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Abstract 

Over the last one hundred years, thousands of Czechs participated in an informal 

counterculture movement called tramping. Drawing inspiration from fantasies of the Wild 

West, Czech tramping adapts and appropriates the clothing, cultural practices and 

geographic signifiers of the American frontier. Although its participants have traditionally 

identified themselves as apolitical, recent Czech scholarship has examined how 

seemingly individual acts of ‘escapism’ can amalgamate into a politics of resistance.  

Klasika explored the utopian possibilities of Czech tramping alongside the work of Oskar 

Negt and Alexander Kluge, with a special focus on their notion of the ‘real’ public sphere. 

The project spanned a year and a half and culminated in a live performance event 

blending musical theatre, popular song and creative non-fiction\documentary forms. 

Over thirty artists working in music, theatre, film and visual arts contributed work for both 

the live performance and a series of events and artworks inspired by project themes.  

 Keywords:  Czech Tramping; Public Sphere; Utopian Politics; Collaborative Creation; 
Live Performance; Labour 
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Artist Statement 

Introduction 

I am a working artist with a practice that combines creative writing, musical 

composition, musical and literary performance, cultural event production, and arts 

education. My professional artistic practice spans ten years and includes the release of 

multiple solo and band albums, tours in North America and Europe, and publication in 

spoken word anthologies and magazines. Recently, I have extended my practice to 

include curatorial and organizational work. I help produce and publicize multidisciplinary 

arts events, often with a focus on community engagement. Rather than pursue formal 

training in either writing or music, I have learned through a mix of practical artistic 

experience and undergraduate study in what was formerly known as the Art and Culture 

Studies program at Simon Fraser University. By bringing the term ‘working artist’ into the 

context of my graduate studies, I have wished to highlight production practices that are 

normally marginalized when we consider academic or intellectual work, including event 

production, design, publicity, and band management. In doing so, I hope to align my 

work with the creation of what Alexander Kluge has called the public sphere, where the 

political potential of a collective audience is awakened through “freedom of access, 

multiplicity of relations, communicative interaction and self-reflection.”1 In the past, Kluge 

has used the terms ‘oppositional’ or ‘proletariat’ to distinguish this space from the 

Classical (bourgeois) public sphere. As Kluge scholar Miriam Hansen notes, his more 

recent work drops these terms and calls for an “emphatic notion” of the “open-ness” 

promised by the word’s etymological roots.2 Thus, the creation of a ‘real’ public sphere is 

 
1 Miriam Hansen, “Reinventing the Nickelodeon: Notes on Kluge and Early Cinema,” October Vol. 

46 (Autumn, 1988): 185, http://www.jstor.org/stable/778685 (accessed November 19, 2015).   
2 Ibid., 184. Hansen notes, the root of ‘public sphere’ (Öffentlichkeit) is ‘open-ness’ (öffentlich). 
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less a matter of constructing an entirely new discursive space and more a call to fulfill 

the already enunciated but not yet realized promises of the enlightenment.3  

My work often requires extensive collaboration with other artists and producers, 

and as a result it frequently takes shape around interpersonal relationships. In making 

these networks a priority in my art practice, I attempt to follow the utopian impulse Kluge 

ascribes to the labour of relationships. As he writes: “We can count on the fact that no 

oppression is total. The issue then becomes the learning of proper ways of dealing with 

people.”4 On a formal level, my work frequently starts from performed language, and its 

ability to both map and transform relationships between people, between people and 

places, between groups and outsiders, between nature and society, and between 

different forms of labour. In my spring project Pathetic Fallacy (2014), I drew from 

transcriptions of audio interviews and found texts to compose music that performed a 

hybrid relationship between human emotions and the weather. Thematically, this project 

explored the mutual interdependence of human society and the environment, by using 

‘weather language’ to describe interpersonal relationships. In subsequent work, I 

developed my interest in creating meaning through relationship in experimental ‘musical 

essays’ and ‘audio memoirs’, which I wrote\composed by intercutting recorded audio 

from a variety of sources. In these pieces, I worked either alone, or in collaboration with 

Paul Paroczai (a fellow MFA student), to integrate previously recorded music and field 

recordings with spoken texts and instrumental performances, often created through 

structured improvisation.  

The common thread running through much of my latest work is a commitment to 

the work of cuts, shuffles and adaptation, both as an aesthetic, and as a way to recast 

what's ‘given’ as something better. By striving to find new or better relations within 

already-existing material, including better ways to collaborate with people, I imagine my 

work as participating in a long tradition of utopian intellectual and artistic labour. My 

 
3 Christopher Pavsek, The Utopia of Film: Cinema and its Futures in Godard, Kluge, and Tahimik 

(New York: Columbia University Press, 2013),158. 
4 Alexander Kluge, “On Film and the Public Sphere,” in Alexander Kluge: Raw Materials for the 

Imagination, ed. Tara Forrest (Amsterdam University Press, 2012), 41. 
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graduating project Klasika combined research into the Czech cultural tradition of 

‘tramping’ alongside the reading of Oskar Negt and Alexander Kluge and other Frankfurt 

School-inspired theorists. By engaging with this material, Klasika allowed me to explore 

the political implications of my ongoing interest in linking artistic creation to interpersonal 

relationships, while orienting the broader goals of my self-description as a ‘working 

artist.’     

Background: Czech Tramping 

Over the last one hundred years, thousands of Czechs participated in a pair of 

related counterculture movements called tramping and woodcraft. Historically, both 

these cultures drew inspiration from fantasies of the Wild West, adapting and 

appropriating the clothing, cultural practices and geographic signifiers of the American 

frontier into the Bohemian countryside. Although its participants have traditionally 

identified themselves as apolitical and they actively refuse central organization, recent 

Czech scholarship on tramping has examined how seemingly individual acts of 

‘escapism’ amalgamated into a politics of resistance during various periods of Czech 

history.5 For the communist era especially, the imaginary spaces offered by Czech 

‘Amerika’ are described as sites of temporary freedom; they both offered an alternate 

reality for those struggling under the regime and they provocatively celebrated the 

culture of its enemy.  

As a cheap activity that does not require specialized skills or equipment, 

tramping has long been associated with accessible working class recreation. Priding 

themselves on their resourcefulness within limited means, tramps built an anti-

consumerist ethic that focused on the pleasures of ‘making your own fun’ with the help of 

your friends.6 This emphasis on self-organization and informality marks a contrast with 

the communist regime’s rigorous ordering of social and work relations. Considered in 

this context, tramping activities like hiking, music-making, gift giving and semi-legal 
 
5 In Jan Pohunek, Petr Jelička and Matthew Kurtz, Michal Peprník and Melinda Redinger.  
6 Melinda Reidinger argues that this narrative too, was an imaginative practice, mainly enacted by 

the rebellious children of the bourgeoisie. 
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camping can be understood in Oskar Negt and Alexander Kluge’s terms as creating 

‘heterotopias’: small but tangible counter-sites of difference within the regime.7 Thus, the 

frequent claim by Czech tramps, that the culture is ‘just’ about friendship and recreation 

in nature can be dramatically reversed: by marking informal friendship in nature as its 

main ‘production’, Czech tramping affirms labor that seems to have no value for the 

system it opposes. Moreover, the self-selecting and informally organized relationships 

created through tramping openly mock party-endorsed ‘community-building’ social 

activities like ‘pioneering’.8 In my reading, the survival of a subterranean network of 

přátelství in Czech tramping seems to offer a concrete, historical example of Negt and 

Kluge’s conception of an ‘underground’, where the repressed desires, potentials and 

dreams of the collective survive, in parallel to the hegemonic structures of reality.9 

With the fall of communism, Czech tramps seemingly had the power to create the 

‘Amerika’ of their dreams, or to travel to that dream world directly. Yet, the slow fading of 

tramping culture today suggests that the dream remains unrealized.10 Instead, the 

activities performed by contemporary tramps at times seem like nostalgic ossifications of 

the earlier oppositional culture. Inspired by Kluge’s contention that the utopian impulse 

should be considered as a continuation of earlier, failed utopian projects, Klasika starts 

with the seeming ‘end point’ of Czech tramping and asks: what can be adapted forward 

from this failure?11 

The Project 

Klasika unfolded over the course of a year and a half and culminated in a live 

performance event blending musical theatre, popular song and creative non-

 
7 Devin Fore, Introduction to History & Obstinacy by Alexander Kluge and Oskar Negt, Oskar and 

Tr. Richard Langston, Ed. Devin Fore, (Boston: MIT Press: 2014), 53-54.  
8 Jan Pohunek discusses the informality of tramping in opposition to scouting; both activities faced 

various levels of persecution under the regime. 
9 Fore, 52-54. 
10 Jan Pohunek notes that tramping declined after 1989. This is confirmed by firsthand recounts I 

received while filming Jan Foukal’s documentary. 
11 Pavsek, 9-10. 
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fiction\documentary forms to tell the ‘story’ of my fieldwork in the Czech Republic. The 

project represented a massive collaborative effort between my ensemble Ten Thousand 

Wolves and Director\Designer Kyla Gardiner, the online cultural magazine 

Vandocument, staff and faculty in Simon Fraser University’s School for Contemporary 

Arts, as well as undergraduate students and MFA students. In the course of our work, 

Klasika brought together over thirty artists working in music, theatre, film and visual arts 

to create work for both the live performance, and a series of events and artworks 

inspired by Czech tramping and other project themes. This work was published in a ten-

part series on Vandocument, and included photography, soundscape, musical essay 

and creative nonfiction writing.  

My initial summer fieldwork was conducted in the summer of 2014, and 

comprised five major activities: auto-ethnographic fieldwork at historical tramping sites in 

rural Czechia; visits to cultural events featuring Czech-Western hybrid musical 

performances; viewing of archival materials related to tramping and woodcraft; meetings 

with contemporary practitioners of tramp and woodcraft culture; meetings with Czech 

artists. During my outdoor fieldwork, I performed adapted versions of historical tramping 

activities including costumed hiking, the delivery of a ‘svadlo’ (visit/invitation card) to a 

tramp cabin and a ‘vandr’. These appropriations/adaptions of historical Czech tramping 

practices eventually resulted in my collaboration with Czech filmmaker/musician Jan 

Foukal. In October 2014, I spent two weeks in the Czech Republic as a co-performer in 

Jan Foukal’s staged documentary film, Amerika (HBO Europe/Evolution Films). Under 

his direction, we collaboratively created personas and improvised narrative and thematic 

explorations of contemporary Czech tramping. I used these experiences to build on my 

own research and created adaptations of the elements of tramping culture that I had 

performed in the film. Accordingly, a small group of my collaborators joined me on 

Canadian ‘vandrs’, donning cowboy-inspired costumes to ‘tramp’ and sometimes 

overnight in a sampling of the Lower Mainland’s green spaces: Burnaby Mountain, 

Bowen Island, The Lynn Valley Headwaters, False Creek and Pandora Park. 

