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Under a Cowboy Moon 
 

Winner of Hill Country Playwriting Festival Peoples’ Choice Award 2007  
Winner of the Backdoor Theatre New Play Award 2003 

 
COMEDY.  There ain’t much in Spitwhistle, TX, except some 
cowboys, some longnecks, and the Saddle Horn Bar.  Needless 
to say, this West Texas town isn’t much of a tourist 
destination. Desperate to lure visitors to their dying town, the 
residents have organized an annual cowboy poetry contest, 
where cowboys can compete for the chance at winning $500 
and “to be high-thought-of…for a change.”  But when a TV 
crew from PBS arrives to film the contest as part of a 
documentary on cowboy poetry, the prospect of appearing on 
national TV and winning a $5,000 purse ups the stakes.  The 
romance of the mythic West swirls around the barroom as 
young guns, old-timers, and even an English professor 
masquerading as a cowboy face off in a poetry showdown to 
determine who’s the best pen in the West. 
 
Performance Time:  Approximately 90 minutes. 
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Characters 
(6 M, 4 F, opt. extras) 

  
P.A. CARSWELL:  Owner of the Saddle Horn Bar; female. 
DEUCE WATLEY:  Grizzled resident bar patron. 
HENRY BURKE:  Small-town boy, aspiring poet; wears a 

cowboy hat and boots. 
REBECCA PROCTOR:  Public television producer. 
SIMON DAWES:  Rebecca’s cameraman. 
RAFE CAINFIELD:  Hotshot cowboy poet; wears a cowboy 

hat and boots. 
TERI BLAIR:  Rafe’s good-time girlfriend. 
JILL MILLIGAN:  College student/waitress. 
MICHAEL TIBBETS (“BUCK NEWLEY”):  English professor 

and poet; wears running shoes and stiff brand-new blue 
jeans. 

BOONE HAWKINS:  Legendary cowboy poet; wears a 
cowboy hat and boots. 

EXTRAS (Optional):  As bar patrons. 
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Setting 
 
The Saddle Horn Bar in the West Texas town of Spitwhistle.  
There are three tables with chairs, as well as a few barstools.  
One exterior door, one interior door to a hallway.  Bowls of 
unshelled peanuts sit on the bar and the tables for patrons to 
eat.   
 
 

Synopsis of Scenes 
 
ACT I 
Scene 1:  Late Friday afternoon. 
Scene 2:  Friday night. 
 
ACT II   
Scene 1:  Saturday night. 
Scene 2:  Late Sunday morning. 
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Props 
 
Banner that reads, 

“Welcome Cowboy 
Poets” 

Bowls of unshelled peanuts 
Tables 
Chairs 
Barstools 
Baseball cap, for Deuce 
Longneck bottles  
Paperback romance novel 
Tablet or notebook 
Video camera 

Tripod 
Pad of paper 
Roster 
Money 
Cans of Coke 
Bottles of Dr Pepper 
Serving tray 
Waitress apron, for Jill 
Ring, for Teri 
Folded slips of paper 
Ballots 

 
 
 

Sound Effects 
 
Recorded applause 
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“As folks around here might say… 
intellect don’t milk the cow.” 

 
—Jill 
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ACT I 
Scene 1 

 
(AT RISE:  The Saddle Horn Bar, late Friday afternoon.  A banner 
over the bar reads, “Welcome Cowboy Poets.”  Bowls of unshelled 
peanuts sit on the bar and the tables for patrons to eat.  Deuce 
Watley, wearing a baseball cap, sits alone at a table, drinking from a 
nearly empty longneck bottle of beer.  P.A. Carswell, behind the bar, 
leans on the counter reading her paperback romance novel.  Henry 
Burke, wearing a cowboy hat and boots, sits at the end of the bar, 
writing on a tablet.) 
 
HENRY:  Excuse me, P.A.— 
P.A.:  You’re not gonna ask me my opinion again, are you? 
HENRY:  Just on this one sentence. 
P.A.:  I’m never gonna finish my book if you keep interrupting 

me. 
DEUCE:  You already know how it ends.  Same way all those 

romance books end.  The woman gets her man, who’s just so 
all-fired perfect you have to wonder why nobody else got 
him before now.  Got him to the altar, that is. 

P.A.:  I don’t need your dirty mind messing up my reading. 
HENRY:  At least you read, P.A. 
P.A.:  Of course I read.  What do you think?  I graduated high 

school, too, you know...three years behind Deuce.  
Should’ve been four years behind Deuce, but he didn’t keep 
up.  You still don’t keep up, do you Deuce? 

DEUCE:  (Holds up bottle.)  I keep up pretty good.  And some of 
us had to work instead of lollygagging around the 
schoolhouse. 

P.A.:  I’d say you’ve passed us all up in the lollygagging 
department. 

HENRY:  Just tell me how this sounds.  (Reads.)  “When the 
boys all hunker down to chow, on steaks either burned or 
raw—”  What do you think? 

DEUCE:  It don’t rhyme. 
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HENRY:  I haven’t got to the rhyming part yet.   
P.A.:  Sounds like you’re hungry if you’re writing about steak. 
HENRY:  (Frustrated.)  I just wanted to know if you like how 

it’s going. 
P.A.:  Sure, Henry, it’s fine.  Tell you what—why don’t you 

finish it and then let me hear the whole thing? 
HENRY:  The contest is tomorrow night.  I don’t want to waste 

any time going the wrong way with it.  I mean, it’s got to be 
good if I’m gonna have a chance against all those other 
fellas. 

DEUCE:  Have a chance?  You don’t have a chance. 
P.A.:  Everybody’s always got a chance.   
DEUCE:  Not against Boone Hawkins.  He’s the real deal.  And 

he’s won this contest three years running. 
P.A.:  Boone’s got a big rep, but that doesn’t mean he can’t be 

beat. 
HENRY:  No...no, Deuce is right.  Boone is the best.  Nobody 

can beat him.  It’s the others I want to beat. 
DEUCE:  Tomorrow night this place will be filled with a bunch 

of make-believe cowboys all spouting the awfulest poetry 
anybody ever heard. 

HENRY:  It’s not like that. 
DEUCE:  Are you a cowboy? 
HENRY:  Maybe not a cowboy like in the old days, but...yeah, 

I’m a cowboy. 
DEUCE:  What makes you a cowboy?  Dusty jeans and a pair 

of boots?  A cowboy hat?  Or maybe just getting yourself 
born in the back of a pickup truck here in Spitwhistle, Texas. 

HENRY:  It’s not my fault there’s no hospital around for a 
hundred miles. 

P.A.:  Leave him be, why don’t you?  Finish your beer.  Then 
Henry can finish his poem, and I can finish my book.  (As 
P.A. and Henry return to their pursuits, Deuce slowly begins 
blowing in the top of the bottle, making a low and mournful sound.  
P.A. tries to ignore it, but gets increasingly irritated.)  Will you 
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stop that?  I swear, I never seen a grown man do that with 
his beer.  Like a little kid blowing in a Coke bottle. 

DEUCE:  There aren’t any Coke bottles anymore.  The world 
we knew is long gone, P.A.  Gone, and it ain’t coming back. 

P.A.:  Wish I could say the same about you. 
DEUCE:  That was mean. 
P.A.:  Yes, it was.  Now will you let me get back to my book? 
HENRY:  (Reads.)  “...they’ll talk real low and make them a 

vow, never to tell what they saw.” 
 
(Pause.) 
 
