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Ten-Gallon Bart Reader’s Theater
For the All parts, a teacher can hold up signs with the words and the entire audience can respond.

Narrator:
Ten-Gallon Bart was Sheriff of Dog City. Had been for 10 years--that’s 70 in dog years. 
All:

WOOF! WOOF! (barking noises)
Narrator:

Bart was brave, courageous, and bold.  Why, when Miss Kitty got stuck in a tree, it was Bart to the rescue!  
All:

YAY!!!
Narrator:

When Buffalo Gal got her hoof tangled in a fence, it was Bart to the rescue!  
All:

YAY!!!
Narrator:

He’d done his job and done it well.  Dog City was the most peaceful town in the West. 

All:

AH-H-H-H-H-H-H-H-H (sigh)

Narrator:
But Bart was tired of being brave, courageous, and bold.  
He wanted to sleep until noon

All:

Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z  (snoring noises)

Narrator:

Howl at the moon 
All:

H-OW-OW-OW-OW-OW-OW-L!!
Narrator:

And go fishing anytime he wanted.  So he decided to step down.  Hang up his star.  Retire.  And today was his last day.
All:

YAY!!!
Ten-Gallon Bart started this day just like any other day.  He opened the morning paper.  His breath stopped.  The headlines read, 
Billy the Kid on the Loose!  Headed for Dog City on the Noon Train.  
All:

OH NO-O-O-O-O-O-!
Narrator:

Bart looked at the clock. 10:30.  An hour and a half ‘til noon!  

His legs shook.  His paws trembled.  His jowls quivered.
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Th-th-is can’t be!  Not on my last day as sheriff!”

Narrator:

Billy the Kid was the roughest, toughest, gruffest goat in the country.  He ate anything and everything in his way—soap & rope, saddles & paddles, socks & clocks. You name it, he ate it. And now he was headed for Dog City.  On the noon train.  
All:

OH NO-O-O-O-O-O-!
Narrator:

And the only one who could stop him was Ten-Gallon Bart.

All:

YAY!!!
Narrator:
Miss Kitty rushed in. 
Miss Kitty:

 “Bart! Bart! Have you heard the news?  Billy the Kid’s headin’ our way! You gotta do something!  He’ll munch our flowers! He’ll chomp our trees!  He’ll . . .”

Ten Gallon Bart:

“Whoa, Miss Kitty!  Don’t get your fur in a fluff.”  

Miss Kitty:

 “But, Sheriff—he’s dangerous!  He’ll gobble up this whole town! You’re the only one who can stop him. You’re brave, courageous, and …”  

Ten Gallon Bart:

“and OLD!  I’m OLD and I’m tired of being sheriff.  Remember? I’m hanging up my star!”  
Miss Kitty:

 “Please stay!  We need you.  You won’t be alone.  We’ll be there.  We’ll do our part.”  

ALL:

“We’re behind you, Sheriff Bart!”

Narrator:
Ten-Gallon Bart went looking for his deputies, Wild Bill Hiccup and Wyatt Burp.  When he walked past the chicken coop, he heard familiar noises.

Wild Bill Hiccup:  

HIC                                   
Wyatt Burp:

BURP:
Ten Gallon Bart:

“Bill, Wyatt—you hidin’ in there?” 
Wild Bill Hiccup and Wyatt Burp:  

 “Nobody in here but a couple of roosters.”    COCK-A-DOODLE–DOO-OO! 
Wild Bill Hiccup:  

HIC   
Wyatt Burp:

BURP
Ten Gallon Bart:

“Hogwash!  A couple of chickens is more like it! Billy the Kid’ll be here soon.  For one l last day, I’M the sheriff, and YOU’RE my deputies.  Come outta there and get back to work or I’ll be fixin’ bacon for breakfast!”  
Narrator:
Bart walked into Miss Kitty’s place.  He slammed his empty water bowl down on the counter.  
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “I’m thirsty!” 
Narrator:

Miss Dixie filled his bowl fast.  
Miss Dixie:
“Mighty brave of you to stay on the job, Sheriff.  I mean with Billy the Kid comin’ and all. Most dogs woulda high tailed it outta here.”
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “A dog’s gotta do what a dog’s gotta do.” 
Narrator:

Buffalo Gal brought over some hot dog biscuits. 
 Buffalo Gal 
 “We’ll be there.  We’ll do our part. “ 
ALL:

“We’re behind you, Sheriff Bart!”
Narrator:
Everyone gathered on Main Street. Bart called roll. 
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Miss Kitty?”  
Miss Kitty:

MEOW    
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Pixie and Dixie?” 
Miss Pixie, Miss Dixie:
CLUCK, CLUCK
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Buffalo Gal?” 
 Buffalo Gal:

M-O-O
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Wyatt?”  
Wyatt Burp:  

BURP 
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Wild Bill?”  
Wild Bill Hiccup:

HICCUP
Narrator:

Bart stood tall in his ten-gallon hat. 
Ten Gallon Bart:

“Thanks for helpin’ out. Now let’s meet that train.”  

