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Tremendously Tall Tales: 

(Overture, lights up on a big turn of the century, idealized landscape of America backdrop with 

Northwoods, lakes, mountains, rivers and fields like someone had collapsed the whole upper 

landscape of America. To be sure, it’s a little ragged with various ads painted around the edges 

for mining and lumber companies.) 

 

(The piano player/one man band is banging out a lively tune. Capt. Eddie B. Brown in full 

regalia wheels out a large steamer trunk with stickers ranging from vintage Wall Drug to the 

Effiel Tower in Paris. He is helped by the dashing Diamond Abraham Lymon.) 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 

  (sings) 

  Where would America be without the Tall Tales? 

  Ask your loyal Captain, Eddie B. Brown. 

  How would we pilot across this uncharted paradise? 

 

DIAMOND 

  Just where would we be, Capt’n? 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 

  If not for these fantastic fabulous characters we found!  

 

DIAMOND   
Oh, yeah. 

  (Mrs. B & Fritzi as turn of the century cheesecake rise from the trunk.) 

 

FRITZI /MRS. B 

  Who made the mountains and hammered them down? 

  Who planted the forests and then cut them to the ground? 

  Who straightened the rivers, made ten thousand lakes? 

  Who was the greatest river raft man until one fatal mistake? 

 

ALL 

  Hey!...Hey!...Hey!... 

 (Big Olaf pratfalls on, clutching his script and looking quite frightened. Women squeal.) 

 

OLAF 

 Hello… 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 

 No! No! No!  Not at the top of the show! 

 

OLAF 

 I don‘t know that a feller can do dis. All these lines are making me very nervous! 
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CAPT. EDDIE 

  Yes! Yes! Yes! Where would America be without the Tall Tales? 

 

DIAMOND 

  Oh, Capt’n! Where would we be? 

      It‘s not so bad, just – 

 

DIAMOND/FRITZI 

 Cue, Enter, Act! 

 

DIAMOND 

  Just ask your loyal Captain, Eddie B Brown 

  Why else tour the country’s still uncharted wilderness 

  If not for these stories profound ability to astound! 

  We are traveling all state yokels of Captain Eddie B Brown. Yoo-Hoo! 

 

MRS B 

 Oooh, ooh, look, at me, I‘m a figure eight in this corset! 

 

FRITZI 

 Is that what that is? I thought it was a torture device! 

 

MRS B 

 It is! 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 

 Aren‘t they loverly? Welcome! Greetings! Hey Dere! 

 Big smiles, ladies! Big smiles! 

 

DIAMOND 

 Dazzling, Capt‘n! Simply dazzling! 

(Ladies exit with OLAF who is tearing apart his script, repeating: Cue, Enter, Act, like a mantra) 

 

CAPT EDDIE 

And he should know. My faithful assistant, Diamond Abraham Lymon, who toured with me for 

the crowned heads of Europe. And played not just to their heads but to their whole bodies too. 

Every royal part – we toured it. (snare drum) But kings and queens aside, Diamond, we‘ve put 

together a smashing company of All-Star yokels to tell the Tremendously Tall Tales and tonight 

you‘re gonna get your whole nickel‘s worth or I‘m not Captain Eddie B Brown. Am I right, 

Diamond Lymon? 

 

DIAMOND 

 Right as you‘re ever gonna be. All we have to do is get through it! 

 

CAPT EDDIE 

 And now… Ladies and Gentlemen. The whopper of the northland! 
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DIAMOND 

 Paul Bunyan and Babe the Blue Ox! 

 

MRS B 

 Oh! … Oh! … 

  (Mrs. B waddles on as the incredibly pregnant Ma Bunyan. Fritzi is her Nursy.) 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Oh! I tink I‘m going to burst. 

 

NURSEY 

 You look like you‘re going to drop that baby, dere for sure. 

   (Ma howls.) 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Ooow! Take it easy, dere, would ya? 

  (A big boot sticks out from her skirt) 

 

NURSEY 

 Ooh, that looks like a boot dere? 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 What‘s he doing wearing boots in the house? I don‘t like that, no. Ooow! 

 

NURSEY 

 It‘s gonna be bigger dan average, dis one is. 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Where‘s that Pa Bunyan? This is his fault. Take your Vega-Tonic! 

  (Another boot, then an axe appears) 

 

NURSEY 

 This baby is bringing an axe with him. 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 It feels like he‘s chopping his way out, ya! OOOH! That smarts! 

