top of 
them.  Barrels would be a good addition.  The safe should be on 
the RIGHT wall.  On the wall, a sign reads: “Welcome to the Fort 
Nugget Supply Store, Fort Nugget, Dakota Territory.”  GRANNY’S 
rocker is DOWN LEFT.  A broom leans near the rocker.   
 
At Rise: 
ROTTEN PLYWOOD, a harmless prankster, sneaks on STAGE 
RIGHT, tiptoes to CENTER.  He is dressed like a civilian: boots, 
jeans, flannel plaid shirt, hat.  He puts a finger to his lips and says: 
 
ROTTEN:  (To audience.)  Shh!  (Chuckles.)  This will be one of 

the best jokes Rotten Plywood ever pulled!  (Tiptoes off 
STAGE LEFT with an armload of “uniforms.”  Back to 
audience.)  Remember, don’t say anything!  (Tiptoes off 
STAGE RIGHT, chuckling all the way.   

 
KITTY MAJOR, operator of the Supply Store, enters LEFT.  She 
wears a light-colored dress and carries a package.  She sets it on 
the counter and tidies up the store.  Steps behind the counter. 
 
GENERAL MAJOR’S VOICE:  (Backstage left.)  Kitty!  Kitty!  

(Kitty turns to see what is wrong.  GENERAL JAMES MAJOR, 
KITTY’S father and rigid perfectionist, stomps out STAGE 
LEFT.  His costume is a white button-down shirt and jeans.  
Nervously searches the sale items.)  Where is it?!  Where 
could it be?! 

KITTY:  (Confused.)  Where could what be, Father? 
GENERAL:  My uniform! 
KITTY:  Your uniform? 
GENERAL:  Yes, my uniform!  I had it pressed yesterday and 

hung it in the back room. 
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KITTY:  Then why are you looking out here? 
GENERAL:  (Still quite nervous.)  It’s been stolen! 
KITTY:  (Surprised.)  Stolen!?  Are you sure?  Maybe you 

misplaced it. 
GENERAL:  (Stops pacing.)  Kitty, my daughter, I haven’t 

misplaced anything since the day your brother disappeared. 
KITTY:  But, Father, you didn’t know he had woken up when we 

were moving west.  How could you have known he crawled to 
the edge of the wagon and was bumped out?  It’s not your 
fault. 

GENERAL:  Maybe so, maybe not, but if we are to avoid such 
mistakes in the future, we are to do so with perfection.  
(Glances at counter.)  Is that a wrinkle in the table cloth? 

KITTY:  (Checks, smoothes.)  No, sir. 
GENERAL:  Has Phil Er’Up arrived with his freight wagon yet?  

I’m expecting some important documents in the mail bag. 
KITTY:  Not yet.  I wonder if he’ll have any passengers?  He hates 

that, you know. 
 
GRANNY, KITTY’S grandmother, enters STAGE LEFT.  She’s a 
lively old girl, wears an old-looking dress and shawl. 
 
GRANNY:  (Yawns.)  What’s all the commotion?  It’s getting so a 

gal can’t get her beauty sleep.  (Sees KITTY is not 
responding.)  Well, don’t just stand there!  Where’s the fire? 

KITTY:  Granny, there’s no fire. 
GRANNY:  Then what’s with all the yelling?  I have a hard time 

sleeping with all that squacking in the next room.  I need my 
sleep, you know.  If I don’t get my sleep, I get a might 
cantankerous.  Now who was yelling? 

GENERAL:  Sorry I woke you Mother?  I was looking for my 
uniform. 

GRANNY:  By calling it out?  (Aside.)  I just don’t understand 
these younger folks. 

KITTY:  Father’s uniform was stolen, Granny! 
GRANNY:  Fort Nugget isn’t as safe as I thought it was.  First 

uniforms, next, little old ladies.  They’d steal me and hold me 
for ransom! 

KITTY:  That’s silly, Granny. 
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GRANNY:  You wouldn’t think it was so silly if it were you they 
held for ransom! 

 
GRANNY exits LEFT.  CORPORAL ABLE N. READY enters 
RIGHT.  He wears jeans and a white button-down shirt.  Sees 
GENERAL, stands at attention, salutes.  GENERAL salutes. 
 