P.A.:  (Interested in spite of herself.)  What do you mean, “what 

they saw”?  What did they see? 
HENRY:  I haven’t got that part figured out yet. 
DEUCE:  Ha!  He don’t even know what he’s writing. 
 
(Rebecca Proctor enters through the front door with Simon Dawes, 
who carries a TV video camera and a tripod.) 
 
REBECCA:  Excuse me.  Would this be the Saddle Horn Bar? 
P.A.:  It not only would be...it is. 
REBECCA:  I’m Rebecca Proctor, and this is my shooter Simon 

Dawes. 
DEUCE:  Shooter? 
SIMON:  Cameraman. 
HENRY:  (Excited.)  You mean like for TV?   
REBECCA:  Yes, exactly. 
DEUCE:  What are you doing here?  Nobody’s gotten killed.  

Lately. 
REBECCA:  We’re here to film the 4th Annual Spitwhistle 

Cowboy Poetry Roundup. 
P.A.:  We’ve never had TV people out here before!  (Comes out 

from behind the bar.)  Where you folks from? 
REBECCA:  PBS.  Public television…   
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(Gets blank stares.)   
 
DEUCE:  (Distastefully.)  New York. 
REBECCA:  Actually, Boston. 
P.A.:  Boston!  How’d you ever find us? 
SIMON:  Good thing we had a map.  You’re in the middle of 

nowhere. 
DEUCE:  No, we’re right here. 
REBECCA:  He just meant we had to follow the back roads 

after we turned off the highway. 
DEUCE:  (Sardonic.)  It takes awhile to get here, but it’s worth 

it. 
P.A.:  Don’t mind him. 
HENRY:  (Excited.)  Are you really gonna put us on TV? 
REBECCA:  That’s the plan.  Cowboy poetry is unexplored 

territory.  
SIMON:  (Under his breath.)  Maybe for a reason. 
REBECCA:  It’s something of a subculture.  I thought it would 

be a good idea to produce a documentary about it.   
P.A.:  But why us?  Why Spitwhistle? 
REBECCA:  We’ll be filming in other places, too.  Sheridan, 

Wyoming.  The national gathering at Elko, Nevada.  And of 
course the big one up in Calgary.  But when we heard about 
Spitwhistle, Texas...who could resist that?! 

DEUCE:  Not me. 
HENRY:  (Pressing.)  Will everybody in the contest be on TV? 
REBECCA:  Quite a few of them, once we edit the footage we 

hope to get.  (Looks around doubtfully.)  There are more 
people coming, aren’t there? 

P.A.:  Sure, we had close to 20 poets last year.   
DEUCE:  Seventeen. 
P.A.:  That’s close to 20.  They’ll be drifting in, some tonight 

and the rest by tomorrow.    
REBECCA:  Good, good.  We want to film a lot of interviews.  

Plenty of background material.  Something to give the 
viewers a sense of place, of experience...of the whole milieu. 
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DEUCE:  Yeah, we got a lot of...milieu. 
HENRY:  (Eager.)  I’m a poet. 
REBECCA:  Great.  We’ve got one already.  (To Simon.)  Go 

ahead and set up. 
 
(Simon begins to ready his camera and set up the tripod.  Henry 
moves closer to watch.) 
 
P.A.:  Looks like the Saddle Horn is gonna be famous. 
HENRY:  This will really put Spitwhistle on that map of yours. 
SIMON:  Oh, it’s there.  One tiny dot, with a whole lot of 

empty space around it. 
DEUCE:  Empty space.  Empty streets.  Empty stores.  Empty 

bottles.  (Blows in the now-empty bottle.) 
P.A.:  You want another, or do you plan on starting a band? 
DEUCE:  You say some funny things.  One of these days I’ll 

laugh. 
REBECCA:  I’ll tell you what.  Why don’t I get started with a 

few basics?  (Takes out a pad, turns to P.A.)  Could I get your 
name? 

P.A.:  P.A. Carswell. 
REBECCA:  What does the “P.A.” stand for? 
P.A.:  Just P.A.  
DEUCE:  Pollyanna. 
P.A.:  Shut up, Deuce. 
REBECCA:  Pollyanna?  Not really? 
P.A.:  My mother saw the movie.  Thought it was a pretty 

name. 
REBECCA:  It is a pretty name. 
P.A.:  So is Rebecca.  I bet they call you Becky.   
REBECCA:  They call me Rebecca. 
P.A.:  (Seeing Rebecca’s notes.)  Two words, not one.  Polly 

Anna. 
DEUCE:  (Chuckles.)  Pollyanna. 
P.A.:  (To Deuce.)  You know what you said about nobody 

getting killed lately?  That could change in a hurry. 
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REBECCA:  Do you own the Saddle Horn? 
P.A.:  I better, since I’m the one paying taxes on it. 
REBECCA:  What’s the population around here? 
DEUCE:  Mostly jackrabbits and coyotes. 
P.A.:  She means how many people. 
REBECCA:  People are mainly what I’m interested in, yes. 
P.A.:  If you counted all the ranchers with the folks in town, 

there’d be close to two hundred people. 
SIMON:  (Sarcastic.)  That many? 
HENRY:  You never see them altogether at one time, though.  

The most people you’ll see in one place is right here on a 
Saturday night. 

REBECCA:  And you are—? 
HENRY:  Henry Burke. 
REBECCA:  How long have you been a poet, Henry? 
DEUCE:  Hah. 
HENRY:  Just a few months.  Off and on.  But I’ve been giving 

it a lot more thought the last few weeks. 
SIMON:  All set, Rebecca. 
REBECCA:  Henry, why don’t we start with you?  Take a seat 

here at the bar.  (To Simon.)  That’ll make a good shot, don’t 
you think? 

SIMON:  Good as any. 
 
(Henry climbs on a barstool nervously as Simon lines up the shot.) 
 
REBECCA:  (To Henry.)  The camera has a microphone that 

will pick up everything you say. 
P.A.:  How about that, Henry?  You’re gonna be a star! 
REBECCA:  Just relax now, and tell us what cowboy poetry 

means to you. 
HENRY:  Well...poetry...the cowboy kind of poetry, it— 
 
(Suddenly Rafe Cainfield, in boots and a cowboy hat, and Teri Blair 
come bursting through the front door, arm in arm, and stride right 
in front of the camera.) 
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RAFE:  Hey, now!  They must’ve known I was coming!  Got a 
camera all set up and waiting for me! 

TERI:  Look at that!  Hold on!  Let me smile real big.  (Strikes a 
sexy pose and smiles.) 

SIMON:  (To Rebecca.)  Keep shooting? 
REBECCA:  Definitely.  Are you two here for the Poetry 

Roundup? 
RAFE:  If we’re not, we did a heck of a job getting lost! 
TERI:  Rafe’s the poet.  I’m just...I’m just Teri! 
REBECCA:  I’m Rebecca, this is Simon.  We’ll be filming the 

contest. 
RAFE:  Don’t go asking me which is my best side.  I’m good all 

the way around 
TERI:  (Giggles.)  I can swear to that. 
RAFE:  You love me, don’t you, little cactus flower? 
TERI:  Yes, I do, big bumble bee. 
DEUCE:  I’m gonna throw up. 
P.A.:  (Checking a roster.)  Rafe Cainfield.  I have you down as a 

contestant.  You got your $20-dollar entry fee? 
RAFE:  You got my $500-dollar prize money? 
P.A.:  You have to win it first. 
RAFE:  Just a matter of time. 
HENRY:  Oh, yeah?  Boone Hawkins is coming, and he’s the 

best. 
RAFE:  Old Boone was good in his day, from what I hear.  But 

sonny, it’s a new day.  (Hands P.A. the entry fee.) 
TERI:  Nobody I know is as good as Rafe.   
P.A.:  And I’m sure you’ve known plenty. 
 