 

NURSEY 

 His head‘s coming! It‘s got a lumberjack cap on it! And it‘s looking a mite enormous. 

  (Oversized cap peeks out) 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Oh, Nursey. Can‘t ya do nothin‘ for me?? 

 

NURSEY 

 I tink it‘s all been done. 
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  (Baby Paul Bunyan in full lumberjack regalia and diapers tumbles out) 

NURSEY 

 That‘s one pretty big boy dere. I‘d spank him but I‘m scared to. You take Nursey‘s 

advice and buy a baby food factory, that‘s what I‘d darn do. 

  (She exits) 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Ma-ma. 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 I don‘t want to brag but you are the biggest baby I‘ve ever seen. I tink I‘ll call you Huge-

Gene. 

  (Paul cries) 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Wah-wah no Huge-Gene. 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Well if it weren‘t no Huge-Gene den what da heck was it? How about Big Bunyans, den? 

My feet swole up carrying you for sure. 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Waaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa! 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 We could ask your Pa. Aw if you don‘t quit crying it‘s gonna flood! 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Pa- aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa— 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Don‘t bawl – we call you Pa-aaaa-ul Bunyan! (Paul likes this) 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Me-Paul. 

  (Huge burp, blows his mother back) 

 Need Trees! 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Ohh, no, dat‘s too much fiber, dere. How about a little strained carrots? 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Trees! Goo-goo! Chop! Trees! Wah-wah! Baby wants to chop! 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Okay den, as long as you don‘t chew on them. 
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BABY PAUL 

 Baby Paul wants to Chop! Chop! Chop! Wah-wah! 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Ya, you‘re a baby with an axe and oh, alright, off to lumber camp with ya. 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Ma-ma. Timber! 

  (He sways precariously. Ma sways to get out of the way) 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Watch it, sonny. 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Goo-goo! Baby wants to chop, chop, chop! 

  (Hals Halvorson/Captain Eddie enters) 

 

HALS 

 Woah, watch it sonny! 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Dis here is my Paul. He was born to chop trees. 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Goo-gaga! Timber! 

(He sways precariously and swings his axe just missing Captain Eddie as Hals Halvorson, 

lumberjack foreman) 

 

HALS  

 Rule number one: never swing at the foreman. 

 

MA BUNYAN 

 Don‘t forget to write when you learn how! Bye-bye, Paul, bye-bye! 

 

HALS 

 Hey, wait a darn minute! Lady! Hey, lady! Uff! Da! You cant leave ol‘ Hals with this 

giant baby! 

  (She is gone) 

 

BABY PAUL 

 Timber!! 

  (He swings wildly) 

 Ohh, ohh. 

  (He feels his diaper gingerly) 

 Paul stinky. 
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HALS 

 Come back here, lady! Laaady! Come on, sonny. Come on, lets go find mama! 

  (He drags Paul off) 

 

BABY PAUL 
 Paul stinky, Stinky. Stinky. 

  (Babe the Blue Ox/Diamond Lymon enters, music) 

 

BABE 

 That‘s the way it was with Paul Bunyan. He grew up in lumber camps. Getting bigger all 

the time. But because he was so big he was lonely, that is until he found me. 

  (He sings) 

  That was the winter it snowed blue snow 

  Was that the reason we met? I don’t know 

  But you were the biggest thing I ever saw 

  And merely thinking of it fills me with awe 

  (Paul now without diapers and grown enters singing) 

 

PAUL 

  Blue Ox! Oh, Babe my Blue Ox! 

  No longer confused and alone 

  Boon companion, my very own 

  Blue Ox! Oh, Babe my Blue Ox! 

 

BABE 

  Something about us was right from the start 

  We were both huge and I pulled the cart 

  A love like this you can’t find every day 

  Chopping down trees and clear-cutting the way 

(Babe reaches sticks out a long velvet pink tongue against Paul’s neck. He collapses into 

giggles) 

 

PAUL 

 Hee-hee-teewee- stop— 

  (Babe licks him again, big licking sound) 

 Nooooo, hee-wee-twee, stop, stop, Babe it‘s my – 

  (He starts shaking with laughter and the ground starts shaking too) 

 Hee, ha, hee, haaaaaaaa, stop, haaaaaaa, I‘m laughing so hard I can‘t stop shshshshaking-

--- Haaaaa! Hoooooo! Heeeee! Everything‘s shshshaking----you got my 

  (Another lick and then Babe starts shaking too as the ground rumbles) 

 My, my, my, my tick, tick tick ticklish spot! Haaaaaaa! Heeee! Hooooo! Oooooh! 