ABLE:  Corporal Able N. Ready, reporting for breakfast, sir. 
GENERAL:  At ease, Corporal!  You don’t have to report to me for 

breakfast.  (ABLE relaxes.)  Where is your uniform, Corporal? 
ABLE:  Sir, this is going to sound strange, and you may not 

believe me. 
GENERAL:  You might be surprised. 
ABLE:  Okay, sir, well, here it goes.  (Takes deep breath.)  I think 

it evaporated after I washed it, or . . .  
GENERAL:  Or? 
ABLE:  Or it was stolen, sir.  (Sees GENERAL is not surprised.)  

Aren’t you surprised, sir? 
GENERAL:  No, Corporal, as you can see, my uniform was stolen 

as well.  Kitty, I’ll be interrogating the soldiers about the missing 
uniforms.  I’ll be back later.  (Exits RIGHT.)   

KITTY:  Did you say you wanted some breakfast, Corporal 
Ready? 

ABLE:  Yes, ma’am.  Do you have any more of your Gold Nugget 
Dumplings?   

KITTY:  For breakfast? 
ABLE:  They’re good any time of the day. 
KITTY:  All right.  (Walks to the safe, speaks as she turns 

combination.)  I’ll get my recipe out of the safe, but I think there 
are some leftovers in the kitchen. 

ABLE:  You keep your recipe in the safe? 
KITTY:  Oh, yes.  It’s one of my favorite foods.  The way you 

soldiers eat, I’d say it was one of your favorite things too.  (Safe 
opens.)  Here we go.  (Holds recipe up, it unfolds into a long 
page.  Exits LEFT.  ABLE pulls a letter from his pocket, sits at 
the table. 

ABLE:  (Reads.)  Dear Corporal Ready, (Aside.)  That’s me.  
(Back to letter.)  Thank you for your last letter.  Yes, I would like 
to see Fort Nugget.  I am going to visit some family there soon 
so I may get to meet you also.  Sincerely, Penelope Heypenny.  
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(Puts letter back in pocket.)  Don’t that beat all?  (Aside.)  My 
pen pal wrote me that she might visit Fort Nugget.  It certainly 
would be nice to meet her face-to-face instead of face-to-letter.  
I know all kinds of things about her.  Such as, she’s allergic to 
cornbread and doesn’t like thunder or those big feathery hats.  
Still, I really don’t know her.  Now don’t you let on that I have a 
pen pal!  That’d be humiliating!  (KITTY enters LEFT, carries 
bowl.) 

KITTY:  Corporal Ready, I found some leftover dumplings. 
ABLE:  Great!  Uh, Miss Major, do you know of anyone, uh, 

coming to the fort some time soon? 
KITTY:  No . . . I don’t think so.  If it’s very important to you, I could 

ask Granny.  She always seems to know every thing about 
everyone . . . I still don't know how she does that, but I’ll go 
wake her. 

ABLE:  Miss!  She’s the one who gets cantankerous without her 
beauty sleep, right?   

KITTY:  Right. 
ABLE:  Then, I don’t want to be the one she was woke for!  It’s not 

important. 
KITTY:  If you say so.  (CAPTAIN SHANE BEST, our hero, enters 

RIGHT.  Is everything a hero should be.  Wears a white button-
down shirt and jeans.) 

ABLE:  (Sees SHANE, stands at attention.)  Captain Best! 
SHANE:  At ease, Corporal.  I’m only checking out the fort and 

looking for my uniform.  (ABLE relaxes, sits back at table.  To 
KITTY.)  I’m Captain Shane Best.  I was transferred here last 
night, so I’m just now looking around the fort.  Do you run a 
restaurant in the Supply Store?  (Shakes KITTY’s hand.)  Have 
we met before? 

KITTY:  I don’t think so.  I’m Kitty Major.  I do run the Supply 
Store, but as for a restaurant, it’s not official.  I only make my 
Gold Nugget Dumplings because the soldiers love them so 
much.  (GRANNY enters LEFT.)   

GRANNY:  You must be the new captain.  Let me see your hands. 
SHANE:  Ma’am? 
GRANNY:  (Impatient.)  Don’t argue with an old lady, sonny. 
SHANE:  Yes, ma’am!  (Stands by GRANNY, palms up.) 