My unanticipated participation in Foukal’s documentary became a major 

conceptual and narrative through line in Klasika. ‘Bára,’ the protagonist in Klasika, 

shares her name and several biographical details with both myself, and the character I 
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play in Amerika. Likewise, the character ‘Honza’ is based on Foukal and the character 

he plays in his film; in many ways both characters are most interesting when considered 

as iterations between ‘real-life’, the film and the musical. Similarly, the materials 

accumulated on Vandocument and my personal website contain information that 

intersects with and expands on the world of the show. By creating this broader frame for 

the live performance event, I hoped to align Klasika with Kluge’s call for art that 

contributes to the creation of a real public sphere. Importantly, Klasika did not pretend to 

achieve this through a single narrative, argument, or representation. Instead, the project 

embraced the pedagogical orientation of Brecht’s Epic Theatre and attempted to share 

with the audience the intellectual labor of mapping the relationships between a 

‘constellation’ of co-existing themes and ideas spread across a variety of platforms.  

In Kluge’s terms, for an artwork to contribute to the creation of a ‘real’ public 

sphere that counters the bourgeois public sphere, it must encourage its spectators’ 

“autonomous movement, fine-tuning, and self-reliance,” while affirming the collective and 

public nature of their experience.12 This community of experience is what Kluge 

describes as the “basis for processes of social change”; without it, the concept of politics 

becomes meaningless.13 Writing in terms that are specific to cinema, but which resonate 

in many ways with my own practice, Kluge highlights the need for ‘reciprocity’ that can 

be traced both between a film and an individual spectator, and between a film and the 

abstract, or collective spectator.14 First, film can contribute to an individual spectator’s 

‘autonomous movement’ when the relationship between separate film images (montage) 

prompts the spectators to create their own film ‘inside their heads’.15 A similar process 

could happen in narrative forms where the viewers experience a level of freedom in their 

construction of the ‘fabula’ (story) from the ‘syuzhet’ (plot) that is offered by the film.16 

Second, film can help produce an awareness of collective experience, in part by 

dismantling the illusion of the self-contained, self-sufficient story world that characterizes 

 
12 Hansen, 185. 
13 Kluge, 41. 
14 Hansen, 185. 
15 Ibid., 184. 
16 Pavsek, 190-191. 
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conventional realism. If an audience must search for the film’s meaning outside the 

diegesis, a connection can be made between their experience and longer scales of time. 

These could include both a historical past and the unrealized utopian possibilities of the 

future.17  

These ideas can be used to frame Klasika in several ways. At the level of 

process, I imagined our work as a kind of microcosm of a public sphere, where the 

collective labour of the show necessarily intersected with the individual interests and 

desires of my collaborators. Accordingly, we attempted to expand the scope of our 

artistic and intellectual labour to create a ‘culture’ based on the tramping principle of 

přátelství (friendship). In this spirit, many of my collaborators showed solidarity through 

dress, adding Western wear to their everyday fashion by adapting costumes created by 

Kyla Gardiner to their own clothing and tastes. Others joined me for outdoor activities 

inspired by tramping, and several contributed their own artistic work for the 

Vandocument series. As much as possible, we tried to emulate the tramping ethic of 

hospitality by sharing food and drink. By exploring the project themes through these 

social activities, the project actively affirmed existing friendships and created the ground 

for new ones. This decision to focus on what may seem like a naïve, or sentimental 

concept (‘the power of friendship’), followed Oskar Negt and Alexander Kluge’s work in 

History and Obstinacy of mapping the political economy of personal relationships. In a 

very real sense, the unremunerated labor of our friends was a material necessity for the 

creation of the project; in our economic context, the time and effort the project 

demanded could only ever be undertaken as a ‘labor of love’.  

The decision to put our interpersonal relationships to work also had direct 

consequences on the product. By linking our work to a culture of friendship, I hoped to 

emulate the ‘open-ness’ called for by an authentic public sphere, by creating a form that 

allowed autonomous interests to emerge and be supported. Although I was the primary 

‘author’ of the performed text, I aspired to reciprocity and worked to reconsider the 

power traditionally ascribed to theatrical texts by attending to the interpersonal 

 
17 Ibid. 
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relationships that drove the show. In concrete terms, this meant that I wrote the text for a 

specific set of collaborators, and in many cases, their individual skills and interests were 

foundational in forming both the narrative and thematic content of the piece. 

Furthermore, in our work with the actors, the director (Kyla Gardiner) and I avoided 

directly stating a ‘meaning’ for the show, allowing alternate interpretations to co-exist and 

counter the original framework I had imagined, both within the text of the show, and in 

the texts that appeared on Vandocument. Musically, Klasika followed a similar ethic and 

emerged in close collaboration with my ensemble Ten Thousand Wolves, who provided 

compositional input and arrangement ideas through the process of transforming the 

audio recordings of my drafts into a notated score. This process was repeated in 

rehearsal, where the musicians and actors often collaborated to address difficulties in 

the music and add arrangement ideas. Although much of this collaborative work was 

inevitably made invisible by the final show, I would argue that some of its energy 

remained legible for audiences in the simple fact that we were able to stage a production 

of Klasika’s scope within our limited personal resources. 

In the live performance, Klasika attempted to build reciprocity and openness into 

the relationship between the project and its audience. Formally, Klasika attempted to do 

this by disrupting narrative musical theatre form with inspiration from two key sources: 

the poetic narration and montage of Chris Marker’s essay films, and the incredibly 

eclectic ‘textual montage’ of pedagogical texts, short fiction, illustrations and aphorisms 

gathered in Negt and Kluge’s History and Obstinacy. Klasika’s episodic plot could be 

understood as an attempt to follow in this vein, by creating meaning through the 

juxtaposition of thematically related but spatially and temporally distinct scenes. In the 

second act especially, the connection between separate scenes is often more 

associative than narrative. Likewise, the ‘frame story’ between the Boy Reporter and the 

Narrator confuses space, time and character motivation, with both characters playing 

ambiguous dual roles as commentators and participants in the action. The show 

unfolding in the theatre did not make the thematic or narrative connections between 

individual scenes explicit, as would be expected within the conventions of narrative 

musical theatre, and instead, left ample space for the spectator to construct their own 

relationships between the material. 
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This ‘openness’ in the meaning-making process was further repeated in the 

contested relationship between Klasika’s syuzhet and fabula; that is, between the plot 

following ‘Honza’, ‘Bára,’ ‘Barb the Bootfitter,’ and so on, and the ‘story’ of my 

experiences in the Czech Republic. My presence as a narrator in the show was intended 

to create the assumption that parts of the fabula constructed by the audience could be 

‘true’, in the sense that the syuzhet ‘re-enacted’ events that had actually happened to me 

during my research. However, several interactions within the show underlined my 

unreliability as a narrator, both in relation to my personal story, and to my presentation of 

the historical material related to Czech tramping. Using the terms performance studies 

scholar Rebecca Schneider applies to documentary reenactment, we could say that 

Klasika attempted to call attention to the open, error-prone ‘interval’ between the 

‘original’ and the ‘re-performance.’18 We could also say that in much the same way as 

Czechs pieced together a dream ‘Amerika’ to fulfill their own political needs and desires, 

Klasika hinted that it might be editing and adapting an experience of Czech tramping to 

fuel its own goals. By underlining the gap between what might ‘really’ have happened, 

(both historically, and in my personal experience) and what the audience saw, I hoped to 

create a space where the audience could consider the ‘work’ of fiction in a broader, 

public sense. At times, this attention could represent what Kluge (following Adorno) 

would call an act of negative critique.19 So, the repeated questioning of narrative in 

Klasika might prompt us to criticize both Honza’s, and the Narrator’s storytelling in terms 

of its transformation of human experience into commodity. In other words, we could say 

that when Bára or tramps are ‘organized’ into coherent plots and characters, their 

autonomous feelings, desires, drives, memories and so on have been reduced into a 

kind of ‘resource’ for fiction. The broader consequences of this kind of thinking are 

suggested in Heidegger’s description of the forester, who learns to see all trees as a 

‘standing reserve’ of lumber; the stakes here are not simply that an individual person 

could be ‘used’ by another, but that we may collectively have forgotten how to see 

human experience as anything but ‘material’ for mass culture.20 

 

18 Rebecca Schneider, Performing Remains: Art and War in Times of Theatrical Re-enactment 
(Abingdon, Oxon: Routledge, 2011), 1-31. 

19 Pavsek, 192-3. 
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In Klasika, this critique was countered by what was likely a much more visible 

argument for the utopian possibilities of fiction. Certainly, many of the best qualities 

ascribed to historical tramping found their clearest realization in the extravagantly 

fictionalized story of the rodeo queens, and it is undeniable that the bulk of our stage-

time was spent extolling the virtues of stealing, editing and transforming a given reality 

into something better by stretching the literal truth. This gesture could also be felt in the 

music, which broke up the familiar gestures of folk-country with odd meters, the overtly 

artificial sounds of synthesizers, and influences from jazz and spoken word. Yet for all 

the comparison between the show’s folk-music-loving tramps and the rhinestone-

flaunting, artifice-embracing sisterhood of rodeo queens, Klasika was not intended as a 

battle between ‘truth’ and ‘fiction’. Nor was I hoping to guide our audience to the familiar 

conclusion that what we see as ‘truth’ is actually fictional, as relevant as that point might 

be to the project of negative critique. Instead, I was inspired by Kluge’s conception of 

illusion or ‘fantasy’ as a space where we might bring forward the ‘unrealized’, or failed, 

utopian projects of history.22 Accordingly, I think of Klasika as an optimistic show that is 

built from disappointments: Bára is spectacularly disappointed by the turn-out at her 

birthday party; both she and the Narrator find ‘real’ tramps lacking; the close 

collaborative relationship I hoped to have with Jan Foukal does not materialize; no one 

really gets to join their friends and “sing a song they have known for years,” because 

none of the songs in the show are really ‘classics’.  

Yet, Klasika attempted to counter what was missing from these realities by 

tracing points of hope that survive ‘underground’, in metaphor. These tiny ‘utopias’ could 

be glimpsed when characters sang to each other and the audience about the 

cooperative glittering of rhinestones, the cowboy boots that would eventually fit, or the 

tarp that makes a beautiful sound holding up to the (inevitable) rain. Through the course 

of the show, I tried to link these small interventions to history, tracing a common impulse 

across space and time. For example, we could find an analogy between the utopian 

 
20 Martin Heidegger, “The Question Concerning Technology,” The Question Concerning 

Technology and Other Essays, tr. William Lovitt (New York, Haverstown, San Francisco, 
London: Harper Colophon Books, 1977),3-35. 

22 Pavsek, 202-204. 
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meaning of a cowboy outfit worn by Czech tramps during the communist regime and 

Barb the Bootfitter’s ‘Bedazzling Period’ of the early 90’s. Likewise, the lobby display by 

Lukas Engelhardt (which featured cress sprouts growing on artifacts related to tramping 

culture) connected Klasika and its audience to a long tradition of casual hospitality. 