(Deuce goes to the bar.)   
 
DEUCE:  I need another beer. 
P.A.:  I may have one myself.  (Goes behind the bar.) 
REBECCA:  Would you mind if we continue our interview 

with Henry? 
RAFE:  Sure thing, honey.  Don’t mind us. 
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(Rafe and Teri move out of the way.) 
 
REBECCA:  You were saying what cowboy poetry means to 

you… 
HENRY:  (Gropes a bit for words.)  It talks about things the way 

they are.  You write down what you’re feeling, or what it 
was you felt when something happened to you.  And people 
understand what you’re saying, except you’re saying it a 
different way from them.  Cowboy poetry is...poetry for 
cowboys.  (Shrugs wordlessly.) 

REBECCA:  Cut.  Very good, Henry. 
 
(Simon straightens up from his camera.) 
 
RAFE:  Whew!  Just listening to that made me thirsty.  How 

‘bout some beer, barkeep? 
P.A.:  My name is P.A. 
RAFE:  P.A.?  What kind of name is P.A.? 
TERI:  In school they made announcements over the P.A.  
RAFE:  No, no, that can’t be it.  Wait...I know what it is.  (Looks 

around at P.A.’s backside.)  Pretty ass. 
 
(Teri laughs.) 
 
DEUCE:  You be careful how you talk. 
RAFE:  What?  I paid the lady a compliment.   
P.A.:  You want your beer in a bottle or over your head? 
RAFE:  Two beers, and I’ll take ’em as they are.  Beer’s free for 

contestants, right? 
P.A.:  Beer’s two bucks for everybody. 
 
(Rafe hands her two bucks.) 
 
RAFE:  I bet you’re also the lady I have to pay for our room. 
P.A.:  Pretty easy bet, since it’s right over the bar. 
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RAFE:  Here’s the money for that, too, then.  (Hands her more 
money.) 

P.A.:  You go down the hall and up the stairs. 
RAFE:  Come on, Teri.  (Hands her a beer.)  Let’s go settle in...if 

you know what I mean. 
TERI:  Mmmm.  A cold beer and a hot cowboy.  Does it get any 

better than that? 
P.A.:  Lord, I hope so. 
 
(Rafe heads out with his arm around Teri.)   
 
RAFE:  Now I don’t want any of you thinking about what we 

might be doing up there in a few minutes, right over your 
heads.  (Points to the ceiling with his beer.) 

TERI:  (Giggling.)  No, don’t y’all think about it!  (Whispers 
loudly to them over her shoulder.)  I’ll tell you later. 

 
(Rafe and Teri exit to hallway.) 
 
DEUCE:  Either I’ve been drinking too much or not enough.  

What was that? 
P.A.:  Every time you think you’ve seen it all, the door opens 

and in blows something else. 
REBECCA:  Maybe we should’ve kept the camera running. 
SIMON:  I have a feeling we’ll get another chance. 
HENRY:  Did I do all right? 
REBECCA:  You did great.  I promise you’ll make the final cut. 
HENRY:  In the contest?   
REBECCA:  In the film.  I don’t know about the contest, since I 

haven’t heard your poetry. 
HENRY:  I’m still working on that.  (Goes back to his tablet.) 
REBECCA:  How about you next, P.A.? 
P.A.:  Me?  No, really...I don’t want to. 
DEUCE:  Oh, go on.  You’re the one who thought up this 

whole thing.  And maybe it’ll keep me from thinking about 
what’s going on in my room. 
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SIMON:  Your room? 
DEUCE:  I live above the bar, except for once a year when P.A. 

rents it out.   
P.A.:  Cash money makes a big difference here.  And visitors 

pay for the room. 
DEUCE:  Was I complaining? 
P.A.:  You better not, if you want to sleep on my couch tonight. 
REBECCA:  (To P.A.)  We’ll shoot you behind the bar. 
P.A.:  I wish you had a better way of saying that. 
REBECCA:  Ready, Simon? 
SIMON:  Always. 
REBECCA:  P.A., do I understand the contest was your idea? 
P.A.:  Yeah, I guess it was mostly mine.  We had to think up 

some way to bring a little business into town.  As you could 
see, there’s not much town left. 

REBECCA:  When you say “we”…? 
P.A.:  The Chamber of Commerce.  Believe it or not, me and 

Deuce are two thirds of it.  The other third, Charlie Siler, is 
laid up in the hospital over in Van Horn.  Probably won’t be 
coming back.  Spitwhistle’s dying, too, and taking a long 
time doing it.   

REBECCA:  Why a cowboy poetry contest? 
P.A.:  They’re kind of popular now, and we didn’t have to 

build anything to have it.  The only real investment is the 
prize money, which draws a fair number of people, though 
nowhere near what the big contests do. 

REBECCA:  And you believe it can save the town? 
P.A.:  Nothing can save the town.  But we do what we can to 

get by.  Visitors rent rooms from the locals and buy food and 
drinks.  Along with the entry fees, that covers the prize 
money.  When the dust clears, we don’t make a lot of profit, 
but it helps.   

REBECCA:  What keeps you in Spitwhistle? 
P.A.:  That’s a damn good question.  Sorry.  Didn’t mean to say 

“damn” on TV.  At first you stay in a place like Spitwhistle 
because you don’t know anything else.  Later you stay 
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because you don’t have any way out.  If I could ever get 
together a whole pocketful of money at one time, I’d go join 
my sister in Texarkana and buy a piece of the diner she runs 
there.  But that’s not going to happen.  Here in Spitwhistle, 
the only thing that’s sure to happen is the wind’s going to 
blow the dust around, first one way, and then when the 
wind changes, back the other way.  If West Texas dust was 
worth anything, we’d all be millionaires. 

 
(Thoughtful silence.) 
 
REBECCA:  Cut.  Thank you, P.A.  So, you have a sister in 

Texarkana.  How far is that from here? 
P.A.:  Going east, about a day’s ride. 
REBECCA:  On a horse? 
P.A.:  In a car.  But I shouldn’t have brought all that up.  I 

prattled on more than I meant to.   
DEUCE:  Nothing new about that. 
P.A.:  Shut up, Deuce. 
DEUCE:  Maybe we should all shut up and listen for what we 

can hear. 
 
(Deuce looks up at the ceiling, then they all do.) 
 
P.A.:  Stop it, now.  Rebecca, have you and Simon found a 

place to stay? 
REBECCA:  We came prepared.  We’ve got an RV that we 

rented after landing in El Paso. 
P.A.:  Some of the others come in those things, too.  Kind of 

tight in there.  (Confidential.)  Are you and Simon...? 
REBECCA:  No.  We aren’t.   
SIMON:  Maybe on the way back. 
DEUCE:  (Chuckles, to Simon.)  You don’t say much, but you 

make it count.  You could be a cowboy. 
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P.A.:  What are you talking about?  Cowboys jabber on for 
hours, making up for the times when there’s nobody around 
to talk to. 

REBECCA:  The cowboy life is still real, then? 
DEUCE:  There are still cattle, aren’t there?  So there’s still 

cowboys.  But they aren’t cowboys the way you think about 
cowboys.  Not the way they used to be.  The cowboy life is 
eighty percent pretend. 