 9



Peru
sa

l O
nly

 

Do N
ot 

Cop
y

BY BETTY JO SCHRAM 

GRANNY:  I like to see if the new soldiers’ hands are the hard-
worker type or the lazy type.  (Squints.)  I wish my glasses 
were here. 

KITTY:  Oh, here, Granny.  (Hands her box from counter.)  Your 
glasses came in yesterday. 

GRANNY:  (Reads box.)  “Will give you a new perspective.”  (Puts 
on spectacles.)  Whoa!  (Waves arms around as she adjusts to 
her glasses, sways a little.)  This sure gives me a new 
perspective all right⎯seasickness! 

KITTY:  Granny, maybe you should sit down. 
GRANNY:  Help me to my chair, sonny, before I fall overboard!  

(SHANE helps GRANNY to her rocker, she sits.)  Thanks.  
Now let’s see those hands.  (Inspects them.)  Just as I thought.  
Hardworker.  I can tell by the calluses and scars.  (Further 
inspection.)  Hmm.  That’s interesting.  This scar looks familiar.  
Where’d you get it? 

SHANE:  I’m not sure, Ma’am.  I’ve had it since I was a baby, 
probably about the time I was discovered. 

KITTY:  Discovered? 
SHANE:  I was discovered by some folks out on the plains when I 

was a baby.  They knew my name was Shane because it was 
sewn on my little uniform.  I always wanted to be in the military, 
so when I first joined, and my last name was unknown, my 
commander called me “Best” because I always did my best. 

KITTY:  (Thinking.)  That story sounds familiar . . .   
 
GENERAL enters RIGHT, ABLE stands. 
 
GENERAL:  Captain Best, I was looking for you. 
SHANE:  Yes, General? 
GENERAL:  I want to show you a few things around the fort.  You 

come too, Corporal. 
ABLE/SHANE:  Yes sir.  (They exit RIGHT with GENERAL.) 
KITTY:  Do your glasses feel better yet, Granny? 
GRANNY:  The nausea is passing, but I don’t think I’ll stand just 

yet.  Maybe I should just get me a magnifying glass. 
KITTY:  Well, I have to get some dumplings ready for today’s 

customers.  Would you keep an eye on the Supply Store for 
me? 
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GRANNY:  I will if I can get my eyes to cooperate.  (KITTY takes 
the box and the bowl from the table.  Exits LEFT.)  I’m not 
gonna let these here spectacles get the best of me.  (Starts to 
get up, sits.)  Those little things can’t keep Granny down!  
(Tries to stand, wobbles, sits.  Waves arms to help with 
balancing.  Looks as if she is trying to stand in a row boat, sits.)  
Well, what do you know.  Maybe they can keep me down.  
(Looks around, sees broom.)  Ah, ha!  (Uses broom for a cane, 
stands, walks around room.)  That’s more like it.  (Looks at the 
floor.)  I never noticed all that dirt before.  (Calls back stage 
LEFT.)  Kitty?  (KITTY enters LEFT.) 

KITTY:  Yes, Granny? 
GRANNY:  We don’t have a dirt floor, do we? 
KITTY:  No, Granny, it’s a wood floor. 
GRANNY:  (Aside.)  It was worth a try.  (KITTY exits LEFT.  

GRANNY starts sweeping.)  It’s amazing how a pair of glasses 
shows you all the work you need to be a doing.  Look at all this 
dirt.  (Sweeps twice, removes glasses to top of head, looks at 
floor.)  Much better!  (SHARPS enters RIGHT, both scouts, he 
and his partner REMINGTON wear costumes of jeans, boots 
and hats.  SHARPS is a serious, no-nonsense character, and 
REMINGTON is relaxed and easy-going.  SHARPS stands 
silently on stage.  Wears a don’t-mess-with-me-look on his 
face.)  Howdy, Sharps.  Say, where’s your new scouting 
partner?  What was that fellow’s name? 

SHARPS:  Remington is still on his way here.  He got distracted. 
GRANNY:  Distracted?  What’s distractin’ him? 
SHARPS:  Apparently, his imagination.  (REMINGTON enters 

RIGHT.  He’s the day-dreaming type and has his hand held to 
his face as if it hurts, groans.) 

GRANNY:  Since when are imaginations dangerous to your 
health? 