When Lukas offered the sprouts to visitors as open-faced sandwiches, he invoked a 

generous impulse that is central to tramping and shared across most cultures, but often 

suppressed at official events in North America. By ‘costuming’ our sandwiches as a 

lobby display we were able to share this impulse ‘underground’ from the large-scale 

economic relationships that dictate institutional catering. In a larger sense, we hoped 

that our gesture could stand for proof that the human capacity to be hospitable has 

survived the corporatization of food. In moments like this one, we could say that 

Klasika’s objective was to stage a sense of possibility, shared through time along a 

ladder of human relationships. This could explain why so many of the show’s most joyful 

moments occur in the characters’ pasts and are recounted as advice to other characters 

in a way that might prompt future action. It could also frame Klasika’s rather depressing 

final song, “The Pilsner”, as a call to search for the possibilities that might still be present 

in history. Even if everyone always does get the pilsner, the show’s final question 

remains: “So, what will you be having?”   

Conclusion 

Ultimately, the main lesson I have taken from Kluge’s ideas is not that a project 

like Klasika could express or achieve the goals of a real public sphere within one event. 

In fact, Klasika, like much of my work, left me with the feeling that what I hoped to 

achieve or communicate was not fully realized. No one left the event singing, “finally, a 

public sphere! Let’s get to work!” Most people did not even participate in the dance set-- 

our earnest offer for audiences to build their own ‘happy ending’ through the joys of 

collective social experience. I also have the sinking suspicion that many people liked the 

show in spite of its experiments with form and narrative, not because of them; 

conversely, by making an entertaining show, I may have compromised the audience’s 

ability to intellectually engage with what they were seeing. In terms of our process, I 

question whether the show’s culture of working friendship amounted to another 

encroachment of utility on interpersonal relationships – functionalizing something 
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spontaneous and informal within the rigors of a theatrical production schedule. Certainly, 

the discipline required to produce a project of Klasika’s scope was completely 

antithetical to the tramping values it celebrated; the various deadlines, meetings and 

rehearsal schedules were more reminiscent of the ultra-organized boy scouts (who 

tramps love to mock), or worse, the communist ‘pioneers’. Luckily, more than simply 

framing what an individual project could do, Kluge’s ideas have helped me orient toward 

a possibility of what I think my work could, or should do in the future by connecting it to a 

long history of utopian thought. So, despite its failures Klasika embodies at least one 

very tangible success that I will bring forward to my future work: the feeling that I am not 

working alone.  
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Appendix A. Photographic Documentation  

 

Figure 1. Barbara Adler with crew, shooting ‘Amerika’ in the Czech Republic, 
October 2014 

Photo by Josef Krijbich 

 

Figure 2. ‘Vandr’ in downtown Vancouver, with Rebecca Bruton, Megan Stewart, 
Robert Leveroos and Barbara Adler, March 2015 

Photo by Brit Bachmann 
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Figure 3. Robert Leveroos and Lukas Engelhardt grow grass screen for ‘Field 
Camp’ event at 611 Alexander Studios, August 22, 2015 

Photo by Megan Stewart 

 

Figure 4. Megan Stewart and Barbara Adler ‘vandr’ to Pandora Park for ‘Field 
Camp’, August 22, 2015 

Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 
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Figure 5. ‘Field Camp’ at Pandora Park, August 22, 2015 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 

 

Figure 6. Film screening at ‘Field Camp’, Pandora Park, August 22, 2015 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 
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Figure 7. Robert Leveroos and Paul Paroczai working on field sound guitar 
Photo by Barbara Adler 

 

Figure 8. Screenshot of article in Vandocument series 
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Figure 9. Klasika’s lobby display, designed by Lukas Engelhardt 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 
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Figure 10. Cress screen with project background 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 

 

Figure 11. Cress bucket with photo slideshow on IPhone 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 
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Figure 12. Audiences try cress sandwiches, served by Lukas Engelhardt 
Photo by Lukas Engelhard 

 

Figure 13. Live performance of Klasika. Opening scene with Robert Leveroos (Boy 
Reporter) and Barbara Adler (Narrator) 

Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 14. Robert Leveroos as ‘Boy Reporter’ 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 15. Barbara Adler sings ‘Classic’ with Ten Thousand Wolves and Ashley 
Aron as ‘Barb the Bootfitter’  

Photo by Paula Viitanen 

 

Figure 16. Megan Stewart as ‘Bara’ and Ashley Aron as ‘Barb the Bootfitter’ 
performing ‘Leather Says I Love You’ 

Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 17. ‘Bara’ meets ‘Honza’, played by Paul Paroczai 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 18. Dominique Wakeland and Julie Hammond as Czech tramps in ‘Still 
Walking’ 

Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 19. Julie Hammond as the bartender, with ‘Honza’ and ‘Boy Reporter’ 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 

 

Figure 20. Megan Stewart as ‘Bara’ packs for a vandr in ‘Queen of the Cloverdale 
Rodeo’ 

Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 21. ‘Boy Reporter’ and ‘Honza’ pack for their own vandr during ‘Queen of 
the Cloverdale Rodeo’ 

Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 22. Ashley Aron as ‘Barb the Bootfitter’ 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 23. ‘Honza’ and ‘Bara’ on a Czech hillside, in ‘Little Bit of the Dark’ 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 

 
Figure 24. Ten Thousand Wolves guitarist Gavin Youngash 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 25. Ashley Aron, Julie Hammond and Dominique Wakeland as ‘Barb the 
Bootfitter’, ‘Whippersnapper’ and ‘Sheri Bomb’ 

Photo by Paula Viitanen 

 

Figure 26. ‘Gold River’ 
Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 27. ‘Gold River’ 
Photo by Lukas Englehardt 

 

Figure 28. Director Kyla Gardiner gives notes to the cast  
Photo by Paula Viitanen 
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Figure 29. Barbara Adler and Gavin Youngash during post-show dance party 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 

 

Figure 30. Everyone always gets the Pilsner 
Photo by Lukas Engelhardt 
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Appendix B. Video Documentation  

Creator/Director: 

Daniel Wester 

File Name:  

etd9388-klasikafull594.mp4 

Description: 

The video documents the live performance of Klasika on October 30, 2015 at the Fei 
and Milton Wong Experimental Theatre, School for the Contemporary Arts, Simon 
Fraser University. The video was shot and edited by Daniel Wester, with additional 
footage by Yves Candau. The sound was recorded by Ben Rogalsky and mixed and 
edited by James Meger. 
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Appendix C. Production Script 

 
Klasika 

 

Book & Lyrics by Barbara Adler 

Directed by Kyla Gardiner 

Songs by Barbara Adler and Ten Thousand Wolves 
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Production Credits 

Klasika was first produced October 29 and 30th at the Fei and Milton Wong Experimental 
Theatre, School for the Contemporary Arts, Simon Fraser University  

 

Book & Lyrics by Barbara Adler 

Directed by Kyla Gardiner 

Songs by Barbara Adler and Ten Thousand Wolves 

Dramaturgy by DD Kugler and Kyla Gardiner 

 

‘High Hair Economics’ by James Meger and Barbara Adler 

‘Rhinestones’ by Barbara Adler and Shannon Scott 

Music for ‘The Pilsner’ based on ‘Vlajka Vzhuru Leti’ by Jenda Korda 

 

Set Design by Sophie Tang 

Costume and Lighting Design by Kyla Gardiner 

Sound Design by Caisha Bremner-Thompson, Kellen Jackson, Paul Paroczai and 
Vilhelm Sundin 

 

Lobby Design by Lukas Engelhardt 

Honza’s Guitar Designed and Built by Paul Paroczai and Robert Leveroos 

Poster, flier and program design by Barbara Adler 

 

Technical Director: Dana Ebtekar 

Stage Manager: Patricia Jiang 

Assistant Stage Manager: Jessie Huang 

Man Friday to Kyla Gardiner: Tim Mahoney 

 

Documentation: Paula Viitanen, Lukas Engelhardt (Photos), Daniel Wester, Yves 
Candau (Film) 

Sound Operator: Josie Lee 

Audio Engineer: Jean Routhier 

Sound Assistant: Gillian Hanemayer 

Lighting Operator: Matthew Ariaratnam 
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Characters: 

BARA: the daughter of Czech immigrants; an unsuccessful musician; thirty – Megan 
Stewart 

 
HONZA: a journalist working for Czech public radio; a bit older than thirty; mostly 

assigned to ‘local colour’ pieces – Paul Paroczai 
 
NARRATOR: presumably the ‘real’ person whose ‘true’ story the actors are re-enacting  

– Barbara Adler 
 
BARB THE BOOTFITTER: a late 30’s\early 40’s, bottle blonde Canadian ex-pat, who 

has become an authentically campy American Rodeo Queen – Ashley Aron 
 
BOY REPORTER: a magically intrepid journalist, who at times speaks like Fred 

Armisen’s send-ups of Ira Glass. He is able to cover the story in both Canada 
and in the Czech Republic, where he a genuine friend to Honza – Robert 
Leveroos 

 
ROOMMATE\SHERRI\BARFLY\BYSTANDER: appears as Bara’s roommate, and later 

as a young, wholesome Canadian Rodeo Queen, who acts as a mother figure to 
Barb – Dominique Wakeland 

 
WHIPPERSNAPPER\BARTENDER\BYSTANDERS: appears as Bara’s friend, and later 

as a mouthy, slightly weathered, short-short wearing Rodeo Queen, who teaches 
Barb about horse care – Julie Hammond 

 
CZECH YUPPY\ AUTHENTIC TRAMP(Male): appears as Bara’s roommate, and later as 

viciously insightful Czech tramp – Lucien Durey 
 
POLYSATIN QUEEN\LONE FEMALE TRAMP\BARFLY: Polysatin Queen is a very, very 

shiny Dolly Parton-esque rodeo queen, who crowns the young Barb. Also 
appears as the lone female tramp, and has a featured vocal role in the song, 
Gold River – Leah Abramson 

 
BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT – Gavin Youngash 
 
OTHER TRAMPS: David Biddle, Rebecca Bruton, Patrick Blenkarn, Ben Rogalsky, 

Emmalena Frederiksson, Jessie Huang, Corbin Murdoch, Kaitlin Stoneman 
 
THE BAND – TEN THOUSAND WOLVES:  Barbara Adler (vocals, accordion), Gavin 

Youngash (vocals, guitars), James Meger (bass guitar, acoustic bass, synths), 
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Skye Brooks (drums), Shannon Scott (vocals, synths), Emma Postl (vocals), 
Juhli Conlinn (vocals for dance set) 

Major Locations: a Czech hillside, a Czech bar, an American feed-store, a Czech 
museum of tramping, Gold River, the Boy Reporter’s studio, the bandstand 

NOTES:  

In scenes where group vocal arrangements were set with specific actors, their names 
are used rather than their character names. 

CHARACTER: Text that is set like this, is regular dialogue. It is spoken conversationally, 

even if it may be backed with music. 