 
(Rebecca signals Simon to film Deuce.) 
 
REBECCA:  Would you mind repeating that? 
DEUCE:  Oh, turn that thing away from me. 
REBECCA:  Please?   
DEUCE:  (Grudgingly.)  I said the cowboy life is eighty percent 

pretend.  People play at being cowboys.  Sure, some of them 
work cattle, and they ride horses now and then.  But the 
cowboy way of life is almost as dried up as Spitwhistle.   

REBECCA:  What do you think of cowboy poetry? 
DEUCE:  As poetry goes, it’s okay.  It makes sense, and it 

rhymes.  But what kind of cowboy sits around making up 
poems, and thinking up words that rhyme with each other, 
and counting the number of syllables to make sure all the 
lines come out a certain way?  Oh, there’s some of it that’s 
true, what it says about being a cowboy.  But most of it’s no 
more real than one of P.A.’s romance novels.  To tell you 
what I really think of it, I’d only have to use one word, 
with...  (Silently counts three on his fingers.)  ...three syllables.  
Bull-shee-yit. 

REBECCA:  Then why did you agree with the others to hold 
the contest? 

DEUCE:  We all have our weak moments.  (Looks at P.A.)  
Though not as many as we used to. 

REBECCA:  This has nothing to do with the contest, but how’d 
you get the name Deuce? 
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DEUCE:  I had an older brother, Ace.  And a younger brother, 
Trey.  Daddy was a gambler. 

P.A.:  His mama gambled, too…and lost. 
DEUCE:  Nobody asked for your smart remarks. 
P.A.:  Of course you never make any.  Not anything smart. 
DEUCE:  As I was saying, Daddy was a gambler. 
REBECCA:  Was he a good one? 
DEUCE:  There’s no such thing as a good gambler, even if he 

wins.  ’Cause the very next thing he’ll do is gamble again 
and lose.  And if you ask me, that’s all this poetry contest 
is...a gamble, for us who hold it, and for them who come. 

REBECCA:  You’re quite a philosopher. 
DEUCE:  I’ve been called a lot of things, but never that.  It’s 

nice to be high-thought-of...for a change. 
 
(Jill Milligan enters through the front door.) 
 
HENRY:  (Very glad to see her.)  Jill!  Hi! 
JILL:  Hello, Henry.  (Sees the camera.)  What’s going on? 
P.A.:  These folks are here for the contest.  We’re going to be 

on P-M-S! 
REBECCA:  (To Jill.)  Public broadcasting.  (Signals Simon to 

cut.) 
JILL:  Oh.  Well, that would be fine if we could get it out here, 

or any other channel. 
SIMON:  You don’t have TV? 
JILL:  Only the people who’ve got satellite dishes.  
HENRY:  Sometimes we can pick up a station out of Odessa.  

But it’s not too clear. 
P.A.:  (To Jill.)  This is Rebecca, and that’s Simon.  They’re from 

New York. 
REBECCA:  Boston. 
JILL:  You’re a long way from home.  You’re a long way from 

anywhere. 
P.A.:  Jill’s been away at UT. 
HENRY:  That’s the University of Texas. 
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DEUCE:  I figure they’ve heard of UT, Henry, even up in 
Boston. 

P.A.:  We’re real proud of Jill.  She’ll be graduating this year. 
JILL:  Along with 10,000 others.  It’s no big deal. 
HENRY:  ’Course it is.  Not many people around here go to 

college, much less on a scholarship.   
JILL:  When there’s no TV, you read a lot. 
 
(P.A. holds up the romance novel.)   
 
P.A.:  That’s what I do. 
JILL:  So far the only thing I’ve gotten from going to college is 

a series of waitress jobs, and I got all the training I needed 
for that right here.   

P.A.:  Best help I ever had. 
JILL:  Was it worth my coming home this weekend, P.A.?  

Where are all the customers? 
P.A.:  Slow showing up this year. 
DEUCE:  There’s two upstairs.  (Glances up.) 
JILL:  So it’s P.A.’s couch tonight? 
DEUCE:  (Questioning look at P.A.)  P.A.? 
P.A.:  The couch.  
REBECCA:  What are you studying at college? 
 
(Simon redirects the camera at Jill.) 
 
JILL:  I started off—  (Pauses at the sight of the camera.)  I started 

off not knowing what I wanted to do, except get out of here.  
I took a little bit of everything before deciding on a business 
major.   

REBECCA:  Why business? 
JILL:  Because I want to make money.  I want to live in a nice 

house somewhere with a green lawn and big shade trees 
and maybe a swimming pool.   

HENRY:  Not much water around here for swimming.  (Slowly 
appears to be getting an idea.) 
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JILL:  It takes money to get what you want.  I couldn’t believe 
some of the things people were majoring in...things they’ll 
never make a living with, like English...psychology... 

DEUCE:  Philosophy. 
JILL:  Yes, things like that.  
HENRY:  I got it! 
P.A.:  Got what? 
HENRY:  I just thought of something good.  (Writes quickly on 

his tablet.) 
REBECCA:  What do you plan to do with your business 

degree? 
JILL:  I’d like to become a stock broker. 
DEUCE:  More gambling.  You don’t have to puzzle why they 

call them “brokers.” 
P.A.:  Leave her be, Deuce.   
JILL:  Are you really here to film the contest? 
REBECCA:  Yes, and the types of people who come to 

participate in it.  In researching the subject, I found these 
poetry gatherings to be a colorful articulation of the Old 
West.  

JILL:  Sometimes it’s just a few drunks spouting nonsense. 
DEUCE:  Amen and amen. 
P.A.:  There’s one now. 
 
(Deuce makes a face at P.A.) 
 
JILL:  I see nothing’s changed around here.  Nothing ever 

does.  Well...except for the camera. 
SIMON:  Down to the crumbs, Rebecca. 
REBECCA:  Okay, cut it. 
JILL:  Crumbs? 
REBECCA:  That’s Simon’s way of saying we’re not getting 

anything substantial enough to keep shooting. 
JILL:  I won’t take that personally. 
SIMON:  Good.  I didn’t mean it that way. 
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REBECCA:  I’m going out to the RV.  If my cell phone works, I 
want to call Boston.  Anything you want to say to them? 

SIMON:  Tell them I want to get paid by the mile. 
 
(Rebecca exits.  P.A. goes back to reading her novel.  Henry still 
works on his poem, but pays attention to the conversation.) 
 
JILL:  Do you like being a cameraman? 
SIMON:  Sure. 
JILL:  What do you like about it? 
SIMON:  Not having to answer questions. 
JILL:  No, really.  Why do you like it? 
SIMON:  The camera captures people.  Portraits of people.  

Moving portraits.  The camera sees people for what they are. 
JILL:  It’s not an X-ray machine, is it? 
SIMON:  Sometimes.  When it looks inside you. 
JILL:  Did it look inside me? 
SIMON:  I believe it did. 
JILL:  Oh, yeah?  What did it see? 
SIMON:  Someone who’s dissatisfied, and disappointed, and 

set on getting somewhere she won’t be either one of those 
things. 

JILL:  Did the camera see all that?  Or was it you? 
SIMON:  You think I’m that perceptive? 
JILL:  Hard to say.  Let me hear some more. 
 
(Henry, bothered by their mutual interest, edges closer.) 
 
SIMON:  You want something better than what you’ve known.  

You’d like to be appreciated for who you are.  And you 
should be. 