REMINGTON:  Howdy, Granny. 
GRANNY:  What happened to you? 
REMINGTON:  Always be certain there aren’t any porch posts in 

your way when you’re bird watching.  (Groans.)   
GRANNY:  I have something that might help your head. 
REMINGTON:  Like what? 
GRANNY:  Peanut butter works wonders on them “brusies.” 
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SHARPS:  Sorry, Granny, but we don’t have time for snacks.  
We’re here on scouting business. 

REMINGTON:  Yeah, we’re out of bullets again. 
GRANNY:  Well, let me see.  What size do you need? 
REMINGTON:  We want the big stuff. 
GRANNY:  Buffalo gun bullets? 
SHARPS:  Bigger. 
GRANNY:  Elephant gun bullets? 
REMINGTON:  Bigger. 
GRANNY:  Dinosaur bullets?  They don’t come no bigger. 
SHARPS:  Then that’s the ones.  We’ll take ten boxes. 
GRANNY:  Now, where’d I put my glasses?  How am I going to 

find your dino-bullets if I can’t see!  (Calls LEFT.)  Kitty!  (KITTY 
enters LEFT, carries recipe card.) 

KITTY:  Yes, Granny? 
GRANNY:  Do we have any dino-sized bullets left?  I’d look 

myself, but I misplaced my spectacles. 
KITTY:  They are on your head, Granny.  (GRANNY pulls them on 

her nose.  Immediately goes into motion-sickness: wobbles, 
teeters, waving arms, etc.) 

GRANNY:  Whoa!  I’d better go lie down.  You’ll have to man the 
fort!  (Exits a wobbly LEFT.) 

KITTY:  (Searching through a box in a supply pile.)  I don’t see 
any dinosaur bullets.  I’m sorry, but I think we’re out. 

SHARPS:  Who else would buy dinosaur bullets? 
KITTY:  Near-sighted duck hunters.  Can I get you anything else? 
REMINGTON:  I’ll have a piece of that candy.  You want one, 

Sharps? 
SHARPS:  Scouts don’t have time for candy. 
REMINGTON:  This one does!  (Takes a piece from counter jar, 

pays a coin.)  It’s good for my head, you know!  (Exits RIGHT.) 
SHARPS:  Is that taffy? 
KITTY:  Caramel taffy. 
SHARPS:  (Tosses a coin on counter, takes candy.)  So long, 

Kitty. 
PHIL ER’UP’S VOICE:  (Backstage RIGHT.)  Whoa, ponies, 

whoa! 
SHARPS:  (Looks out RIGHT.)  Looks like Phil Er’Up and his 

freight wagon pulled in. 
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PHIL’S VOICE:  All right, you hitch hikers!  Get off my wagon.  
This ain’t no choo-choo train.  Heeya! 

KITTY:  It sounds as if he has passengers. 
SHARPS:  Yup, looks that way too.  I’d better make sure 

Remington didn’t get himself tangled in his taffy.  (Exits 
RIGHT.) 

KITTY:  (Aside.)  I wonder who the new passengers are.  (PHIL 
ER’UP, a gruff old freight driver enters RIGHT.  He wears 
jeans, boots, an old coat and a worn hat.  He carries a mail 
bag.  Dusts himself as he steps to counter.)   

PHIL:  If there is one thing Fort Nugget needs, it’s a stage coach 
route.  Maybe some rental ponies or something. 

KITTY:  Did you have many passengers? 
PHIL:  Lately I’m hauling more people than freight! 
KITTY:  Well, it probably keeps the trip interesting for you. 
PHIL:  Those dandies are about as interesting as sand in a desert. 
KITTY:  Is that the mail bag? 
PHIL:  Yup.  (Hands it to her.)  That’s about all I have for genuine 

freight today.  The rest of my room was filled with yappy yokels.  
Now I just have to let my freight unload themselves.   

 
 
 
 
SLICK CONMAN, that villainous scoundrel, enters RIGHT.  By 
 the look of disgust on his face, it’s obvious he doesn’t like Fort 
 Nugget.  He wears the traditional black pants and cape with 
 white shirt.  His hair is well oiled-down.  Looks around the fort, 
 crosses arms in disgust. 
 