 

CHARACTER: 
Text that looks like this 
is set to music. 
It may just be rhythmic speaking, 
but it has a closer relationship 
to the music than the regular 
dialogue. 
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List of Scenes and Songs 
 
ACT I 

Prologue to Act I: Czechs and Theft 

I.i: Waking to Sheep: CLASSIC (1) 

I.ii: Reconstructing the Birthday Disaster: TAKE ME BACK (2) 

I.iii: Barb the Bootfitter: HOW LEATHER SAYS “I LOVE YOU” (3) 

I.iv: Reconstructing the Meeting: SPRINGTIME IN ALASKA (4) STILL 

WALKING (5) 

I.v: Meet Honza, Aging Victim of Public Radio 

I. vi: Ballad of the Boy Reporter: WHO COULD LOVE A THING (6) 

I.vii: Utopian romance of mutual exchange: RATATA PRÁSK (7); GO GET 

YOURS, TRYING FOR MINE (8) 

 
ACT II 

Prologue to Act II: Not Exactly Political 

II.i: Packing for the Vandr: QUEEN OF THE CLOVERDALE RODEO (9) 

II.ii: Night of the Vandr: LITTLE BIT OF THE DARK (10) 

II.iii: Commentary: RHINESTONES (11) 

II.iv: Family of Rodeo Queens: HIGH HAIR ECONOMICS (12) 

II.v: At the Potlach: GOLD RIVER (13) 

II.vi: Queen of the Cloverdale Rodeo: WHO COULD LOVE A THING 

REPRISE (14) 

II.vii: FINALE: THE PILSNER (15) 



 

38 

ACT I 

Prologue: Czechs and Theft 

HONZA and BOY REPORTER enter and joins the NARRATOR. HONZA’S role here is 
mainly to trigger sound-design cues from a custom-built instrument, that is reminiscent of 
a guitar, but actually runs electro-acoustic samples.  

BOY REPORTER records the narrator. In this scene, and elsewhere, the NARRATOR’S 
tendency is to exaggerate the ‘truth’; HONZA shares this trait. BOY REPORTER takes 
pleasure in his journalistic obligation to rein them in. Not all of his adjustments of the 
microphone and recording equipment are necessary; some simply assert\test power. 

This scene introduces the trope of radio documentary\audio documentary, and shows 
some of the ways we will play with recorded\live sound, field recordings and archival 
material.  

BOY REPORTER: Listeners I wish to take this moment to acknowledge the ancestral, 

traditional and unceded Aboriginal territories of the Coast Salish Peoples, 

and in particular, the Squamish, Musqueam, and Tsleil-Waututh First 

Nations on whose territory we are gathered. Thank you and tune in next 

week.: we visited Southern Bohemia and had a chat with some of the 

fascinating characters in our thriving puppetry community. You won’t want 

to miss it.  

Cue boy reporter music. And advertisements. Boy reporter waves Narrator in. She 

enters and sits down at the table. 

BOY REPORTER preparing to record: Can you tell me what you had for breakfast? 

NARRATOR ad libbing, until stopped: …I had cereal…with blueberries…and…When 

does this air?  

BOY REPORTER: Thursday (Friday). You’ll hear the intro, and then I’ll cue you. 

Plays intro. 
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NARRATOR: This is a story about a man and a woman who like to record things. They 

both like to tell the truth as much as they like to lie. It starts with a 

character: the daughter of Czech immigrants.  

BOY REPORTER: The daughter of Czech immigrants speaks Czech as if she were 

chewing through wet paper towels.  

NARRATOR: Before she was born, the woman’s parents and her sister lived in 

Czechoslovakia, under the communist regime. There, they sometimes 

sang patriotic folk songs with people they didn’t choose to be friends with. 

This was one way people could show their solidarity to the Party: by 

singing the right songs, with emotion.  

BOY REPORTER: Could you watch your ‘esses’? 

NARRATOR (with exaggerated care): Sorry. 

NARRATOR (CONT.): The woman’s parents also had friends whom they genuinely 

loved. 

BOY REPORTER: (mimicking) ‘Sorry’. I missed that. Could you take it again?  

NARRATOR: The woman’s parents also had friends whom they genuinely loved. The 

soundtrack of their friendship was the popular music of the American 

Imperialists.  

Sample of a Johnny Horton song, that we will hear later in the dance set. 

NARRATOR: They fed that music to their acoustic guitars, packed those guitars into 

canoes and went camping.  

BOY REPORTER: They visited Czech nature spots, like Kanadsky Raj.  

NARRATOR: Kanadsky Raj: Canadian Paradise. In Czechoslovakia. Imagine that.  

Shift. BOY REPORTER triggers some element of sound design that conveys the 
romance of this  imaginary Czech-Kanada-Amerika.  
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NARRATOR (CONT.): Igor Stravinsky once said: good artists borrow; great artists steal. 

Conveniently located in the heart of Europe, the Czech lands have always 

been a popular stop for foreign occupiers. This historical relationship to, 

let’s call it -- ‘non-consensual exchange’—this history, might be why 

Czech people embrace Igor Stravinsky’s instructions for becoming a great 

artist. Czech people steal, creatively. One of the most celebrated ways to 

be a thief was discovered after the First World War by ex-soldiers and 

feral boyscouts.  

BOY REPORTER: They loved America, wild and free, as documented— 

NARRATOR: --as documented in adventure novels, penny westerns and cowboy flicks. 

Over the next hundred years or so, this group of Czech thieves helped 

themselves to ‘Amerika’.  

BOY REPORTER: They called themselves tramps. 

Building to a temporary ‘truce’ between the BOY REPORTER and NARRATOR. History, 
here, sounds a lot like fiction.   

NARRATOR: But they dressed up as Hollywood cowboys and ‘Indians’, Canadian 

lumberjacks and US soldiers, trappers and sailors, and every possible 

mutt in between.  

BOY REPORTER: They sang country and bluegrass music— 

HONZA triggers a sample of the song “Ruty šuty Arizona, Texas.” 

NARRATOR (with the recording): Karamba. 

BOY REPORTER: They built log cabins and frontier settlements— 

NARRATOR:-- and named them after exotic American places: 

BOY REPORTER: Lonestar… 
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NARRATOR: Dakota… 

BOY REPORTER & NARRATOR: Toronto. 

NARRATOR: Like the woman’s family, the tramps might have been looking for 

something that you could call freedom. I don’t know, exactly. Their first 

law was friendship. I know for sure they liked to sleep under the stars.  

BOY REPORTER: It seems like you could use a glass of water. We’ll take a break.  

I.i: Morning After the Vandr: CLASSIC (1) 

Early morning, just before the sunrise following the first night of HONZA and BARA’S 
vandr.  

BARA and HONZA lie side by side beneath a tree, cocooned in summer sleeping bags..  
Their gear is spread around them: two small backpacks; cowboy boots and old 
fashioned hiking boots; a small camping pot with dinner burned to the bottom; a guitar, 
an accordion in a soft case; a coonskin cap. Last night’s fire is still warm at their feet. 

We hear the barely audible sounds of crickets, birds and breeze. A church bell in the 
village marks the hour.  

THE BAND plays the intro and verse section of CLASSIC (1). The music is shimmery 
and delicate; audio fuzz crackles and place cues from the sound design (bird, breeze, 
church bell, etc.) are repeated as subtle musical elements. 

The Sheep move closer to HONZA and BARA. BARA watches them excitedly, over 
HONZA’S shoulder. She fumbles for her zoom recorder and tries to record the sound. 
One sheep seems to make eye contact with BARA. She laughs, trying to wake HONZA, 
who burrows deeper into his sleeping bag. The sheep are moving closer. BARA leans 
into HONZA again, nudging him as she angles the recorder to the sheep. 

 
SONG 1: CLASSIC (1) 
NARRATOR: 
There’s the city 
there’s the countryside 
Fantasy and real life 
I’d tell you which it is 
But I don’t know… 
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Survival or a cheap escape -- 
You’d think it would be easy 
to know which one’s at stake 
 
Was it freedom in the forest, 
or just another summer trip? 
It all depends, it seems 
on what you take as evidence… 
 
Here’s the day 
There was the night 
The difference is more pressing 
when you sleep outside 
 
Here is company 
There’s alone 
The difference takes on focus  
When you set out on the road… 
 
Watched the sun rise 
over your sleeping form 
Was it freedom in the forest 
or just people keeping warm? 
 

We hear the following dialogue as a recording, which BARA is presumably making in this 
moment. 

BARA: (laughing) Look – they’re lost. Hello, sheep….Hi.. 

HONZA (waking up sleepily): Hi…? Sheep…?   

BARA: I thought you said this was a traditional Czech tramping spot… 

HONZA coughs 

BARA: Allergies? I thought you said you liked the outdoors… 

HONZA: I’m allergic to sheep. 

As Company B Singers take the chorus, NARRATOR steps back, dismissive of this 
romantic turn of the narrative. 
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COMPANY B SINGERS AND BARB THE BOOTFITTER: 
She’s gonna fall, fall, fall 
for the one who sleeps beside her 
if only for the way they keep the wind off of her back 
And you can call what you hear next a lie--- 
the breeze has placed upon her lips 
But still it’s in the air:  

Field Recording of sheep sounds. We hear a recording of HONZA singing to himself as 
he packs. BARA is making this recording on the sly.  

HONZA:  
Go get yours…I’m trying for mine….. 

I.ii: Reconstructing the Birthday Disaster: TAKE ME BACK (2) 

A live radio interview. Each speaker comes and tells their part of the story to BOY 
REPORTER. The ROOMMATES and FRIENDS are more comfortable in this process 
than either BARA or the NARRATOR. In terms of delivery, the text is fast-paced. 
Imagine screwball comedy back and forths, set to stuttery music. This should be a high 
energy scene.  

Music: sets the motif that we will hear in “GO GET YOURS (REPRISE). At times, there 
is a self-important, spaghetti-western tinged flavor to the music. It helps us see that 
elevating this personal, everyday disappointment to the drama of documentary 
recreation is a bit ridiculous, and also seductive, to everyone involved. 

  
  TAKE ME BACK (2) 

  BOY REPORTER (rhythmically, in erratic time) 
  Now. Take us back— 
  t-t- take us back 
  to that moment: 
  you were: 
  Now. Take us back— 
  t-t- take us back 
  to that moment 
  when you first realized-- 
  In your own words, can you describe how it felt: 

NARRATOR: It’s not really about 

how I felt-- 

BARA: I don’t know… Sad, and… 

something else? 

 BOY REPORTER 
 You had just turned 30. 
 

NARRATOR: Is that really…? 
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BARA: I don’t think that’s really relevant here— 

 
 BOY REPORTER: 
 Take us back. Now. 
 To-to that moment when you first realized 
 you had just turned 30. 
 Were you surprised? 
  
 Help me understand: 
 Your friends threw you a 30th birthday surprise party. 
 You left the party.  
 
 You left for the Czech Republic. 
 You went to find something. 
 A song. Your past. A friend? 
 Tell me what you were looking for. 
 

BARA: I had this idea, that I could look up at the sky…. 

  
 BOY REPORTER:  
 I want to make sure I get this. 
 Can you be more specific? 
 Tell us: 
 what goes through your mind 
 in that moment? 
 

BARA: I had this idea of finding a river and lying down next to it. Then I’d look up at the 

sky and listen… 

 BOY REPORTER: 
 Woah.  
 You’ve said a lot there  
 that I’d like to unpack. 
 You were— 
 Now. 
 Woah. 
 You were – 
 Woah. 
 Take us back, 
 Take us back… 
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NARRATOR (attempting familiarity with reporter, then blurting): Well, you know… There 

was, there was something, like, a feeling, that I wanted to document. 