  (Hals re-enters, trembling wildly) 

 

HALS 

 Quit your laughing. You‘re making earthquakes! San Francisco just had a bad un and 

we‘re gittin‘ one heckuva aftershock! 
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BABE&PAUL 

 Oops! 

  (They pull apart, aftershocks cease) 

 

PAUL 

 It‘s not Babe‘s fault. 

 

HALS 

 No, there calling it San Andreas Fault. 

  (Snare drum beat) 

 Uff da! That‘s some animal. I‘m going to have to use field glasses just to see one end to 

the other of that Ox! 

  (Lazzi, Hals tries to measure Babe) 

 

PAUL 

 That‘s my Babe. Ya, we aim to make some logging history. First we need us a proper 

bunkhouse. Which means we got to cut us down some trees! Dere‘s one now! 

  (Tree/Mrs B enters, Paul swings) 

 Timber! 

 

TREE 

 I‘m a goner. 

  (Tree down) 

 

BABE 

 Come on Paul, give me something to haul! 

  (Tree back up) 

 

PAUL 

 Timber!! 

 

TREE 

 Ooh, dat smarts, dere. 

  (Tree down) 

 

PAUL 

 Tiiiiiiiimber! 

  (Tree back up and truly alarmed) 

 

TREE 

 Yikes, he never misses! 

  (Tree runs off with Paul in pursuit) 
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BABE 

 And so Paul built us our first bunkhouse. And was it ever so cozy with miles and miles of 

the cutest red-checkered curtains. Only thing that could have made it sweeter is if it 

would have been for just us two! But that‘s not the lumber biz. 

 (Fritzi as Sourdough Sam comes on with a big stove on his/her back. The costume is a 

wild lumberjack/chorine mix, she yanks open the door, smoke pours out, she holds up a 

big doughy rock) 

 

SOURDOUGH SAM 

 Anyone wanna biscuit? They‘re hot. 

 

HALS 

 Well, it‘s not polite to turn down grub. Besides she looks good in trousers, don‘t she? 

  (Staggers under the weight) 

 Ohh, dere. These tings got a heft to ‗em. 

  (He tries to bite it, cracking sound, spits out teeth) 

 Darn it, Sourdough Sam. My teeth! I ting you left these in the oven too long. 

 

SAM 

 I followed a recipe!!!! 

  (Paul back on) 

 

PAUL 

 Let me taste ‗em! 

  (He tries to bite one, cracking sound) 

 Sourdough, these are so hard, just to swallow a bite, you‘d have to chew all day. We 

don‘t got the time for these biscuits. I got America to shape. I‘m sorry, I‘m gonna have to 

toss the whole batch out. 

  (He takes the whole sheet of them and dumps them off the stage, big crashing 

sound, like a rockslide) 

 

PAUL 

  (Wiping sweat) 

 Whadda you know? The pile of  ‗em just made us the Rocky Mountains. 

 

BABE 

 Isn‘t he just wonderful? America would be flat as a pancake without my Paul. 

 

PAUL 

  (Singing) 

  Blue Ox! Oh Babe, my Blue Ox! 

 

HALS 

  (Teeth missing, gumming his talk) 

 Don‘t get him started singing to that cow again. 

  (Babe kicks him. He flies up) 
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BABE 

 Ox, thank-you very much, you old Norwegian. 

 

PAUL 

 Enough funnin‘. We got work to do. Hals tells me we need water and how to move our 

logs. Hitch up that tanker Babe. We‘ll haul out some of lake superior, splash it on the 

road and when it freezes we‘ll skitter them logs clear to the timber mill. 

  (They hitch a tank to Babe) 

  Blue Ox! Oh Babe, my Blue Ox! 

 

HALS 

 Dis ting leaks, a little. 

 

PAUL 

  (singing softly as dialogue overlaps) 

  Blue Ox! Oh Babe, my Blue Ox! 

 

SAM 

 That big Ox‘s hooves is making holes everywhere in the ground, and they‘re filling up 

with all the spilt water! Flying flapjacks, what‘s next? 

 

PAUL 

  (Still singing) 

  No longer confused and alone 

  My boon companion, my very own 

 

HALS 

 He‘s oblivious. We‘re making lakes here, Paul!!! 

 

PAUL 

 That‘s because we‘re calling this Minnesota. Gonna be the land of ten thousand lakes. 