SLICK:  (Aside, upset.)  Isn’t this just great!  When the map said 

“Fort Nugget,” I was expecting Fort Knox!  This place looks like 
any other old fort.  There probably is not one ounce of gold 
here. 

PHIL:  (To SLICK.)  All right, you.  It’s time to pay for your 
transportation. 

SLICK:  Are you telling me all that bumping and dumping me 
around in that crude carriage was transportation?  I’ve seen an 
elephant handle it’s rider with more grace.  That ride could 
have broken my legs! 
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PHIL:  (Steps toward SLICK.)  That can be arranged. 
SLICK:  (Gasps, aside.)  You know, I think he’s serious!  (PHIL, 

hands coin.)  Oh, find, no need to be barbaric. 
PHIL:  Never know.  Sometimes it comes in handy.  (Flips coin in 

the air, catches it.) 
SLICK:  (To KITTY, oily voice.)  And who might you be, miss? 
KITTY:  I’m Kitty Major.  I run the Fort Nugget Supply Store.  Who 

are you? 
SLICK:  My name is Slick.   (Throughout the production, every 

time he says “Slick,” SLICK dramatically slicks his hair with his 
hand.)  Slick Conman.  (Holds hand out for a hand shake, with 
every step he takes toward KITTY, she takes one back.  SLICK 
stops when he hits the counter.)  Oof!  (PENELOPE 
HEYPENNY enters RIGHT.  KITTY’S cousin, PENELOPE is a 
gentle and shy character; wears a light colored, simple dress.  
KITTY sets bag on counter.)   

PENELOPE:  (Looks around store, to KITTY.)  Hello, Kitty.  It’s 
good to see you, cousin. 

KITTY:  (Holds arms out in surprised, happy gesture.)  Penelope!  
(Moves past SLICK, hugs PENELOPE.  SLICK looks down at 
his outstretched hand, scowls, drops arm, sits at table. )  I 
didn’t know you were coming!  What a wonderful surprise! 

PENELOPE:  You didn’t get my letter?  I mailed it the day I left. 
KITTY:  What letter? 
PHIL:  Probably one in the mail bag.  I’ve got to go make sure the 

rest of those yah-hoos didn’t ruin my rig.  (Exits RIGHT.) 
PENELOPE:  I don’t think he likes passengers. 
SLICK:  Did he threaten to break your legs too?  (Ladies stare at 

SLICK a moment, expressionless, turn back to each other.) 
KITTY:  So, you wrote to me? 
PENELOPE:  It’s probably in the mail bag.   
 
KITTY and PENELOPE go to counter, KITTY shuffles through 
bag’s contents.  Finds letter, opens, reads. 
 
KITTY:  (Clears throat, reads.)  Dear Kitty, Granny, and General 

James, I will soon be visiting your Fort Nugget.  I have an 
acquaintance there.  I look forward to seeing you.  Love, 
Penelope.  (Puts letter in bag.)  I can’t believe you’re here!  
Ever since we were little, you were my favorite cousin. 
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PENELOPE:  We always had a lot of fun . . . except when Cousin 
Anastacia was around. 

KITTY:  Yes, Anastacia Upstagia always did try to spoil our fun. 
PENELOPE:  And Granny never did see it.  She always thought 

Cousin Anastacia was an angel. 
SLICK:  (Aside.)  Sounds like my kind of cousin! 
PENELOPE:  Kitty, about Anastacia, I have some news, but it’s 

not so good.  Even bad! 
KITTY:  Bad news?  (CASH WEALTH and his wife RUBY enter 

RIGHT.  They are rich and dress that way.  CASH has a suit 
jacket and tie with a “gentleman’s hat.”  RUBY wears jewelry 
and gloves with her dress.  She is optimistic and enthusiastic.  
CASH is a pessimist and worrier.) 