Something I hadn’t heard yet? I, I wanted to record the sound people 

make, right before they decide to put their arms around each other’s 

shoulders. Then they sing a song they’ve known for years. Beat. And you 

know what, if I didn’t get it for real, I think I would fake it.   

Awkward beat. That was distasteful to the BOY REPORTER. 

  
 BOY REPORTER (CONT.):  
 And I’d like to get to that story.  
 But first, 
 I spoke to some people  
 who were at your thirtieth birthday party,  
 and we have it on record 
  that you were 
 “cry-y-y-y-ing”. 
 I spoke to some people  
 who saw you leave. 

DOM: Ok, so I’m her roommate.  

BARA & NARRATOR: You talked to my roommates? 

FLASH to the party prep, before the day of the party; both roommates are bright-eyed 
and optimistic at this point. 

DOM: Look at this guest list! 

JULIE: I’m looking at it… 

DOM: Do you know what this means? 

Beat 

JULIE: It means we’re in business!  

DOM: Look at all of these yes’s! 

 JULIE:  
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 Look at all of these maybe’s! 

 If even one out of three 

DOM: maybe’s end up as ‘yes’s’ 

JULIE: Do you know what this means? 

BARA: Yes. 

NARRATOR: Yes. 

 DOM/JULIE: 
 It means, best party ever— 
 
 JULIE: 
 --we’d better prepare for it— 
 
 DOM: 
 --a debaucherous circus-- 
  
 JULIE: 
 --in service of friendship… 
  

ROOMMATE #1: Just look at these yes’s! 

ROOMMATES #2: Just look at this guest list! 

 
DOM/JULIE: 
It’s a BBQ Birthday Surprise Party, 
And having reviewed all the RSVP’S--- 
 

JULIE: We need sausages for twenty— 

DOM: No, thirty-- 

DOM AND JULIE: No, fifty! 
It’s the best party ever 
just look at these ‘yes’s 
just look at this guest list! 
  
In the service of friendship: 
let’s buy some more sausages! 

BOY REPORTER draws the roommates’ attention to a detail they’ve missed. 
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JULIE: Wait, this person who RSVP’d— 

DOM: Uh-huh? 

JULIE: They live in Toronto. 

DOM: But we’re in Vancouver-- 

JULIE: They’re coming from Toronto?   

DOM:  Must be. Who would RSVP, and then not-- 

 
JULIE: (Reading where other guests live):  
Toronto, Moosejaw, Kelowna, Lima? 
 

JULIE/DOM: Lima, Peru? 

JULIE:  
But who would RSVP to an event they’re not going to? 
  
DOM/JULIE: 
Who?  
Who? 

GAVIN: Sometimes, I RSVP that I’m coming, because I support events as, like, a 

concept? Beat. (laughing, hysterically) But oh no…Did you think it meant I 

was actually going to be there? 

FLASH to the party. One other friend has arrived, and is awkwardly trying to figure out 
how to jump out from behind things.  

BOY REPORTER: So, it’s the big day, and party attendance is-- 

DOM: Lukewarm.  

BOY REPORTER: The door opens. We see her face. 

NARRATOR: “surprise.” 

BARA: I’m not a great actor— 
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FLASH to the end of the party. BARA is sloshed on the couch, sitting with BLUEGRASS 
HOTSHOT. He’s late, impervious to the drama of the situation and doesn’t know BARA 
very well. He plays hot licks throughout. Let’s face it: they’re both drunk and tacky at this 
point, and some of this is end-of-the-party flirtation. 

BARA (looks around at the lonesome party): God. This is just like my last show… 

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT (playing guitar, not really listening): You play music?  

BARA: Accordion. My last show was a power play.  

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: Cool 

BARA: Not cool. A ‘power play’ is when there’s more people on stage than in the 

audience.  

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: Man, I just came back from the best tour of my life: 

Czechoslovakia. 

BARA (correcting): ‘Czech Republic’. My family’s from there. 

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: They’re crazy about bluegrass, anything ‘authentic American’.  

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: You have family there? You’d make a killing. 

BARA: A ‘killing’? Beat. Yeah, I’ve thought about it. There’s been a lot of power plays 

around here, lately. Beat, looking around. My parents raised me to think a 

party doesn’t start until the guitars come out and everyone’s singing.  

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: I know some campfire tunes… 

BARA: I don’t.  

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: Surprise.  

Singing loosely over HOTSHOT’S strum.  

 
 BARA (CONT.): 
 One way river… 
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BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: What’s that? 

BARA: Just a line I’ve had, kicking around forever. Beat Do you want to hear an 

authentic Czech joke? 

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: Sure. 

BARA:  What do you call a Boy Scout? 

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: What? 

BARA: A child dressed like an idiot, led by an idiot dressed like a child. 

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: I was in Cubs. 

BARA: Sure, everyone was.   

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT: I get it. You know what—you should just go.  

BARA: I have thought about it.  

 BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT (CONT.): 
 Land of one way rivers... 
 You never have to come back… 
 Find a better sky to gaze at 
 Don’t worry about the past… 

FLASH to interview 

NARRATOR: That’s not, um, that’s not really how I’d put it… 

BOY REPORTER: Isn’t it? 

NARRATOR: I wanted to record the feeling right before people agree to put their arms 

around each other’s shoulders.  

BARA: That’s the feeling. Not this. 

BOY REPORTER: There’s a difference?  

BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT 
One way river... 
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BLUEGRASS HOTSHOT & BARA 
 One way river… 

NARRATOR: I don’t know, exactly. 

BOY REPORTER: So, you left. You got on a plane to the Czech Republic. 

BARA (dismissive): No. I went to America to buy cowboy boots. 

I.iii: Barb the Boot Fitter: HOW LEATHER SAYS ‘I LOVE YOU’ (3) 

An American country feed store. This is the kind of place where you can buy huge bags 
of horse feed and fertilizer, as well as denim jackets with bald eagles on the back.  

BARA approaches a rack of cowboy boots. She passes BARB THE BOOT FITTER, who 
sits to the side, her chair tilted back, and her legs up and crossed at the ankle. Her 
cowboy hat is pushed down to shade her face from the in-store lighting, a classic 
cowboy pose. She’s reading a copy of Western Horseman magazine and chewing on a 
piece of straw. BARA doesn’t see her. She walks past with her focus on a print-out from 
a website about boot-fitting. 

BARB: You lookin’ for boots? 

BARA (startled): Oh, hi!  

BARB (looking sceptically at BARA’S clothing): For riding? (Disdainfully) Or are you 

looking for a fashion boot? 

BARA: I’m not really sure how to answer that. 

BARB: Well. Do you ride horses?  

BARA:  No…sorry. I actually need cowboy boots for hiking.  

BARB: For hiking, you’re prob’ly  gonna be better off with more of a…hiking boot. 

BARA: Yeah. No. I know. 

BARB watches as BARA tries to covertly read an internet print out. Scanning the line of 
boots, she finds a pair, checks the paper for some kind of confirmation, and pulls the 
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boots down. She awkwardly takes her street shoes off while standing, and wobbles on 
one foot while pulling the cowboy boot on, trying to keep her white sock off the visibly 
dirty floor of the store. 

BARB (from her seat, leaning back, pointing to chair that’s next to her): Helps if ‘ya sit 

down.  

BARA hopping on one foot, but trying to be dignified: I’m fine. I have very good balance. 

More hopping.  

BARB (CONT.): And that boot’s a size and a half too big for you anyway.  So you may 

as well git comfy.  

Standing, she takes a step toward BARA, who involuntary hops back. 

BARA (gets it on with an awkward jerk): No, but this fits. See? Takes experimental step 

forward. I’ve got…“heel lift”. Walking, with a bit of a strut. No, I think these 

are pretty comfortable. 

With a fluid, self-assured motion, BARB crouches down at BARA’S feet, and grips the 
top of BARA’s foot, chuckling to herself.  

BARB: Comfortable. If the instep’s this loose now, it’ll be a pair of granny slippers by 

next week.  

BARA: It feels right to me. 

 BARB: 
 Look.  
 This ain’t a street shoe. 
 

 BARA: I know that. 

  
 BARB: 
 You do?  
 Lookin’ at you – 
 I gotta hunch yer not really 
 lookin’ fer cowboy boots. 
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 BARA: Of course I am. 

 
 BARB: 
 You sure ‘bout that? 
 

 BARA (mumbles): Look. I’m going on a trip.  

 
 BARB: 
 Cowboy boots for hiking— 
 If you ask me— 
  

 BARA (getting irritated with BARB’S cowboy act): I didn’t. All I need is 

boots that I can walk in. 

 
 BARB: (really rubbing it in): 
 Cowboy boots ain’t made for walking… 
 

BARA: (turning to go): You don’t know what I need. 

BARB finds an alternative pair of boots and strongarms BARA into the chair. As she 
sings, she pushes and prods BARA through a choreographed boot-fitting process.  

  
INTRO TO “HOW LEATHER SAYS I LOVE YOU” (4) 
BARB: 
Let me tell you a little story.  
Don’t worry. 
It’s about me. 
Only moral is we find you a boot that fits. 

 (gesturing to her own, scuffed and worn boots) 

  
This is my first pair of cowboy boots 
fit to be called by that name. 
It’s sad, but true. 
I was once like you: 
Hopelessly bootless. 
Bootless and…helpless. 
  

BARA (sarcastic): Wait. You ain’t been cowboyin’ since you were a knee high to a sprat? 
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BARB: I grew up in West Vancouver.  

 
 BARB (CONT.)  
 And let me tell you 
 it took a good six months  
 to break these in 
 and five years more 
 to grow my skin  
 thick enough to let it go 
 that folks around here 
 always know I’m not 
 from ‘round these parts 
 
 Could be the accent-- 
 “Y’all.” 
 This ain’t my native tongue. 
 Could be that it took five years 
 of livin’ here  
 for me to buy a gun.  
 

BARB (CONT.): I have three guns, now. You? 

BARA: I have zero guns. 

BARB: Exactly. Which just proves that you’ve got no one to tell you what to expect from 

your very first cowboy boots.  

 HOW LEATHER SAYS “I LOVE YOU” (4) 
 BARB (CONT.): 
 Blisters are just the way 
 the leather says I love you 
  
 The hurtin’ of your feet 
 is you whisperin’ back 
 I love you too 

BARA struggles into a pair of boots that fit as snuggly as they should.  

BARB (prompting BARA to reveal): Those might just stand up to a hike, in— 

BARA: The ‘Old Country’. Czech Republic. 

BARB (warming to her): You’re Czech? Well, I’ll be. I’m 1\16th Ukranian. You visiting 

family? 
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BARA (pointedly ignoring the prompts): Look, is it supposed to feel like stabbing?  

BARB pulls off these boots, offers another pair.  

BARB: The trick is, don’t expect comfort now. But you should be able to imagine it 

somewhere on the horizon. 

 BARB (CONT.) 
 Battered and bruised 
 even if it’s not yet true 
 it will be. 
 E-ventually, 
 your boots could prove to be 
 your best buddy. 

BARB (CONT.): Right after your horse, obviously. Beat. Oh, I forgot. You don’t ride. (She 

didn’t forget). 