  (They all start clogging and singing very fast) 

 

ALL 

  From the simple Lake Fish to Lake Winnibigoshish 

Leech Lake, Big Moose and Bigger Mosquito 

Bass, Sturgeon, Trout, Muskie, and Lake Catfish 

All the famous lakes, and the Lakes Incognito 

Lake Poobah, Lake Elmo, Lake Ernest and Lake Goodness 

Halleluiahs, Lake of the Isles, Lake Minnewasca…(repeated) 

(Babe Slips) 

 

BABE 

 Ah, ah, ah, the tank‘s tipping! 
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SAM 

 Aw, for honking hotdish! Half of Lake Superior is pouring out there. 

 

BABE 

 It‘s a flood, Paul! 

 

PAUL 

 By golly, then we‘ll dig us a trench. 

 

SAM 

 The water‘s rising all around! 

 

PAUL 

 Keep shoveling! 

  (Big sucking sound) 

 

SAM 

 I can feel it, it‘s going down! 

 

HALS 

 It‘s going! It‘s flowing, it‘s moving, it‘s turning, it‘s it‘s why heck! It‘s a darn river, Paul. 

We made us a river! 

 

PAUL 

 Not just any river, but a staple in every spelling bee! 

 

ALL 

 Miss-iss-ippi! 

 

PAUL 

 The Mississippi, the greatest river in the country. 

 

HALS 

 Dere are steamboats on it! And Barges to haul our wood— 

 

PAUL 

 That‘s right! This is America I made and we‘re chopping down trees till there‘s nary a 

toothpick left! 

 

SAM 

 Oh, fer lumping lutefisk! I‘ll never keep up.  

  (Sam exits with his stove on his back, Tree reenters) 

 

TREE 

 Do you gotta? 
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BABE 

 Give me something to haul, Paul! 

 

PAUL 

 Timber!!! We‘re gonna chop our way to the coast! 

 

TREE 

 Here er go again. Quaking Aspen shudder as you hear the steely blows— 

  (Tree down and then up, as Paul keeps chopping) 

 

PAUL 

 Timber! 

 

TREE 

 I used to be a forest, a glen, a grove of beech. Aaagh! 

  (Hals picks up his axe) 

 

PAUL/BABE 

  (Singing) 

  And on and on and on and on we chop 

  And on we go and never stop 

  A-lumbering, across the land 

  Until not one tree stands! 

 

HALS 

 Not enough lumber left for me. Guess I better go home. 

  (Exits) 

 

PAUL 

 Timber! 

 

TREE 

 The land is wrapped in lonely. No owl or sparrow can nest in my amputated stumps. 

From sugar maples to cedar boughs— 

 

PAUL/BABE 

  And on and on and on and on we chop 

  And on we go and never stop 

  A-lumbering across the land 

  Until not one tree stands! 

 

TREE 

 Until you reach my mythic trees, giant Sequoia and … 

 

PAUL/BABE 

  Until not one tree stands! 
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TREE 

 …and Douglas Firs, all laid low by bitter axe… 

 

PAUL/BABE 

  Until not one tree stands! 

 

TREE 

 …and now, clear-cut and abandoned, I … die… 

(Tree slowly spins and falls off stage. Big thud. Silence. Paul and Babe look at one another.) 

 

PAUL 

 Guess that‘s it then. 

 

BABE 

 We‘re all done. (Beat) What‘s left for us, Paul? 

  (Pause, they look at one another, Babe mutters) 

 Never enough. Never enough. Just keep chopping. 

 

PAUL 

 Gotta be a tree somewheres. Give me a tree! Gotta be! Give me a tree! Tree. Tree tree 

tree tree 

  (Babe pinches him) 

 

BABE  

 Get a hold of yourself! 

 

PAUL 

 Ooh! It‘s cause of you dere‘s nothing left! ―Give me, something to haul, Paul!‖ 

  (He pinches her back) 

 

BABE 

 Aagh! You can just move out of the bunkhouse now, ya big lug! 

 

PAUL 

 Me? You should see the hips on you! 

 

BABE 
  (Sniffling) 

 I never thought it would come to this. After all I hauled. 

 

PAUL 
 Aw, Babe, don‘t start with the crying. If there‘s no trees left let‘s just darn go to the 

North Pole then! 

 

BABE 
 North Pole?! You mean it? And we can wear those cute little caps with the flaps on them! 
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PAUL 
 Sure. 

 Blue Ox! Oh, babe my Blue Ox! 

 

BABE 
 And the rest is history. The End. 

  (Don caps, pose, musical flourish, bowing) 

  (Big Olaf can barely contain himself) 

 

BIG OLAF 
 How‘d I do? How‘d I do? 