All:
TOOT  TO-O-O-OT  
Miss Kitty, Miss Pixie, Miss Dixie, Buffalo Gal, Wild Bill Hiccup, and Wyatt Burp:
“We’ll be there.  We’ll do our part.  
ALL:

We’re behind you, Sheriff Bart!”
Narrator:

The train screeched to a halt.  A figure slowly appeared.  
It was Billy the Kid.  
All:

“OH NO-O-O-O-O-O-!”
Narrator:

His eyes swept the crowd.  He licked his lips.  Then he yelled at the top of his lungs, 
 Billy the Kid:
“I’m BAA-AA-AA-AA-D!!”
Narrator:

Everyone in the town ran for cover.  Everyone except Ten-Gallon Bart.

All:

YAY!!!
Billy the Kid:
 “I see this place is goin’ to the dogs.” 
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “You gotta bone to pick?” 
Billy the Kid:
 “I’ve gotta town to eat, now get outta my way!”
Ten Gallon Bart:

“YOU get out of OUR way.  WE are NOT moving.”
Billy the Kid (laughing):
 “WE? What do you mean, WE?”
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “I mean this whole town. Look! They’re behind me.”
Billy the Kid:
“Looks like you’re the Lone Sheriff to me!”
Narrator:

Bart turned.  Everyone was gone!

Billy the Kid lowered his head and came running. 

All:

WHAM 
Narrator:

He butted Ten-Gallon Bart high in the air.  
All:

THUD
Narrator:

Bart was out cold.

Billy grabbed the tin star.  
All:

CHOMP! 
Billy the Kid:
 “No more Sheriff!”
Narrator:

He grabbed Bart’s hat.  
All:

CHOMP
Billy the Kid:
“Now he’s Nine-Gallon Bart!” 
Miss Kitty:

R-R-R-E-E-O-O-O-W!

Narrator:

Out of nowhere came Miss Kitty, screeching like a cat on a hot tin roof.

Miss Kitty:

R-R-R-E-E-O-O-O-W!

All:

CRASH
Narrator:

Miss Kitty landed smack dab on Billy the Kid.
Miss Kitty:

 “You old goat! How dare you hurt our sheriff?”

 Miss Pixie, Miss Dixie, Buffalo Gal, Wild Bill Hiccup, and Wyatt Burp:

 “YEAH!  Grab that goat!”

All:

Grab that goat!” Grab that goat!” Grab that goat!”
Narrator:

When Bart came to, he couldn’t believe his eyes.  Feathers, fur, hair, mohair--flying everywhere.  He couldn’t believe his ears.  Meowing, clucking, hiccupping, burping--filling the air.  

Billy the Kid:
 “I’m MAA-AA-AA-AA-D!”
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “Well, I’m MADDER!  YEE-HA-A-A-A!” 
Narrator:

Bart leaped on Billy’s back.  That goat started bucking.  The dust started flying.
Billy the Kid:
CO-UGH-UGH! 
Narrator:

Out of Billy’s mouth flew Bart’s star.  
Billy the Kid:
COUGH!  
Narrator:

Out flew rope & soap

Billy the Kid:
COUGH!  
Narrator:

Out flew saddles & paddles
Billy the Kid:
COUGH!  
Narrator:

Out flew socks & clocks.     
Billy bucked and coughed, coughed and bucked all over town.  At last he came to a stop. No more bucking.  No more coughing.  Billy the Kid felt a heap better.  He wasn’t b-a-a-a-a-d anymore.   Bart had ridden that meanness right out of him!  
All:

YAY!!!
Narrator:

There was a huge celebration.  
The citizens of Dog City presented their old sheriff with a brand new ten-gallon hat and a fishing pole.  
And the new sheriff?  Why, Miss Kitty was elected-- paws, hooves, and wings down.  Bart pinned on her star. 
Ten Gallon Bart:

 “You’re no scaredy cat. “You’re the cat’s meow!”
All:

ME-OW-OW-OW-OW!!!
Narrator:

Dog City was peaceful again.  
All:

AH-H-H-H-H-H-H-H-H (Sigh)
Narrator:

Ten-Gallon Bart got to sleep until noon 
All:

Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z-Z  (snoring noises)
Narrator:

Howl at the moon 
All:

H-OW-OW-OW-OW-OW-OW-L!!
Narrator:

And go fishing anytime he wanted!  In fact, every Friday night there was a huge fish fry at Miss Kitty’s Place.  Bart caught the fish.  Miss Kitty cleaned them.  Buffalo Gal cooked them.  Pixie and Dixie served them.  Wyatt and Wild Bill pigged out and ate most of them. 
 All:

OINK! OINK!  (pig snorting noises)
Narrator:

And Billy the Kid?  He got to do all the dishes.  

But he didn’t mind.
Billy the Kid:
“I’m GLAA-AA-AA-AA-D to help!”
All:

YEA-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-!!!
THE END