 BARB (CONT.) 
 Your boots are gonna be 
 your best buddy-- 

 

BARB (CONT.): Right after your truck. 

BARA: I don’t drive. 

BARB: Not even an ATV? 

 BARA shakes her head.  

BARB:  A scooter. 

BARA shakes, ‘no’ again. 

BARB: Well, holy shit. Look—what’s your name? 

BARA: “Barbara” 

BARB: Well, holy shit once more. My name is “Barb”. 

 BARB: 
 Don’t bother with the boot 
 that fits today’s wimpiness. 
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 You’d be better with a grip 
 that can take on future hardship.  
 Leather stretches, 
 skin gets tough. 
 This first part’s gonna be rough 
 on what you thought of as your strut. 
 You’re gonna suck at basic skills: 
 Like walkin’ 
 Like gettin’on… 
 
 But if you put in what’s due, 
 there’s a chance you’ll find 
 it holds with you 
 
 Battered and bruised, 
 even if it’s not yet true 
 it could be… 
  
 Put it to use, 
 even if it’s not the truth 
 there’s no reason to ignore it 
 ‘cuz it should be 

BARA struggles into a pair of exuberantly colored but otherwise practical cowboy boots. 
Although they are very tight, there is an instant and visible bond between woman and 
boot. 

BARA: What do you think about these? (Wincing) They’re tight…Except, they kind of 

look like something a rodeo queen would wear to prom. 

BARB: You’re not even close to looking like a rodeo queen. Beat. Just cowgirl up 

already, and tell me what you’re looking for. 

BARA: There are these people in the Czech Republic. They call themselves tramps. I’ve 

been reading about them on the internet; my parents have told me some 

things.  

(building, to a hokey, utopian speech): 
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They dress up as cowboys and they go hang out in the woods. For fun, and because 

they respect Nature. And the number one, most important rule, is 

friendship. A fellow tramp always gives the hand of friendship to their 

fellow tramps. So, if you see another tramp in the forest, you walk up to 

them, and you say ‘ahoj’. 

BARB: ‘Ah-hoy’? Like a sailor?  

BARA: ‘Ahoj’. It means ‘hi’. It’s like this signal they have, to show each other that they’re 

tramps. So you say ‘ahoj,’ and I say ‘ahoj’and the next thing you know, 

we’re walking together. And when the sun goes down, we find a field to 

sleep in, build a fire, and then put our arms around each other’s shoulders 

and sing until we fall asleep under the stars. As if this clarifies everything: 

I’m bringing my accordion. 

(gesturing to the boots) 

Look. I really like these. Are you sure they’re not too ‘rodeo queen’? 

BARB (ignoring the question): Well, at least take some matches. They have the store’s 

address on them. Beat. You know what? You send me a postcard from 

wherever you end up, and I’ll send you a little something about rodeo 

queens. Laughing to herself. You don’t even know the half of it.  

I.iv: Reconstructing the Meeting: SPRING TIME ALASKA (4); STILL 
WALKING (5) 

Prague, Czech Republic, weeks into BARA’S trip. BARA busks in the old town square. 
The NARRATOR plays accordion behind her. Pedestrians in contemporary clothing walk 
past, for the most part, ignoring them completely. BARA sings an adaptation of 
Springtime in Alaska, by Tillman Franks.  

SPRING TIME IN ALASKA (4) 

BARA: 
The summer runs fast 
and the winter runs slow 
My heart is the fireweed 
Hid six feet in snow 
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When it’s springtime in Alaska 
it’s 40 below 
 

A MOTHER with a ‘child’\doll enters and stops in front of BARA. The MOTHER stares at 
her in delight, pointing to the child, who is completely uninterested.  

MOTHER: Je-je, slečna má cowbojsky boty!  

NARRATOR (translating): Look. The young woman has cowboy boots. Wow.   

BOY REPORTER enters, with HONZA 

BARA & NARRATOR: 
The summer runs fast 
and the winter runs slow 
My heart is the fireweed 
Hid six feet in snow 
The song I keep singing 
won’t melt me a road… 

BOY REPORTER pulls out a notepad.  

BOY REPORTER:  So let me make sure I understand this. You’ve got two weeks left in 

your trip. How successful would you say you’ve been in finding 

these…tramps?  

NARRATOR: Sorry, I’m just about to--  

NARRATOR (rushing to make top of verse):   
I walked through the door 
With snow in my hair 
My girl felt the kiss of the chill evening air 

HONZA enters, dressed as a tramp 

HONZA & NARRATOR: 
You’ve been shut in all winter 
With your eyes on the road 
 
HONZA: 
Když je jaro v‘ Aljašce 
 
 
BARA & NARRATOR: 
When it’s Springtime in Alaska 
It’s forty below…  
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BARA: 
Woah.. 
 
HONZA: (as he exits, to join the band) 
Woah… woah.. 

Music transitions to kind of a pastiche on soul. The ‘romantic’ circumstances of their 
ridiculous meeting are sent-up. 

 

STILL WALKING (5) 
NARRATOR:  
I met him— 
 
BOY REPORTER: 
Yes? 
 
NARRATOR: 
I met him at the train station. 
 
BARA: 
Woah-- 
 
BOY REPORTER: 
No. 
 
NARRATOR + COMPANY B SINGERS:  
I met him in the woods. 
 
BARA: 
Woah-oh, woah-- 
 
REPORTER:  
No. 
 
NARRATOR: 
I met him in Staromák… 
 

BOY REPORTER (looking at notes):  You’re referring of course, to “Old town square…” 

You were busking? 

NARRATOR + COMPANY B:  
Yeah, that would have been pretty good. 
 
COMPANY B: 
Woah-oh, ooooh…. 
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BOY REPORTER: But that didn’t happen. Beat. Can you understand how this is difficult 

for me? Let’s take it again, and this time, please just be clear about what 

actually happened.  

NARRATOR (CONT.): 
I met him at a museum— 
it’s not the beginning  
I would choose. 
 
NARRATOR + COMPANY B: 
But it’s true … 
and this is, too: 
 
BARA, NARRATOR & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
He was long, long, long 
overdue… 
 
NARRATOR:  
Yes, I met him at a museum “potlach” 
JULIE:  

Potlatch? 
BOY REPORTER: 

 Po-tlach.  
DOM: 

 Potluck. 

NARRATOR:  

Po-tlach.   

BOY REPORTER: It’s a typical Czech tramp get together. Potlach. The word means, we 

get together for a little chat. Share booze and fire, and sings songs… 

BYSTANDER: Yet, ‘potlach’ sounds exactly like— 

NARRATOR: Exactly. But you have to listen for the accent. For instance: 

Focus shifts to BARA seated at a table, mid-flirtatious conversation with a CZECH 
YUPPY. They both speak slowly and exaggeratedly, trying to make each other 
understand. 

BARA: …so, I am here trying to find…tramps. České trempování. Tremps? 
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CZECH YUPPY: Really? You like trahmps?  

 
CZECH YUPPY (CONT.):  
This is amazing coincidence, 
What are the odds we would come to this? 
 
CZECH YUPPY & COMPANY B: 
Life is beautiful!  
What is the chance? 
 
CZECH YUPPY (CONT.): 
You see: 
I love Trahmps too! 
 
BARA (joining, with increasing confidence): 
This is an amazing coincidence? 
 
BARA & COMPANY B: 
I’ve waited so long to find someone else 
who— 
unbelievably unexpected! 
I love tramps too! 
 

BARA: Maybe you could help me. You see—my Czech isn’t so--- 

CZECH YUPPY (CONT.): I read all of his books.  

BARA: Wait, what?  

CZECH YUPPY: I must say—it is really so good to meet finally a girl who also loves 

Donald Trahmps.  

BARA: Wait, what did you say? 

CZECH YUPPY (CONT.): 
I love your American Donald Trahmps too… 
 

BARA: You have got to be … 

BARA gets up from the table. CZECH YUPPY vanishes into ignominious shadows.  

HONZA and BOY REPORTER stand apart. BOY REPORTER is fitting HONZA’s lapel 
mic, preparing him for some reportage. 
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HONZA: Can you try it closer this time? Last time you made my voice sound so young.  

They speak over the bars of the Still Walking 5 section (two counts of 5) 

BOY REPORTER (makes the classic joke): Don’t worry, I’ll fix it in post. 

Czech Yuppy’s friend arrives, and together, they confront HONZA about the dead scene. 
BARA begins her story. BOY REPORTER looks on protectively, as HONZA blunders 
through an attempted street interview. 

LUCIEN THE CZECH YUPPY (gesturing to HONZA’s mic and colourful western shirt): 

What are you supposed to be, a cowboy spy? 

BARA: 
It’s TRAMPS. Not Donald Trumps. 
But if I’m frank 
It has not been going well. 
 

LEAH THE CZECH YUPPY (to HONZA): Where’s the party?  

 
BARA: 
I went looking for tramps. 
They were here once 
 

HONZA: I am here with two youth, who have found the new energy of Czech tramping.-- 

LEAH (cuts him off): Is that your real shirt? 

LUCIEN: Let’s go. This place is dead.  

BARA:  
Faded posters in the village pubs-- 
You could see they walked here once… 
 
Some of them 
 are still walking 
Some of them 
are still walking 
Some of them are-- 
 
fading in the village pub 
they were here once 
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NARRATOR: So I went to a potlach held at a museum. And it was hard to tell what I was 

looking at it. 

BOY REPORTER: Because? 

NARRATOR: Because it’s a museum. Maybe everything’s an artefact.  

BOY REPORTER: There’s a seven piece band, with seven men playing acoustic guitars. 

Seven men strum the same strum in unison. 

BOY REPORTER:  
windshield wiper unison 
  
   NARRATOR: 
        windshield wiper unison 
 
BYSTANDER: 
                 windshield wiper unison 
 

NARRATOR: I recorded it anyway. He must have seen me do that. 

BARA: I think I saw him first. 

NARRATOR & BARA :  
Wild hair. 
A vintage backpack . 
He turned when I walked past. 
 

BARA: He had some kind of recording device. 

MUSIC SHIFTS 

BOY REPORTER: You caught each other’s eyes? 

NARRATOR: Once… 

BARA: Twice. He followed me out.  And the first words to come from his mouth were: 

HONZA:  
Bejbe, Bejbe, Bejbe, Bejbe. 
 

BOY REPORTER: That could be true. His name is Honza.  
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NARRATOR: He’s a musician, bejbe.  

BOY REPORTER: And bejbe he makes documentaries. 

BARA: I’m looking for tramps— 

HONZA (flirtatious): No, I am looking for tramps— 

BARA: 
What an amazing coincidence! 
What are the odds, 
What is the chance-- 
 
BARA (CONT.): 
A man and a woman, 
both looking for--- 
 
HONZA & BARA: 
Tramps 
What an amazing coincidence: 
I am looking for tramps 
 
HONZA, BARA: 
 too…  
 

BARA (flirtatiously to HONZA): He complimented my Czech— 

HONZA (correcting): -- your voice. 

BARA (to audience): We left together. 

We see HONZA and BOY REPORTER leave together, to enter the next scene. 