 

DIAMOND 
 You‘re a natural. Anyone can see it. Just remember, Cue, Enter, Act. 

 

BIG OLAF 
  (Begins pig calling) 

 Where‘s our next one then? Here, cue! Here cuey, cuey cue! 

  (He pulls on the curtain looking for his cue. Pulls back to reveal Capt. Eddie with 

his foot on Mrs. B’s back, lacing her in tighter) 

 

MRS. B 
 Oooooooh! Hooooooo! It‘s too tight. The things we women do for art. 

 

BIG OLAF 
 Who‘s Art? I don‘t remember this part, no. Did we rehearse dis? 

 

DIAMOND 
 Not exactly. You hoo, Capt‘n?! 

  (Capt. Eddie realizes the gaff and gallantly pulls the curtain, steps out) 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 
 How about those yokes? I told you you were going to get your nickels worth. Our annual 

tour of the mighty cities and humble hamlets is sponsored in part by our great friends in the 

Mining and Lumber Trusts of the Northland. And now our own Miss Lady Slipper. 

  (Fritsi tap dances on in a costume made of wooden shingles. Her tap-shoes are 

tied to her feet—also red shingles. Everything clacks as she moves. She tries hard and is 

frustrated by her “shoes.”) 

 

FRITZI 
 Red Shingles, Red Cedar Shingles 

 Gosh I’m just all a tingle (me too) 

 It’s the Yates and Curtis Company (you betcha) 

 Make me do this (stupid) jungle 

 Red Shingles, Red Cedar Shingles— 

 When lumberjacks and sharpies mingle 
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 Red Cedar, (yes, the trees have all gone now, boys,) Red Cedar Shingles! 

 

  (fast hot percussive, on fire, sprechstimme sings) 

 

Clack-a-clack-acity-acity-sneak attack 

 Can’t wait to get Capt. Eddie B. Brown back 

 Needs a smackity ackity crackerjack paddywhack 

 You try tapping on grimcrack stacks of tamaracks! 

 Men and their biiiig ideas! 

  

I‘ve got splinters in my feet! 

 (Rips off wooden shingles shoes and throws them. Big Olaf bringing on a target. 

He dodges. She stomps off in opposite direction.) 

 

BIG OLAF 
  (Consults ever-more crumpled script) 

(Dere all making up stuff that‘s not in dis play. That don‘t seem fair, no. What‘s a feller to do? 

Just go and make up his own stuff? Heck yeah!) 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 
 Great chosts of Shakespeare! What rustics these Yokels be! (What ever you do, don‘t try 

making up your own stuff, Big Olaf. Remember, your script‘s your friend.) 

 

DIAMOND 
 And so now, without further ado, Mike Fink, River Roarer! 

  (Scramble to get ready. Jangly crazy frontier music played really fast. Costumes 

askew, Frontier People played by the company. With Mike Fink oversized pants kicking and 

hollering in front of a target with his rifle.) 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Ding-Dang it! Bang-All and me, we‘s too old ‗nuff to shoot this target. Ain‘t we Bang-

All? 

 

FRONTIER LADY 

  (Adjusting costume) 

 You‘re just a little boy. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Ma‘m, I‘m Mike Fink and I can shoot the honk out of a goose on its way to Canada. I can 

pick a flea off a sleeping dog and not wake the pup up. I can straighten the curl out of a pig‘s tail 

at fifty paces. I can take a rattler off a snake. I can— 

 

FRONTIER MAN (DOUG) 
 Aw, if you‘re so good prove it! 
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MIKE FINK 
 Cock-a-doodle-do! I can out shoot, out yell, out do anyone here. Bangity. Bang. Bang. 

Bang. Bang. Bangity. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bangity Bang. Bang. Bang! 

  (Furious report out of Bang-All. Frontier Lady’s skirt comes up over her head, 

everyone tossed about. Smoke clears. Contest Judge examines target, shot to shreds) 

 

CONTEST JUDGE 
 It‘s official! Mike Fink wins! This kid can shoot! 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Whoop, holler and hoot! What I tell you! Bangity. Bang. Bang. Bang! Bangity. Bang. 

Bang. Bang! Bangity. Bang! 

(Furious report out of Bang-All. Smoke clears, target more destroyed. Folks a wreck coughing 

from smoke.) 

 

CONTEST JUDGE 
 Winner takes All! Mike Fink, again! 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Shoot, shout and shimmer. Me and Bang-All is just gittin‘ warmed up. Bangity. Bang. 