JILL:  You may be perceptive...or maybe just a little on the 
make. 

 
(Simon smiles.  Henry steps in.) 
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HENRY:  It’s good to have you back, Jill.  We’ve missed you. 
JILL:  Thank you, Henry.  I’ve missed you, too. 
DEUCE:  How about me? 
P.A.:  Don’t make the poor girl lie. 
SIMON:  I better go check on Rebecca. 
JILL:  I didn’t mean to scare you off. 
SIMON:  It’s not that.  Rebecca has a way of committing us to 

things we have no business doing. 
JILL:  Like coming to Spitwhistle, Texas? 
 
(Simon grins and exits.) 
 
HENRY:  Could I buy you a Coke? 
JILL:  (A bit derisively.)  A Coke? 
HENRY:  Or a beer. 
P.A.:  You can’t buy beer, Henry. 
DEUCE:  You think we’ll squeal to the sheriff and get you 

closed down? 
JILL:  A Coke would be fine.  Really.  I’d like one. 
 
(P.A. brings over two cans of Coke.  Henry reaches into his pocket.) 
 
P.A.:  I’ll put it on your tab. 
HENRY:  I didn’t know I had one. 
 
(Jill sits at a table with Henry.) 
 
JILL:  So...you still working over in Midland? 
HENRY:  Naw.  The pipe yard shut down.  Nobody’s drilling. 
JILL:  Too bad.  But you’ll find something else.  You got your 

diploma. 
HENRY:  For what it’s worth. 
P.A.:  Don’t go putting yourself down.  You finished in the top 

half of your class. 
HENRY:  Yeah, all 14 of us. 
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DEUCE:  Never make light of a high school education.  
Without it, I wouldn’t be the man I am today. 

P.A.:  Shut up, Deuce. 
DEUCE:  I wish I had a beer for every time you’ve said that. 
P.A.:  You have had a beer for every time I’ve said that. 
HENRY:  Being away at college...I guess you stay pretty busy.  

You probably have a lot of friends you go out with and do 
things with. 

JILL:  I have my share of friends. 
HENRY:  Anybody special? 
JILL:  (Comprehending, being gentle.)  All friends are special, 

Henry...just because they’re our friends. 
 
(Rafe enters from the hallway and heads for the bar.) 
 
RAFE:  Show me the trough—I’m thirsty now!  (Stops upon 

seeing Jill.)  Well, hello, and how do you do?  You’re new. 
JILL:  No, you’re new. 
DEUCE:  New as a road apple before the flies find it. 
RAFE:  (To Deuce.)  What did I do to you? 
 
(Deuce ignores him.) 
 
P.A.:  Here’s your beer.  (Hands Rafe two bottles.)  That’s what 

you wanted, wasn’t it? 
RAFE:  (Eyeing Jill.)  It’s what I wanted when I came down. 
JILL:  Are you a two-fisted drinker? 
P.A.:  (Pointedly.)  One’s for his girlfriend.  I figure she’s thirsty, 

too. 
RAFE:  Maybe I’ll get a little respect around here after I’ve 

won the contest.  I can hardly wait. 
DEUCE:  And I can hardly wait for Boone Hawkins to run you 

out of town. 
RAFE:  Boone Hawkins.  I’m sick of hearing about that guy.  

For a long time now I’ve wanted to cross paths with him, 
and to think it has to be in a two-bit place like Spitwhistle. 
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P.A.:  It’s a two-buck place. 
 
(P.A. gestures for him to pay, and Rafe forks over the money.) 
 
RAFE:  When I get finished with Boone Hawkins, he’ll blow 

away like a tumbleweed.  Then Rafe Cainfield will be the 
one people talk about.  You wait and see.  They’ll be telling 
stories about me all over the West.  (Exits to hallway.)   

DEUCE:  Not as many as he tells about himself.  (Blows into the 
top of his beer bottle.  Blackout.) 
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Scene 2 
 
(AT RISE:  Saddle Horn Bar, Friday night.  P.A. is behind the bar.  
Henry, working on his poem, sits at a table with Deuce.  Rafe and 
Teri sit smiling in close conversation at another table.  Rebecca and 
Simon confer by the camera.  Jill, wearing a waitress apron, walks 
among the tables, carrying a tray with three empty beer bottles.  
Additional patrons can be implied, but not seen.  Michael Tibbetts 
(aka Buck Newley) sits at the bar, drinking a Dr Pepper and wearing 
running shoes and stiff brand-new blue jeans.  Deuce tries to see 
what Henry is writing, but Henry moves the tablet away.) 
 
DEUCE:  Let me take a peek, why don’t you? 
HENRY:  No.  You’ll hear it tomorrow night. 
 
(Jill sets the tray on the bar for P.A. to take the bottles, then looks 
closely at Michael.) 
 
JILL:  (Sarcastic.)  Nice sneakers. 
MICHAEL:  What?  Oh, thanks. 
JILL:  You here for the contest? 
MICHAEL:  Yes, I write poetry.  Cowboy poetry. 
JILL:  Uh-huh. 
MICHAEL:  (Awkward effort to make conversation.)  They 

keeping you busy? 
 
(Jill takes a quick look around the room.)   
 
JILL:  Not very.  Only got a couple dozen people here tonight.  

It should be more than double that tomorrow. 
REBECCA:  (To Michael.)  Excuse me.  Are you ready? 
MICHAEL:  Whenever you are, C.B.  That’s an old joke.  It had 

something to do with Cecil B. DeMille.  I don’t remember 
the joke. 

JILL:  By the way...next time you buy jeans, you might want to 
try washing them before you wear them for the first time. 
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(Jill takes the empty tray and moves away.  Simon trains the camera 
on Michael.) 
 
REBECCA:  Please tell us your name. 
MICHAEL:  My name is...Buck Newley. 
REBECCA:  Where are you from, Buck? 
MICHAEL:  (Evasive.)  Right here in Texas. 
REBECCA:  What is it you like about cowboy poetry?  
MICHAEL:  It’s an opportunity for the artistic expression of...  

(Catches himself.)  ...I mean, it’s a chance to say what a man 
feels about...about what a man feels.  In light of the Old 
West.  Which underlies the veneer of the modern West in all 
its permutations.  (Stops himself again.)  That is...the Old West 
is still alive and kicking.  Shoot, yes.  And the poetry, you 
see, allows one to experience that in a revelatory fashion 
that...  (Pause.)  You know, it’s been a long day, and I better 
not talk anymore. 

 
(Michael gets up hastily and goes to a table by himself.  Jill strolls 
after him.  Rebecca signals Simon to stop filming.) 
 
JILL:  You can’t kid me. 
MICHAEL:  I beg your pardon? 
JILL:  I know who you are.  (Sits down.)  You’re Professor 

Michael Tibbetts.  You teach poetry at UT. 
MICHAEL:  (Aghast.)  Were you a student of mine? 
JILL:  I never took your course, but you were a big deal in the 

English Department. 
MICHAEL:  All right, it’s true, yes.  (Looks around.)  But 

please...let’s keep that information between ourselves.  I’m 
trying to exude a certain persona. 

JILL:  As long as I don’t have to clean it up. 
MICHAEL:  I just want to fit in among the other contestants 

and be accepted.   
JILL:  That’s why you’re calling yourself Buck Newley? 
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MICHAEL:  Merely a pseudonym.  Perception counts for a 
great deal, and I wouldn’t want anyone here to be 
prejudiced against my work. 