I.v: Meet Honza, Aging Victim of Public Radio 

HONZA and the BOY REPORTER take a midday break from work, and drink together at 
their regular bar. The BOY REPORTER’s notebook sits open next to a pint of beer. 
HONZA’S portable recorder\instrument hangs off the back of his chair. His shotgun mic 
is propped against his pint of beer. His speech is more fluent than usual because 
HONZA and BOY REPORTER are speaking their own language. We meet them in the 
midst of a beery conversation. A piano player plays in the background. 

 
BOY REPORTER (sarcastically, to Honza): 
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What an amazing coincidence 
what are the odds 
what is the chance-- 
A man and a woman 
both looking for tramps… 
 

BOY REPORTER (CONT.) (raising a glass): To your new story. They drink. So. Will you 

let her speak for herself?  

HONZA: I might be working on a pitch… 

BOY REPORTER: Documentary? Or fiction.  

HONZA doesn’t respond. 

BOY REPORTER: So, fiction. Beat. You could try just listening to your subject. 

HONZA: The problem is I do listen. So I know how boring people are.  

BOY REPORTER: Everyone has a story.  

HONZA: Yes, and you and I both know that without us, these stories are very boring. 

Look, the people we talk to, they can’t help it-- it’s reality-- 

BOY REPORTER: --exactly-- 

HONZA: I have hundreds of hours I’ve taken from these boring people. And I love it 

more than they ever could, because I’m going to do something with it. 

Shift to teasing. Look, is it my fault that I tell their stories better than they 

do?  

BOY REPORTER: Here we go. 

HONZA: And I will tell them even better in my film.  

BOY REPORTER: (changing tack in the argument) Maybe. But it sounds like you don’t 

just want to make films, do you— 

HONZA: Well— 
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BOY REPORTER: You think you’d be pretty good in your films, too. Don’t you. 

HONZA: …I could perform, yes, if I needed to. 

BOY REPORTER: There you have it, ladies and gentlemen. The director wants to be the 

star. Beat. Wouldn’t you miss our work?  

BOY REPORTER hands HONZA his microphone. HONZA assumes the posture of a 
public radio reporter, familiar to us from the CBC. You can hear that he has been taught 
to adopt a certain folksiness, which is at odds with the formality of his text.  

 

HONZA: Good evening, listeners. Today my story has led me to Benešov, a small town 

that, despite its size, is full of fascinating characters. Mr. Luboš Zajíček 

has agreed to participate in our survey of Czech national drinking habits.  

BOY REPORTER (getting overly close to the microphone): Hello? Yes, thank you. 

HONZA: So, you see here, Mr. Zajíček, we have lined up three typical Czech beverages.  

As he speaks, HONZA gets samples of each drink from the bartender. She plays along. 
They’ve done this many times. 

HONZA (CONT.): Red Wine from Moravia. Slivovice from the private orchard of Mr. 

Hašek’s grandfather. And finally, we have a nice, tall glass of pilsner. And 

which do you prefer?    

BOY REPORTER thoughtfully sips each of the three beverages. 

BOY REPORTER: Will this be on TV? 

HONZA: As you can see, Mr. Zajíček, there is no camera.  

BOY REPORTER (taking his time in an annoying way): I…Let me see. Hmmm. This is a 
difficult question, Mr. Reporter. Well. Hmmm.  

BOY REPORTER’s hemming and hawing forces a long radio silence, that makes 
HONZA crazy. 
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HONZA: Ah, listeners. He prefers the pilsner!   

HONZA flirtatiously turns to the bartender. BOY REPORTER provides foley sounds for 
the next exchange. It’s a game they play: HONZA is challenging him with sounds that 
are difficult to perform. 

HONZA: My documentary today comes to you from Ledečko. I am here with Mrs.— 

BARTENDER: Ms. You know that. 

HONZA: One can hear the murmur of the Sázava river, the soothing sound of 

vacationers enjoying the water sports, and of course the din of an 

economy that is bustling, now that the local mining industry has started to 

recover, slowly, from the abuses of the Communists. Now tell us, Ms. 

Jitka Svobadova: which drink do you prefer?  

BARTENDER shoots the brandy, pushes aside the wine, and takes a long gulp of the 

pilsner. 

BARTENDER: The pilsner, Honzo. Of course. 

HONZA (sighing): Of course. 

BOY REPORTER: Hello, I am a quirky elderly man from a small town! I have created the 

Czech Republic’s first all-goat puppet theatre.  

HONZA: The puppets are goats? 

BOY REPORTER: No, the goats are the puppeteers! 

HONZA: And which drink do you prefer? 

BOY REPORTER: The Pilsner. Of course. Have you ever had a different answer? 

HONZA (shortly): No. Well, there you have it, listeners.  

BOY REPORTER: Tune in next week, when Honza will convene a panel on— 
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HONZA: --on why I’m stuck here with you. Beat. But tonight is another night, another 

chance.  

HONZA bundles his recording gear together. He looks thoughtfully at the microphone 
and the recording device, coming to a decision. 

HONZA (CONT.): In fact, tonight might be a very big chance. 

BOY REPORTER: You’re leaving?  

HONZA ignores BOY REPORTER, and stumbles out of the bar. He sings the chorus of 
GO GET YOURS, TRYING FOR MINE sloppily, thoughtfully. 

 

 HONZA: 
 You can go get yours… 
 I’m trying for mine 
 Go get yours 
 I’m trying for mine 

I.vi: Ballad of the Boy Reporter: WHO CAN LOVE A THING? (6) 

A country song. BOY REPORTER is wounded by HONZA abandoning him to seek his 
fortune elsewhere. For him, this song is also a defense of the ‘boring’ job of being a 
reporter.  

WHO CAN LOVE A THING? (6) 
BOY REPORTER: 
There are those who savour 
whatever drink they’re poured… 
 

BOY REPORTER accepts a pilsner from the BARTENDER, and takes a sip. 

 

BOY REPORTER (CONT.): Thank you, that’s delicious. 

 
BOY REPORTER (CONT.) 
While others are so bored 
that they can taste it. 
My friend, he has a talent 
for ignoring what is present. 
Never got a drink 
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without wonderin’-- 
should I upgrade it? 
 
You don’t care for news unless  
it tells a story. 
And if that story’s not about you, yet-- 
you make it. 
My friend, you have a talent 
for ignoring what is present. 
Could you love a thing 
without wondering 
could I change it? 

BOY REPORTER sags into his beer 

 
NARRATOR: 
There are those who drink 
whatever they’ve been poured. 
And if the taps are dirty they don’t  
taste it. 
My friend, it wakes your senses 
to say, this isn’t all there is 
Who can love a thing 
without wonderin’ 
could I change it?  
 

BOY REPORTER revives himself, barely 

 
NARRATOR & BOY REPORTER 
Our friend might just be talented 
at loving for a benefit. 
Never met a fact, 
without wonderin’ 
can I change it? 
 
BOY REPORTER: 
Could you love a thing 
without wonderin’ 
can I change it? 

I.vii: Utopian romance of mutual aid: RATATA PRÁSK (7); GO GET YOURS, 
I’M TRYING FOR MINE (8)   

BARA waits for HONZA at a bar, somewhere in Prague. She is nursing a beer as she 
writes a postcard to BARB. There is far too much stationery on the table for her to look 
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like she belongs. It’s a place where Czech people go, and we can hear Czech 
conversation, as well as some obnoxious tourist English.  

The CUSTOMERS who accompany BARA are Czechs who insert themselves into the 
odd spectacle of BARA’s letter writing.  

 

INTRO TO RATATATA PRÁSK (7)	   
 
BARA (sings to herself ):  
“Ruty šuty Arizona, Texas… 
 

LEAH/DOM/JULIE: …Karamba 

 

BARA: (writing):  Dear Barb the Bootfitter… 

 
BARA (CONT.): 
“Ruty šuty Arizona, Texas… 
“Ruty šuty Arizona, ma… 
 
 I loved this song in fifth grade. 
Which, I think, explains my mistake… 
I thought: 
 

BARA (CONT.): Arizona is the capitol of Texas. And Texas is a district in the southern 

tip— 

LEAH\DOM\JULIE: Prásk? 

BARA: --of Czechoslovakia. So, dear Barb the Bootfitter… 

 

BARA & LEAH\DOM\JULIE: Karamba! And welcome to Czexas! 

 
RATATATA PRÁSK (8)  
BARA:  
He taught me the sound 
a Czech cowboy must know, 
A gun goes: 
Ratatata prásk! 
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LEAH\DOM\JULIE: 
Ratatata prásk! 
 
BARA (coy): 
It’s been a little ratatata prásk for us…. 
 
laughing 
 
He thinks the word for a 
real deal Amerikan shoot-out 
is ‘gang bang’ 
 
As in: Bang! Bang! Bejbe-- 
 
LEAH\DOM\JULIE: 
--Bang! Bang! Bang! 
 
BARA: 
Bejbe… 
When he was a little boy 
he collected Coca Cola cans; 
his Canadian Aunt sent overseas 
 
JULIE & DOM: 
Ratatata  
 
JULIE, DOM, LEAH: 
Ratatata Bang Bang  
Prask 
 
BARA: 
Now he and I, 
it’s a little like a bulls-eye-- 
 
LEAH/DOM/JULIE: spoken: 
Prásk! 
 
BARA: 
He and I… 
 
DOM, JULIE, LEAH: 
Ratatatata 
 
BARA: 
We both hate the, 
ratata 
Coke--- 
 
LEAH: 
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Corp-er-eh, a-reh-hey 
 
BARA: 
Corporation… 
 
LEAH: 
Ratata reh-hey-a-reh-hey-- 
 
DOM, JULIE, MEGAN: 
Ratata reh-hey-- 
 
DOM, JULIE, LEAH: 
Prásk! 
 
BARA: 
And ruty šuty, could it be  
we meet in mistranslation, 
ratatata-reh-hey? 
 
Or-- 
 
BARA & DOM, JULIE, LEAH 
bang, bang, bang-- 
 
BARA: 
Is it luck? 
Is that the ratatata prásk for us? 
 
DOM & LEAH: 
Ratatata reh-hey---- 
 
LEAH, DOM, JULIE: 
Prásk! 
 
BARA: 
And ratatata should I try 
to close my eyes and trust? 
I just don’t know what-- 
  
LEAH, JULIE & DOM: 
Exactly-- 
  
BARA: 
What--  
 
DOM: 
Exactly-- 
  
BARA: 
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I can see neither does he exactly… 
 
DOM & JULIE:  
Bang Bang prásk,  
I don’t know what  
exactly 
 
LEAH: 
Could that be enough…Could that be enough 
 
MEGAN: 
Could that be enough 
 
DOM, JULIE, MEGAN: 
To feel this ratatata prásk 
 
LEAH:  
A-reh-hey… 
 
LEAH: 
A-reh-hey-hey…. 
 
LEAH: 
A-reh-hey… 
 
LEAH & DOM: 
A-reh-hey-hey…. 
 
BARA & JULIE: 
To recognize the lightest brush 
to set our sights toward the trace of some 
toward the trace of something ratatatata 
To set our sights… 
 
BARA: 
toward the trace of something 
that we can’t quite touch… 

She finishes writing her postcard and realizes her letter is spread across a stack of ten of 
them. 