Bang. Bang! Bangity. Bang. Bang. Bang! Bangity. Bang! 

(Furious report out of Bang-All. Smoke clears. Frontier people clinging to one another. Target 

gone.) 

 

CONTEST JUDGE 
 Sonny, I guess you done grown into a man winning these here shooting contests. But 

that‘s all we can take now. We‘re shell shocked. Now git. 

 

FRONTIERS PEOPLE 
 Git! Git out here! Be gone Fink! 

 

MIKE FINK 
 That‘s no way to treat the world‘s best shooter. I‘ll head down to the river where I hear 

everyone‘s full of brag and fight. 

 

FRONTIERS MAN (DOUG) 
 Just so you remember you‘re nobody on the river without a boat. In fact you‘re worse 

than nobody, you‘re nothing. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 A boat? I‘ll get me a boat. Not only that once I got me one, I‘ll be the river king. 

  (River Rag as Mike Fink sheds his too-big pants and dons the blue jack and fur 

cap of a keel boat man. Diamond/Carpenter poles on in his keelboat.) 

 

CARPENTER 
 Hey there, land lubber. Git out my way, you‘re blocking my view. 
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MIKE FINK 
 That‘s all right, I‘m coming aboard. 

 

CARPENTER 
 Hold this! You don‘t look like no keel-boat man to me. We don‘t take no sissies. 

(A River-Rat (Fritzi) with glittery whiskers and beady eyes pops her head up sniffing the air) 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Whoop, holler and hoot. 

 

RIVER RAT 
 Ooh, who? A scrapper‘s brewing. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 I‘m Mike Fink, the original Pennsylvania screamer and I‘ll fight you for your boat. 

 

CARPENTER 
 Is that so. Just so you know I‘m Carpenter the Mississippi Madman— 

 

RIVER RAT 
  (Great ratty relish) 

 And it‘s looks like it‘s gonna be a good un. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 My momma was mountain lion and pappy was a panther. 

 

CARPENTER 
 I was weaned by a grizzly and raised by wolves. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 I‘m so ornery wasps avoid me. 

 

CARPENTER 
 My muscles are bulging and threatening to bust— 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Come on! I‘m stuffed so full of grit and spit—―ptooey!‖ 

  (Spits at Carpenter) 

 

RIVER RAT 
 Bets? Bets on whose gonna win this un? 

 

CARPENTER 
 Now, I got to lick you on general principles! 

   

(They fight) 
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MIKE FINK 
 Shoot, shout and shimmer! I‘m gonna kick you clear to the Milky Way! Boom! Here you 

go! Wave to the Man in the Moon! 

  (Carpenter flies up) 

 

CARPENTER 
 Hullo! Man in the Moon! Bam! 

  (Carpenter on the floor) 

 

RIVER RAT 
 Looks like the boat‘s his. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 You okay there? Hey, no hard feelings. Let me help you up. 

  (Pulls Carpenter up) 

 

CARPENTER 
 I guess you‘re the best feller I ever did see. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 And that is some rat. 

 

CARPENTER 
 Comes with the boat. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 What‘d you say you work tie river with me? A Fink and a Rat alone is not a good mix. 

  (Rim shot) 

 

CARPENTER 
 Done. Let‘s pole. 

  (River Rag as they pole) 

 

ALL 
 Hard upon the beech oar 

 Otherwise we drift ashore 

 Come to town, we wear our hats 

 Can’t hide the fact we are river rats! 

 

CARPENTER 
 This is the life. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 My companion of de voyage. Only we know what it means to be free. What say, we tie 

up next to this sandbar and have us some target practice? 
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CARPENTER 
 With what for a target? 

 

MIKE FINK 
 This cider dup on your head. 

 

CARPENTER 
 I‘d ask you not to miss but I wouldn‘t want to insult you. 

  (He places the cup on Carpenter’s head) 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Good thinking. Hold still. Bangity. Bang. Bang. Bang. 

  (Cup flies off, Carpenter catches it and drinks the cider) 

 

CARPENTER 
 Didn‘t waste a drop! 

  (Talbot enters. Double time this) 

 

TALBOT 

 Say there, where you get permission to tie up here? I‘m the Tornado Talbot and this here 

is my sandbar. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Not no more. I‘m Mike Fink, River Roarer and everything on this river is mine, including 

the rat. 

 

CARPENTER 
 He‘s telling the truth or I‘m not Carpenter the Mississippi Madman. 

 

RIVER RAT 
 Ooh, who! Gonna be a scrap! 