JILL:  Your work. 
MICHAEL:  My poetry, of course. 
JILL:  I thought you wrote “serious” poetry. 
MICHAEL:  I do.  I’ve been published quite often...in obscure 

literary journals.  Which is redundant, because all literary 
journals are obscure.  I’ve decided to expand my creative 
horizons. 

JILL:  Spitwhistle isn’t obscure? 
MICHAEL:  Its obscurity is why I chose it.  If I do well here, I 

can move up to the bigger competitions.  Popular verse, just 
like popular fiction, draws a larger following than true 
literature. 

JILL:  I hate to tell you this, but being a cowboy poet won’t 
make you any more money than being a cowboy. 

MICHAEL:  It’s not money that concerns me.  It’s finding more 
people to read what I write.  I’ve browsed through a lot of 
this cowboy poetry.  Clearly it’s drivel. 

JILL:  You don’t like it. 
MICHAEL:  Of course not. 
JILL:  So why take it up? 
MICHAEL:  It’s accessible.  It’s simplistic.  With my greater 

skills, writing this stuff should be like a major league 
ballplayer batting against a Little League pitcher.  Like T.S. 
Eliot composing limericks. 

JILL:  I like limericks.  And I tried reading Eliot’s “The Waste 
Land.”  The footnotes were longer than the text, and the 
footnotes had footnotes.  Talk about obscure.  

MICHAEL:  Eliot is one of the giants.  His work is saturated 
with meaning. 

JILL:  What good is meaning if nobody knows what the 
meaning means?  One time in class we talked about the 
significance of a red wheelbarrow in some guy’s poem.  
Who cares what it symbolizes?  



Under a Cowboy Moon 
30 

 

MICHAEL:  That’s not a very intellectual viewpoint. 
JILL:  Intellect is fine for playing games.  But as folks around 

here might say...intellect don’t milk the cow. 
 
(Rafe looks over at Rebecca.)   
 
RAFE:  Hey, Miss Rebecca!  Is it my turn yet? 
REBECCA:  Yes, please, come on over. 
 
(Rafe gets up and strides to the bar.)   
 
RAFE:  About time.  You’ve talked to half a dozen of these so-

called poets here tonight, and I got here ahead of all of 
them...just like I’ll finish ahead of all of them.  You must’ve 
been saving the best till last. 

SIMON:  (To Rebecca, dry wit.)  You think we’ll need a bigger 
lens?  (Aims the camera.) 

REBECCA:  Let’s try to keep it human scale.  Okay, sir, tell us 
about yourself. 

RAFE:  My name’s Rafe Cainfield, future winner of the 
Spitwhistle Cowboy Poetry Roundup, among other 
competitions I’ve already hung on my belt.  They tell me I 
have a way with words.  Truth is...  (Looks at Teri, who waves.)  
...I have a way with a lot of things. 

REBECCA:  Where are you from, Mr. Cainfield? 
RAFE:  Colorado.  All over Colorado, but mostly around 

Durango. 
REBECCA:  Are you a working cowboy? 
RAFE:  If you’re a cowboy, you’re a working cowboy.  Sure, I 

do that. 
TERI:  Rafe works summers at the Friendly Campfire Ranch! 
RAFE:  Nobody asked you, Teri. 
TERI:  I was just trying to— 
RAFE:  Nobody asked. 
 
(Teri pouts.) 
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DEUCE:  (To Henry.)  Sounds to me like a dude ranch. 
RAFE:  “I’m a cowboy through and through— 

roping and riding is the work I do. 
A branding iron fits my hand in the spring, 
and autumn finds me in the rodeo ring. 
I’m a cowboy.” 
(Smug.)  That’s the first part of the poem that won me my 
last contest. 

HENRY:  That was good. 
DEUCE:  It wasn’t bad. 
REBECCA:  What makes you so confident about winning this 

time? 
RAFE:  Because I’m a winner. 
P.A.:  (Behind the bar.)  Haven’t you ever heard of humility? 
RAFE:  Sure.  That’s what other folks have got who aren’t as 

good as me. 
REBECCA:  I think that’s a good quote to end on.  Why don’t 

we talk to Teri now? 
RAFE:  Teri?  Sure.  Give her a thrill.  Not that she needs any 

more.  Teri!  Come on over, hon! 
 
(Teri hurries over.) 
 
REBECCA:  You wouldn’t mind if I asked you a few questions, 

would you? 
TERI:  (Delighted.)  Me?  No.  I’d be glad to be on TV!  Hello!  

(Waves at the camera.)  I’m Teri Blair! 
REBECCA:  Miss Blair, what do you like most about these 

cowboy poetry contests? 
TERI:  It’s not the poetry.  It’s the cowboy I like.  (Smiles at Rafe 

and puts an arm around him.) 
RAFE:  Here’s a girl who’s got her head on straight!  And the 

rest of her’s on pretty good, too.   
REBECCA:  Do you consider yourself a cowgirl? 
TERI:  (Wrinkles her nose.)  I don’t like that word.  “Cowgirl.”  

Makes me sound fat. 
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REBECCA:  Do you think Rafe’s going to win? 
TERI:  (Smiles up at Rafe.)  He always wins with me. 
RAFE:  I’m gonna write a poem about you one of these days.  

In fact, I’ll do it right now! 
(Recites.)  “She’s a sweet country girl with love in her eyes, 
and a lovable figure that’s just my size. 
We’ll dance to the music, all the night long— 
with me in her arms, where I know I belong.” 

TERI:  That’s so incredible!  And you thought that up right this 
minute?!  (To others.)  Isn’t he something! 

DEUCE:  Something is what he is, all right. 
SIMON:  Can I cut now? 
REBECCA:  (Nods yes.)  Thank you, Teri...Mr. Cainfield. 
RAFE:  My pleasure.  (To Teri.)  You’re my pleasure, too. 
 
(Rafe and Teri head back to their table, where they will pay romantic 
attention to each other.) 
 
JILL:  (To Michael.)  I don’t believe he just now made up that 

poem, do you? 
MICHAEL:  It’s possible, considering how wretched it was.   
 
(P.A. comes out from behind the bar.) 
 
P.A.:  Jill!  Spell me, will you?  After listening to all that, I need 

to sit down. 
JILL:  Sure thing, P.A.  (Glances at Michael.)  I’ve heard enough 

myself.   
 
(Jill heads for the bar, leaving Michael alone to work on unshelling 
some peanuts.  P.A. goes to join Deuce and Henry at their table.) 
 
SIMON:  What now?  It’s pretty quiet. 
REBECCA:  Why don’t you go outside and get some exterior 

shots?  The saloon, the street...you know how it goes. 
SIMON:  (Nods.)  Local atmosphere.  This place has got it. 
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REBECCA:  While you’re doing that, I’ll work on writing some 
narration. 

 
(Rebecca takes a seat at the bar and writes on her pad.  Simon takes 
the camera and exits.  P.A. looks at Henry working on his poem.)   
 
P.A.:  Aren’t you finished with that yet, Henry? 
HENRY:  Almost.   
DEUCE:  He’s mighty secret with it, too. 
P.A.:  Oh, yeah? 
 
(P.A. tries to look at the tablet, so Henry moves it, but then Deuce 
looks over at it again.  Henry gets up.) 
 