RUBY:  (Steps to counter.)  Excuse me? 
KITTY:  How can I help you? 
RUBY:  Can you tell us how to get to the Mother Load Mine? 
CASH:  I’m Cash Wealth, and this is my wife Ruby.  We recently 

purchased a piece of real estate⎯ 
RUBY:  (Interrupts excitedly.)  Yes, a gold mine⎯ 
SLICK:  A GOLD MINE?! 
RUBY:  It’s not salt! 
CASH:  (Continues.)  A corner of the Mother Load Mine⎯ 
RUBY:  The Brother Load Mine, dear, that’s what they call it. 
CASH:  Ruby, please, I’m trying to get directions. 
RUBY:  I’m just filling in all the blank spots, dear. 
CASH:  Could you direct us to the Brother Load Mine?  The one 

we bought from Byron Pyrite. 
KITTY:  Oh, I’m sorry, I don’t know how to get there.  Goldie Pyrite 

mentioned coming in today.  Would you like to wait for them 
here at Fort Nugget? 

CASH:  (Rubs chin, looks around.)  I don’t think we have a choice. 
RUBY:  (Delighted, claps hands in joy.)  Oh!  How exciting!  Our 

first day here in the wild territories and we will sleep with the 
protection of Fort Nugget around us! 

CASH:  (Frowns.)  Sleep?  We will meet with the Pyrites this 
afternoon and be on our way. 

RUBY:  (Tugs his sleeve.)  Come on, dear, let’s look around the 
fort!  (CASH and RUBY WEALTH exit RIGHT.) 

PENELOPE:  They don’t look like gold miners to me. 
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KITTY:  Maybe the Pyrites will show them the ropes.  What were 
you saying?  Something about Anastacia? 

PENELOPE:  Yes, as a matter of fact, she⎯  (PRICE BARGAINS, 
a salesman, enters RIGHT.  He wears a suit jacket and tie, 
carries a bag of sales items.) 

PRICE:  Ah, a supply store.  This is your lucky day, my friends, 
your lucky day. 

SLICK:  Lucky day?  Unless you’ve got free money in that bag, it 
looks like I’m broke. 

PRICE:  I can do better than that, friend.  What I have here is 
worth more than mere money, so if you purchase this valuable 
item, you’ll have made the smart choice.  Yes, my product here 
is worth much more than mere money! 

SLICK:  (Interested.)  Worth more than money, you say?  How’s it 
work?  What is it?   

PENELOPE:  Yes, what is it? 
PRICE:  Patience, my friends, and you will see a piece of history, 

the all-most lost relic, the valuable - 
SLICK:  (Impatient.)  Cut the relic jabber and get on with the 

valuable part. 
PRICE:  You asked for it . . .  (Reaches into bag, pulls out an old 

handkerchief.  Holds it triumphantly in air.) 
PENELOPE:  You mean some dirty old rag is worth more than 

money. 
PRICE:  This isn’t just a dirty old rag, little lady.  This dirty old - I 

mean - this bandanna once hid the face of the famous stage 
robber - Slimy Earl.  It’s an important piece of history. 

SLICK:  Ah, who cares about⎯ 
PRICE:  It will double in value, plus, I’ll throw in Slimy Earl’s 

genuine safe cracker kit. 
SLICK:  History must be preserved!  How much? 
PRICE:  Twenty-five cents. 
SLICK:  Deal!  Do you-uh-take credit? 
PRICE:  No. 
SLICK:  (Aside.)  Drat!  I knew I should have hired a villain’s 

assistant before I was dumped at this crude fort.  If I had, I 
could have “borrowed” the money from him.   

 
ROTTEN enters RIGHT, carries a brown paper-wrapped package. 
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ROTTEN:  (Chuckling.)  Howdy, everybody.  Say, Kitty, did your 
father ever find his uniform?  Somebody must have pulled a 
pretty funny joke, huh? 

KITTY:  Howdy, Rotten.  No, Father hasn’t found his uniform, and 
last I saw of him, he was very upset.  He thinks it was stolen! 

ROTTEN:  (Pulls at collar, swallows.)  Stolen?  So, if they found 
the feller with the uniforms, he’d be in hot water, huh? 

KITTY:  The way Father looked this morning, he’d be in boiling 
water. 

ROTTEN:  (Aside.)  Uh, oh.  Kitty, would it be okay with you if I put 
this here package in your safe? 

KITTY:  Sure, Rotten.  (ROTTEN sets it on counter, turns to exit 
RIGHT.) 

PRICE:  (Steps to ROTTEN.)  Pardon me, friend. 
ROTTEN:  (Shakes PRICE’S hand.)  My name’s Rotten Plywood. 
PRICE:  I’m Price Bargains, and I’m a door-to-door salesman. 
ROTTEN:  You sell doors? 
PRICE:  (Indicates bag.)  They wouldn’t fit in my bag.  What I had 

in mind for you is much more useful than a door.  Yes, sir, 
when I saw your smile, I knew this was the product for you! 