 

TALBOT 
 I got to warn you, fellers. I wrestle with alligators ever night before I turn in. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Oh, yeah? I sleep with scorpions underneath my pillow. 

 

CARPENTER 
 That ain‘t nothing. I use a live grizzly for a blanket. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 I got teeth sharper than a shark‘s, jaws like a lion, and my hat covers up a horn just as big 

as a rhino‘s. 
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TALBOT 
 I‘m so bloody thirsty they call me a vampire. 

 

RIVER RAT 
 Gonna be a good un. 

 

CARPENTER 
 I‘m a muscle-ripping, meat grinding, man-mauler. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 My fists are swelling up so big they‘ll sink the boat. 

 

ALL 
 Let‘s fight. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 I‘m going to punch you clear to sun! Don‘t get burnt. 

  (Talbot flies up) 

 

MRS. B 
 Youch! That‘s hot! Whomp! 

 

MIKE FINK 

 Say, there, you‘re pretty tough. No hard feelings? 

 

CARPENTER 
 Let‘s help him up. We got bear and rattler for dinner. 

 

TALBOT 
 I‘ll throw in these lice for dessert! Guess you fellers, are about the best I ever seen 

 

CARPENTER 
 Guess we is. We‘ll die for each other if we have to. 

 

TALBOT 
 Well, I‘ll do it too. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 Triple, triple, loyal oath. 

 

FINK/CARPENTER/TALBOT 

 Forever! 

  (River rag as they pole the river. Barbershop quartet sing) 

 

  (Steamboat whistle. The S. S. Robert Fulton enters) 
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S. S. ROBERT FULTON 
 Keelboat boys better look out. The S. S. Robert Fulton is underway. I am the latest and I 

am shining and I am all new and I am coming to get you. 

 

CARPENTER 
 What is it? It‘s unbelievable. Look at the wheel on that thing— 

 

S. S. ROBERT FULTON 
 And can I turn it! 

 

TALBOT 
 And the speed, and the power and the wake 

 

RIVER RAT 
 It‘ll be a scrap all right. 

  (They all rock violently as the S. S. Robert Fulton passes them) 

 

TALBOT 
 It could drown us! 

 

S. S. ROBERT FULTON 
 Give it up you old polers! You‘re so outdated you‘re pathetic. 

 

RIVER RAT 
 It‘s gunna be bad un. 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Put your backs into it! It‘s nothing but steam and I got hot air to spare! 

 

S. S. ROBERT FULTON 

 I am progress boys, and there is nothing like progress! 

  (They rock violently in the wake) 

 

RIVER RAT 
 See you mates! 

 

MIKE FINK 
 Just where are you going? 

 

RIVER RAT 

 I‘m jumping ship. 

  (He does and attaches himself to the steamboat) 

 

MIKE FINK 
  (Shaking his fist) 

 You dirty rat! Come back here! This is your raft! 
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CARPENTER 
 Was. It‘s sinking! Mike! Our boat‘s gone! 

 

TALBOT 
 Mike? Our raft is breaking up! I‘m clinging to debris here. 

  (S. S. Robert Fulton belts out) 

 

VANISHING POLEMAN BLUES 
 There are something’s you can’t fight 

 And you done lost your bragging rights 

 Mow you’re tied up sorry to the dock 

 And I’m the one cleaning your clock 

 

ALL 
 Cause poleman got the blues 

 Got them bottom muddy blues 

 You cut your lines and paid your dues 

 Oh, poleman, poleman blues 

 It ain’t the life you choose 

 You lose and lose and lose 

 Got the vanishing river raft blues 

 

(S. S. Robert Fulton takes their poles and tows the keelboat off. Mike Fink shakes his fist) 

 

MIKE FINK 

 They ain‘t done with me yet! We‘ll head west and become, uh, uh, uh Mountain Men! 

Whoop, Holler and Hoot! I‘ll pound the Rockies down with my fists. Who‘s with me? 

  (They don trappers’ hats) 

 

CARPENTER 
 Marvelous Masterful Mountain men! Yo! 