HENRY:  Nobody’s seeing this till it’s ready. 
DEUCE:  Where you going? 
HENRY:  Where I don’t have anybody looking over my 

shoulder.  (Goes to the bar.) 
P.A.:  We shouldn’t have tried to look. 
DEUCE:  Don’t bother me with “shouldn’ts.”   
P.A.:  Yeah, I know.  You live for the moment. 
DEUCE:  Whenever I can find a moment worth living for. 
P.A.:  Just because Rebecca called you a philosopher doesn’t 

mean you are one, so maybe you should give up trying. 
DEUCE:  I gave up trying a long time ago. 
P.A.:  That was your problem.  One of them, anyway. 
DEUCE:  You were another. 
P.A.:  Don’t go blaming me for how things turned out. 
DEUCE:  You know, P.A.—   
 
(Deuce touches P.A.’s hand on the table.  She moves her hand.)   
 
P.A.:  Yeah, I know.  What else is on your mind?   
DEUCE:  If you’d quit reading those sappy paperback 

romances, maybe you’d look around and have some regard 
for what’s real. 
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P.A.:  I have looked around at what’s real.  That’s why I keep 
on reading. 

DEUCE:  Bah!  You sure do give me a case of the 
exasperations. 

P.A.:  Comes from years of practice, just like you give me a 
case of the fed-up-to-here’s.  (Indicates with hand.) 

DEUCE:  Fed up with me?  Well, I like that.  Don’t you have 
any feelings at all for what we had? 

P.A.:  What we had, we had.  It wasn’t all good, and it wasn’t 
all bad, but it’s over. 

DEUCE:  Sounds like a poem.  Maybe you should write some 
poetry. 

P.A.:  Me write poetry?  Rhymes don’t make a poet.   
DEUCE:  I guess you’re right.  You’ve got to have it in your 

soul. 
P.A.:  I’ve got plenty in my soul. 
DEUCE:  But you don’t have a poet’s soul. 
P.A.:  How do you know what kind of soul I have? 
DEUCE:  I’m just saying...oh, forget it.  I’ve never known 

anybody as ornery as you. 
P.A.:  You’d bring out the ornery in anybody. 
DEUCE:  I can’t believe we were once like them.  (Indicates Rafe 

and Teri, nuzzling each other.) 
P.A.:  (Looking.)  We were never like them. 
DEUCE:  Think they’ll stay together? 
P.A.:  Think he’ll ever propose to her? 
DEUCE:  Aw, come on.  You know I wouldn’t have made no 

kind of husband. 
P.A.:  We’ll never know now, will we?  That chance passed us 

by years ago.   
DEUCE:  That’s sure true.  There’s a right time for things, and 

after it’s gone, there’s no getting it back.   
P.A.:  You should’ve thought about that before. 
DEUCE:  The same way I don’t think about “shouldn’ts,” I 

don’t think about “should’ves.”  (Takes a drink of his beer.) 
P.A.:  Here’s another.  I should’ve left this town years ago. 
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DEUCE:  And done what?  Gone to Texarkana and grilled 
hamburgers with your sister? 

P.A.:  Why not?  I don’t have to be busted flat in Spitwhistle.  I 
can be busted flat anywhere. 

DEUCE:  The way things have turned out, you might as well 
be in Texarkana.  I could be lonely with you there as easy as 
being lonely with you here. 

P.A.:  Well now, Deuce, that was almost poetic.  Maybe you 
should write a poem. 

DEUCE:  I’m not a word wrangler.  Besides, I don’t need to 
write any poems.  My life is a poem. 

P.A.:  Too bad you never got it to rhyme. 
 
(P.A. gets up and heads for the bar just as Michael heads there, too.  
He stops to let her pass.) 
 
MICHAEL:  After you. 
 
(P.A. sees the Dr Pepper in his hand.)   
 
P.A.:  Like another round?   
MICHAEL:  Yes, thank you.   
 
(He trails after P.A. to the bar.) 
 
P.A.:  Jill...get this thirsty cowboy another Pepper. 
JILL:  You sure you can handle it? 
MICHAEL:  Usually I have Amaretto, but I want to keep my 

head clear. 
REBECCA:  Oh, Mr. Newley.  (No response from Michael.)  Mr. 

Newley? 
MICHAEL:  (Realizing.)  Yes!  What can I do for you? 
REBECCA:  I’d like to ask you a few more questions, since our 

on-camera interview was somewhat abbreviated. 
MICHAEL:  I suppose that would be all right.  (Takes a Dr 

Pepper from Jill.)  But not here.  Let’s go to my table. 
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(Michael and Rebecca return to his table.) 
 
REBECCA:  I couldn’t help noticing that you seemed...well, 

unsure of what to say during the interview.  I wondered if 
the camera made you nervous. 

MICHAEL:  Not nervous.  It’s just that I’m...  (Hesitates, looks 
around.)  ...I’m not what I seem. 

REBECCA:  You’re not? 
MICHAEL:  I’m not a cowboy. 
REBECCA:  What are you? 
MICHAEL:  Can you maintain a confidence until after the 

contest? 
REBECCA:  I can keep a secret for a day. 
MICHAEL:  I’m an English professor. 
REBECCA:  (Intrigued.)  Really? 
MICHAEL:  I’m not very adept at acting the part of a cowboy, 

but I’ve recently taken up the genre of cowboy poetry. 
REBECCA:  I find that fascinating.  And of course I find the 

poetry itself fascinating. 
MICHAEL:  (Taken aback.)  You do? 
REBECCA:  It’s so rich with the whole Western mystique.  It’s 

an authentic American art form. 
MICHAEL:  Ah.  Yes, you could make a case for that. 
REBECCA:  What is there about this poetry that attracted you 

to it? 
MICHAEL:  Well...let’s see.  I would say...cowboy poetry is a 

transcription of the mythology of the West. 
REBECCA:  Interesting. 
MICHAEL:  And...it exemplifies the cowboy culture while 

codifying its underlying ethos. 
REBECCA:  That’s exactly the aspect I’m looking for! 
MICHAEL:  (Warming to it.)  The verses, so superficially direct, 

are, in actuality, filled with subtext, which is why they 
resonate so profoundly.  Folklore equivalent to that of 
Tennyson’s “Idylls of the King” merges with the moral 
imperative inherent within all great literature.   
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REBECCA:  (Riveted.)  How intriguing. 
MICHAEL:  These competitions preserve that intrinsic sense of 

quest, placed within a particular geographic realm and 
peopled by elemental representations of good and evil. 

REBECCA:  I just had an idea!  What are your academic 
credentials? 

MICHAEL:  I have a doctorate in literature with a specialty in 
poetry.  And naturally I’ve been published in several 
prestigious journals. 

REBECCA:  How would you like to be a consultant for our 
program?  And a commentator. 

MICHAEL:  Presented on camera as an expert?  Hmmm.  Will 
this program be seen nationally? 

REBECCA:  We’ll offer it to all the PBS stations across the 
country. 

MICHAEL:  Who can resist the cachet of public broadcasting?  
I accept! 

 
(Simon enters with the camera on his shoulder and pans the room, 
finishing on Deuce, who grimaces.) 
 
SIMON:  (To Deuce.)  Just act naturally. 
P.A.:  For pity’s sake, don’t tell him that. 
 
(Simon puts down the camera.)   
 
SIMON:  Your friend seems like kind of a character.   
P.A.:  Oh, he’s a character and a half. 
SIMON:  What does he do, anyway?  For a living, I mean. 
P.A.:  A living?  Deuce?  Huh.  Used to do all sorts of things.  

Hardscrabble sorts of things, like everybody around here.  
Then an uncle in San Angelo died and left him a share in an 
oil lease. 