ROTTEN:  For me? 
PRICE:  For you! 
ROTTEN:  What is it? 
PRICE:  (Reaches dramatically into bag, pulls out a tube of 

toothpaste.)  Toothpaste! 
PRICE:  This is Nomapain, a special acid-based paste that eats 

the plaque right off your teeth!  Thus, it helps to prevent 
cavities, or, as you may put it, rotten chompers! 

ROTTEN:  Wow!  I’ll take one!  (Hands coin to PRICE, takes tube.) 
PRICE:  Nice doing business with you, friend.  (Exits RIGHT.) 
SLICK:  Sit down, Mr. Plywood.  I think we need to talk. 
ROTTEN:  Sure.  Everyone says I’m a good talker.  (Laughs.) 
KITTY:  Come on back, Penelope.  Let’s tell Granny you’re here. 
PENELOPE:  I never did get to explain about Anastacia . . . 
KITTY:  You can tell me in a moment.  I know Granny will want to 

see you.  (KITTY and PENELOPE exit LEFT.  KITTY re-enters 
LEFT.)  I forgot!  I need to put Rotten’s package in the safe.  
(Picks it up.)  And the recipe for my famous Gold Nuggets. 

SLICK:  (Complete attention, sits up straight at “Gold Nuggets,” 
aside.)  Did she say “gold nuggets?”  My trip to Fort Nugget 
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might not be so bad after all.  (KITTY takes package and recipe 
to safe, opens, inserts, speaks to herself as she works.) 

KITTY:  It would be tragic if I lost my Gold Nuggets I know it will be 
safe here, though.  (Closes safe.)  Can I get anything for you, 
Rotten?  Mr. Conman? 

SLICK:  (Again slicks hair.)  Slick, call me Slick. 
ROTTEN:  I’ll have some dumplings later, Kitty. 
KITTY:  Okay.  (Exits LEFT.) 
ROTTEN:  What did you want to talk to me about? 
SLICK:  I’m looking for an assistant, and you look as if you fit the 

description, Mr. Plywood. 
ROTTEN:  That’s Rotten. 
SLICK:  (Offended.)  I offer you a job, and you call it “rotten?” 
ROTTEN:  I’m Rotten, Mr. Conman. 
SLICK:  That’s Slick.  (Slicks hair.)   
ROTTEN:  I’ll say!  It looks like you washed your hair in a butter 

churn! 
SLICK:  I’m Slick!  Now, do you want the job or not? 
ROTTEN:  Sure, as long as I don’t have to do anything dishonest.  

There’s a law against that, you know.  I like a good prank, but 
nothing dishonest. 

SLICK:  (Looks knowingly into audience.)  Oh, you don’t have to 
worry about that, Rotten.  I’m probably the most honest person 
there ever was.  Really.  Honest. 

ROTTEN:  Great! 
SLICK:  Now, first, we’ll give you a test to see if you are intelligent 

enough. 
ROTTEN:  Shoot.  (SLICK ducks, thinking he was about to be 

shot.) 
SLICK:  (Surfaces.)  Oh, right.  You meant “start.” 
ROTTEN:  Yep.  Fire away.  (SLICK ducks again.) 
SLICK:  Is it clear?  (Resurface, clears throat.)  Now, where were 

we? 
ROTTEN:  You were cowering under the table. 
SLICK:  Never mind that.  The first question is: Are the rumors 

true about Kitty Major’s famed gold nuggets being in that safe? 
ROTTEN:  Shucks, no. That’d be plum loco. 
SLICK:  Well, what’s in there? 
ROTTEN:  Her “Gold Nugget” directions I s’pose. 
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SLICK:  The directions?  Good enough!  Come on, Rotten, let’s go 
find that salesman Price Bargains. 

ROTTEN:  How come? 
SLICK:  I want to buy that bandanna once owned by Slimy Earl.  

(Aside.)  And get that safe cracker kit!  (Back to ROTTEN.)  
Let’s go.  (Starts to exit RIGHT.)  You have 25 cents, right? 
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