 

MIKE FINK 

 I can out trap, out-skin any man in the whole US of A! I‘m the meanest mountain man 

and grizzly tamer there ever was. I pull eagles down from the nest and suck out their eggs. I‘m 

heartless, ever since they drove me from my waters— 

 

TALBOT 

  (Sniff) 

 Aw, for our merry river towns. The docks, the bustle and the long lazy afternoons in 

between. I even miss ole Rat. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 It‘s nothing but rocks up here. But I‘m gonna rip the skins off the beavers myself if I 

have to. And if the Rat was here I‘d rip that hide right off! 
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CARPENTER 
 Winter‘s are mean up here, Mike. We all need furs to trade. Don‘t make it any rougher 

than it is. We‘re all missing the river. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 Aw, have some more cider! I am not missing the river! I don‘t miss nothing! And hand 

me the bear lard, I got to grease these here traps. I hate the way it feels in my hand. Nothing like 

a fishing pole, light cut from a green willow bobbing in the breeze— This is all skin and bones 

and blood. And fer what? 

  (He holds up a bloody trap) 

Nothing is like it was. Nothing— 

  (Big Olaf takes an aside to the audience) 

 

BIG OLAF 
 I don‘t like the sound of dis, no. 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 
 Wit‘s the story, work with me. 

 

BIG OLAF 
 It‘s making me nervous. I get nervous, I forget. 

 

DIAMOND 
 Take it easy Mike, (and don‘t make him nervous) 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 
 Look this may just be a little vaudeville show to you but to me we‘re offering ourselves 

on the altar of art to the twin gods of truth and beauty. So— 

 

MIKE FINK/CAPT. EDDIE 

 So shut up! And Bam! 

  (Punches Carpenter) 

 

CARPENTER 
 What did you go and do that for? 

 

MIKE FINK 

 Everything‘s getting on my nerves. How about we have us some target practice. Blow the 

sink off. 

 

TALBOT 
 I dunnno, Mike. I dunno. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 Where‘s my rowdy crew? Who‘s for a frolic? Just like when we down on the river! Ya 

ain‘t turned too lily to play? Is ya? Well, is ya, Carpenter? 
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CARPENTER 

 Put her up there. I‘m the bravest, brawniest ex river raft man— 

  (Mike Fink places his cup on Carpenters head) 

 

MIKE FINK 

 That‘s my boy! Come on, Bang-All! 

  (He wavers, Carpenter wavers) 

 Bang! 

  (Carpenter falls dead. Mike drops Bang-All) 

 Feller! Oh best feller, get-up. You spoiled the cider. 

 

TALBOT 
 You missed! You missed and and and  

  (It comes to him) 

 You shot him dead! 

  (Diamond nods and gestures encouragingly) 

 You ain‘t no good without the river, You mean or sloppy, which is it? Either you missed 

or you murdered him Fink, your own best friend, which is it? 

 

MIKE FINK 

 I never miss. I‘m the greatest sharpshooter on land or water. I aimed right for Carpenter 

and I got— 

  (Talbot picks up Bang-All) 

 

TALBOT 
 Bang. 

  (Mike drops, shot. Talbot cradles him) 

Aw, Mike. Now look what happened. Look what we‘ve come to. Remember our promise. Back 

on our sweet river. We was supposed to die for each other if we had to. 

 

MIKE FINK 

 Shoot, shout, and shimmer. I was the best riverman there ever was and you were my own 

true best fellers. And we we‘re all—oh, it‘s getting dim, we were all something once— 

 

BIG OLAF 
 I did it! I remembered! I‘m getting the da ding-dang hang of dis! 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 
 Not now! Never interrupt me when I‘m dying! 

 

BIG OLAF 
  (reveling) 

 Cue! Enter! Act! Thank-you! Too kind! 

 

DIAMOND 
 Don‘t ruin the moment, big guy. Nobody sinks like the Capt! 
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BIG OLAF 
 But I did it! Didn‘t I? Didn‘t I do it? Did I? To be or not to what??? 

  (Suddenly deflated, he slinks off) 

 

DIAMOND 
 Nevermind him. You sink so good, Capt! He does! Do it again. They want you too. 

 

CAPT EDDIE 

 ―Oh, we were all something once. Aaaaah.‖ (Dies) 

  (Diamond applauds, Capt. Edie executes a bow from a prone position, sits up) 

 He‘s too modest. Now cough for us, Diamond. I love the way you cough. 

 

DIAMOND 
 Cough, cough. 

 

CAPT. EDDIE 
 You‘re watching art in the making! And you saw it here first! So there‘s a few bumps, 

maybe a tiny wart but do the Yokels have potential?! We‘re fresh, authentic! Only an animal act 

can beat us! All the way, we‘re talking it all the way. But I shouldn‘t get ahead of myself. His 

big role is coming up. Ladies and Gentlemen: I give you—John Henry! 

  (Long train whistle sounds. Polly Ann enters with baby.) 

 