SIMON:  You’re kidding.  He’s a rich oil man? 
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P.A.:  You don’t know much about oil, do you?  He collects 
royalties of maybe $5,000 a year.  Enough to keep body and 
soul together, if you don’t have much of either one. 

SIMON:  Not a whole lot of money. 
P.A.:  Nobody here has a whole lot of money.  As a matter of 

fact, I’m not sure we’re gonna be able to get up all the prize 
money.  Fewer folks are coming than we expected, and the 
ones we got aren’t spending much.  Guess there’s not much 
money where they come from, either. 

 
(Teri rises from her table.) 
 
TERI:  Excuse me, sugar.  I have to go to the little girls’ room. 
RAFE:  Say “hello” to all the little girls for me. 
TERI:  Oh, you.  
 
(Teri giggles and exits to the hallway.  Rafe looks around, sees Jill, 
and waves to her.)   
 
RAFE:  Hey, sweetheart!  How ’bout some service over here? 
 
(Henry watches as Jill approaches Rafe.) 
 
JILL:  I’m nobody’s sweetheart. 
RAFE:  That could be taken care of easy enough. 
JILL:  Do you want another beer? 
RAFE:  Always room for another...if you know what I mean. 
JILL:  I’ll pretend not to.  But you still have Teri.   
RAFE:  A broken-in horse will take you where you want to go, 

but there’s no sport in getting there. 
JILL:  I’ll get your beer.  (Turns to walk away.) 
RAFE:  Wait, wait, wait— 
 
(Jill turns back.) 
 
JILL:  What? 
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RAFE:  (Resigned.)  I guess you better bring two beers. 
 
(Jill returns to the bar.) 
 
MICHAEL:  You could film me at UT.   
REBECCA:  Or you could meet us at the various competitions 

we’ll be visiting. 
MICHAEL:  I don’t know.  That might get rather expensive. 
REBECCA:  We would of course underwrite your travel 

expenses.  (Proudly.)  We have a grant from the National 
Endowment for the Arts! 

 
(Michael thinks.) 
 
MICHAEL:  And if it happens that I win here in 

Spitwhistle...and if I should write a complete volume of 
cowboy poetry...and be credited on your program, with a 
mention of my available work... 

REBECCA:  I think it might work out splendidly for both of us. 
 
(Jill returns with two beers for Rafe.  Rafe stands up.  Henry is still 
watching.) 
 
JILL:  (To Rafe.)  Here you go. 
RAFE:  (Leaning close.)  We don’t have much time.  What do 

you say I meet you someplace after you get off work? 
JILL:  Oh, I’m sorry.  I never stop working. 
RAFE:  Don’t give me that. 
JILL:  I don’t plan on giving you anything. 
RAFE:  A little skittish, aren’t you?  Maybe you’ve never been 

handled right. 
 
(Rafe strokes her arm.  Henry hurries over from the bar.  Jill draws 
back and rubs her arm in disgust.) 
 
HENRY:  Listen, mister, you just better leave her alone. 



Under a Cowboy Moon 
40 

 

JILL:  It’s all right, Henry. 
RAFE:  (Laughs.)  What do we have here?  Is the boy riding to 

your rescue? 
 
(Teri enters from the hallway.) 
 
JILL:  I don’t need to be rescued from the likes of you.  I’ve 

been around snakes all my life. 
TERI:  What’s going on? 
RAFE:  Teri, darling— 
HENRY:  He was making a pass at Jill. 
TERI:  You were what?! 
RAFE:  It’s just a big old misunderstanding.   
HENRY:  I saw him make a pass at Jill. 
RAFE:  Will you stop saying that? 
JILL:  He made a pass. 
TERI:  What the heck, Rafe!  I leave the room for a few minutes 

to go pee, and you start hitting on another woman? 
RAFE:  I wasn’t hitting on anyone. 
HENRY:  Except Jill. 
RAFE:  I’m gonna start hitting on you in a minute. 
 
(Rafe pushes Henry.  Simon swings the camera up on his shoulder 
and starts filming.) 
 
HENRY:  Hey, you know...I don’t like being pushed. 
RAFE:  Too bad, ’cause I like pushing.   
 
(Rafe pushes him again.  Deuce rises.) 
 
DEUCE:  That’s enough of that. 
RAFE:  Maybe you’d like me to push you, too? 
 
(P.A. comes out from behind the bar as Deuce heads over.) 
 
P.A.:  Nobody’s pushing nobody in my place. 
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TERI:  That’s right!  (Pushes Rafe.) 
RAFE:  Don’t you push me.  (Pushes Teri.) 
TERI:  Oh! 
JILL:  You’re just a bully.  (Pushes Rafe.) 
RAFE:  So you like it rough.  (Pushes Jill.) 
HENRY:  You stop that.  (Pushes Rafe.) 
TERI:  I can do my own pushing.  (Pushes Jill.) 
JILL:  Not on me.  (Pushes Teri.) 
RAFE:  Get away.  (Pushes Henry into Teri.) 
TERI:  Watch it!  (Pushes Henry.) 
JILL:  You watch it.  (Pushes Teri.) 
TERI:  No, you watch it.  (Pushes Jill.) 
DEUCE:  Back off, girl.  (Pushes Teri.) 
RAFE:  Don’t touch my woman!  (Pushes Deuce.) 
P.A.:  I said no pushing!  (Pushes Rafe.) 
RAFE:  Go push yourself.  (Pushes P.A.) 
 
(They all start exchanging pushes.  They are all grunting, uttering 
wordless exclamations, and knocking over chairs as Rebecca directs 
Simon to follow them with the camera.) 
 
P.A.:  Stop it, now!  Stop it! 
 
(Michael, aware of the camera, tries to intervene.)   
 
MICHAEL:  She said stop it!  (He gets jostled around.)  Wait—

stop—no—whoa—I’ll just move over here. 
 
(Rebecca gets bumped in the general mêlée.) 
 
REBECCA:  Oh!  Hey!  Not me!  Not me! 
RAFE:  Then get out of the way!  (Pushes Rebecca.) 
MICHAEL:  Now you wait just a minute there! 
 
(Michael steps in again, gets pushed by Rafe, goes down, and then 
crawls under a table.  Rebecca runs and hides behind Simon, staying 
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in back of him as he circles with the camera.  Henry pushes Rafe, who 
pushes him hard in return, sending Henry sprawling onto the floor.  
At that moment, Boone Hawkins, in boots and cowboy hat, enters 
through the front door.) 
 
RAFE:  (To Henry.)  Get up, boy, ’cause this time I’m gonna 

whip you good. 
BOONE:  (Calmly, but loud and clear.)  Leave him alone. 
 
(The room goes silent.  Everyone stops.) 
 
RAFE:  Who are you, mister? 
BOONE:  The name’s Boone Hawkins. 
RAFE:  Well.  We finally meet.  I’m Rafe Cainfield. 
BOONE:  From out of Durango.  I’ve heard of you. 
RAFE:  You’re gonna hear a lot more.   
BOONE:  Do I have to? 
RAFE:  Your time has come, old man.  Come and gone.   
BOONE:  Could be.  Could be not yet. 
RAFE:  We’ll find out how good you are, ’cause you and me 

are gonna have us a showdown.  Right here.  Tomorrow 
night. 

BOONE:  I’ll be here. 
RAFE:  You better be.  (Threatening tone.)  And you better bring 

your poem. 
 
(Blackout.  Intermission.) 
 
[END OF FREEVIEW] 