BARA (CONT.): Wow. OK. I hope you know what you asked for, Barb the Bootfitter. 

HONZA arrives. With his entrance, a typical Czech waiter starts to serve pint after pint of 
typical Czech beer: big pint glasses with a handle. There is a kind of choreography with 
the coasters that HONZA and the WAITER understand very well, that BARA does not. 
She is swept up in it as the song builds. The rest of the ensemble emerges from their 
beer drinking posts and is swept up too. 
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BARA: OK. Tell me everything you know. If we’re gonna do this, you need to tell me 

what you’re looking for. 

HONZA: It’s like a game. It was like a game tramps used to play. Between themselves, 

and the communists. Bejbe, I’ll show you: 

 
GO GET YOURS, TRYING FOR MINE (8) 
HONZA (CONT.): 
Monday to Friday: 
Wear your face for The Party  
Saturday, Sunday 
ride the rails to the country 
 
We’re in a train station crowd: 
look at them, their eyes are flat 
But you would find me-- 
Shouldering the same pack. 
We’re signaling 
 
So, you and I would meet up 
Saturday morning 
Leave our names in the city 
don’t need them where we’re going 
 
That was an energy 
That was a feeling 
That’s what it would have been— 
 

HONZA: You know, everyone laughs at me when I say I am looking for tramps, that I am 

looking for Amerika.  

 

CUSTOMER #1: You want to go to America? 

CUSTOMER #2: The border’s open. Just go. 

HONZA: No one understands this energy. 

 
BARA: 
Could there be a river 
running on through trees? 
A one way river: 
no way back to the city…. 
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HONZA: 
I can tell you there’s a river 
 
BARA:  
You dreamt about that too? 
 
HONZA: 
It’s called Gold River 
 
BARA & HONZA: 
I’m looking for that too 
 
HONZA (CONT.): 
I could help you through 
I’m looking for that too 
 
You could go get yours 
I’d be trying for mine 
You could go get yours 
I’d be trying for mine 
  
HONZA & BARA: 
Go get yours 
I’m trying for mine 
  
HONZA: 
And these fine longings 
fit together 
  
It’s a secret in the eye 
any animal would recognize 
Don’t you hear the dogs  
how-owling 
 
BARA: 
If I met a tramp on Tuesday? 
  
HONZA: In the city? 
  
HONZA:  
Yes, in the city they are liars 
 
BARA: 
If I met you on a Tuesday? 
  
HONZA: 
I would act like all the others 
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BARA: 
And Saturday morning? 
 
HONZA: 
We would meet to play this game  
  
BARA: 
Cowboy hats and blue jeans? 
 

HONZA: It’s your fantasy, bejbe-- 

  
HONZA (CONT.): 
I’d tell you what I’d dreamed 
  
HONZA, BARA & ENSEMBLE: 
Signaling 
 
HONZA:  
Amerikan music… 
 
BARA: 
Escape into the woods… 
 
HONZA:  
Something good is coming… 
 
BARA & ENSEMBLE: 
It might meet us in the woods… 
 
BARA & HONZA: 
I really think it could-- 
That is the feeling--- 
 
ENSEMBLE: 
That’s what it used to be, 
I could believe in-- 
 
HONZA: 
You can go get yours 
 
BARA: 
I’m trying for mine 
Go get yours 
  
HONZA: 
I’m trying for mine 
  
HONZA & BARA: 
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Go get yours 
I’m trying for mine 
And these fine longings 
fit together 
  
BAND: 
Your body’s in a stance 
any animal could understand 
  
COMPANY B SINGERS: 
Don’t you hear the dogs how-ling? 
 
HONZA & BARA: 
That was an energy 
Could it walk again? 
 
ENSEMBLE: 
It was theirs’ 
  
BAND: 
But now it’s mine 
It looks like yours 
  
HONZA: 
It feels like mine 
  
BARA: 
We’ll go get yours 
  
BAND: 
And we’ll find mine 
  
ALL: 
So these fine longings fit together 
These fine longings  
These fine longings— 
 

HONZA: I’ll meet you next Saturday at the train. Pack light. 

END ACT 1 
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ACT II 

Prologue to ACT II: Not Exactly Political 

The BOY REPORTER and the NARRATOR record another prologue together. 

BOY REPORTER: Do me a favour, can you stick with the— 

NARRATOR: What. 

BOY REPORTER (sigh):  Nevermind. P’s to the side, please and thank you. Beat. Plays 

intro music. Whenever you’re ready. 

NARRATOR:  What the tramps were doing in the woods-- it wasn’t exactly illegal. But 

after the first World War, Czech society was mostly capitalist, 

conservative and borgeois. 

BOY REPORTER: And tramps were… 

NARRATOR: Well, they looked like a bunch of lefties playing dress-up in the forest. But 

they weren’t organized enough to arrest... 

BOY REPORTER: It wasn’t really illegal. 

NARRATOR: And it wasn’t really an organized movement. But sometimes, these self-

aggregating little groups of thieves did agree on bigger causes. Some tramps joined the 

early communist party and others joined anti-fascist organizations. 

BOY REPORTER (allowing the point): And when an official decree made it illegal for a 

man and a woman to sleep in the same tent without a marriage 

certificate, the tramps called a protest.  

NARRATOR: Fifteen thousand of them showed up. They occupied a brewery.   

BOY REPORTER: Still, what they were doing in the woods—it wasn’t exactly political, 

and it wasn’t officially illegal. Cues sound 
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NARRATOR: But by 1948, the Czech Communist Party was more or less the only 

political party.  

Beat. 

BOY REPORTER: The state sent secret police into the forest… 

NARRATOR: And a lot of Czechs dressed up as American cowboys found themselves 

‘volunteering’ to build roads. The tramps continued to steal. They stole 

time that officially belonged to the Party, and spent it on re-creation— 

BOY REPORTER: Recreation. 

NARRATOR: And when the borders closed, they travelled to a country inside their 

country. Turns out the fabulous Gold River of the Klondike flowed through 

Czechoslovakia.  

BOY REPORTER: Sázava River. 

NARRATOR: Gold River. I know for sure, they sang about stars… 

II.i: Packing for the Vandr: QUEEN OF THE CLOVERDALE RODEO (9) 

BARB’S initial text is LO-FI RECORDED SOUND, with lots of hand movements on the 
device, breath, etc: 

BARB (recording): Hello? Checking. Check. Aw, crap. Which one is the thingy…Hold 

on…Is it recording? Check. Check. Czechoslovakia (she laughs at her 

own joke).  

Loud hand noise of recording device being stopped. Lights fade up on the actor playing 
BARB, who speaks along with the recording until she replaces it, continuing the text, 
live.  

Lights gradually fade up on BARA, who is listening to the audio on a phone or computer 
as she packs for her first vandr with HONZA. She is having a hard time deciding what to 
bring, and is sorting her belongings into two general piles. One pile has recognizable 
camping gear: a pup tent, a sleeping mat, a classic blue tarp, and typical MEC-style 
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clothing. The other pile has the more romantic options: a tiny, vintage army pack, a 
Colombian poncho, coonskin hat, skin water gourd, cowboy boots, accordion. BARA is 
dorky enough that there could be hand-printed ‘Yes’ and ‘No’ signs designating the piles.  

BARB: Well, howdy rodeo queen. In your last em pee three letter, dated yesterday, you 

asked my advice on how to pack light. 

BARA: I asked, “how do you pack to go camping that isn’t really camping?” 

She pauses the recording, and picks up the messily folded tarp, awkwardly trying to roll 
it tighter. 

BARA (CONT.): “Pack light,” he said. “We’re not going camping. We’re going tramping. 

Try not to look like a ‘turista’”.  

BOY REPORTER: ‘Turista’ is what Czechs call a hiker. Sounds a bit like ‘tourist’, doesn’t 

it.   

BARB: Now, I’m gonna tell you a little story. Don’t worry. The only moral is you figure out 

what to take. The first thing you gotta ask yourself is, what’s available? 

 

INNTRO to QUEEN OF THE CLOVERDALE RODEO (9) 
BARB (CONT.): 
It’s West Vancouver 
in the— 
let’s call it the early 90’s. 
I was in my— 
 
We’ll say it was my late teens. 
And the availability of dreams 
that seemed worth my work 
or time— 
 
Well, I was starting to find the availability of dreams was 
low. 
 
My friends all wanted to be Club Med Agents  
because they heard you travelled for free.  
Or, for those who made it to university 
You might find work that was a bit more… science-y.  
 
COMPANY B:  
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You could be: 
 
BARB: 
A Test Subject in New Studies 
Studying the Possibility 
That There Just Might Be 
Negative Health Consequences 
to – 
Smoking …  
 
Let’s call it the early 90’s 
The possibility of landing a dream 
that fit someone like me was, 
 
Let’s call it, less likely than lung disease-- 
 

BARA: Yikes. 

BARB: It was a dark time.   

 
BARB (CONT.): 
Big hair and burnouts 
Jean jackets and classic rock 
If it wasn’t grunge, it was Mötley Crüe 
If it wasn’t Keds,  
It was Come F*ck me boots 
Or  
Demi-Come F*ck me boots— 
 
 
BARB (CONT.):  
These were dark times… 
 
INSTRUMENTAL 
 
BARB (CONT.) 
A fine time to lose all hope? 
Nope. 
 
‘Cuz I was too busy BeDazzling, 
putting rhinestones on all my denim. 
 
BeDazzling the bejeezus 
outta my jeans, my vests and my jackets… 
 

BARA: Hello, 80’s. 
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BARB (CONT.):  
And look here, honey. I wasn’t nostalgic for the 80’s. 
Those were crap too. 
 
BARB: 
It sounds like fashion,  
true— 
But sooner, or later 
it’s a matter of making a decision:  
You could buy-in. 
 
Or you could hate what you’ve been given 
but take it on the sly 
Change it, edit 
make it fit your stride 
 

 (rousingly) 

 
You could be born in West Vancouver, 
but it’s not where you have to die. 
You can try— 
Change your life---    
 
 

BARB: I do get carried away… 

BARB (CONT.): 
It’s a matter of looking around 
to see what’s already there. 
 
In the early 90’s, I had: 
 
Jeans. 
Come F*ck Me Boots.  
Big hair. 
 
Jeans. 
Boots. 
Big hair. 
 
Jeans. 
Boots. 
Big hair. 
 
Bedazzle the jeans 
Cowgirl the boots 



 

82 

A rhinestone crown 
in your cloud of hair 
 
And whadda’ya know 
I was half of the way 
to most of the dream…  

   
BARA: 
Ok. What do I have?  
 
BARB: 
Jeans 
Boots  
Big hair 
 
BARA: 
I have the pack: 
 
Definitely not Gortex mountain hiker. 
More like: Main Street Fixie biker. 
 
BARA & COMPANY B: 
With weak straps. 
So pack light-- 

She looks through the small pile of things that are coming along, considers, and then 
removes two tiny pairs of underwear. 

  
BARA (CONT.) 
Save weight. 

She puts the tent into the ‘no’ pile. 

  
BARA (CONT.): 
It’s tramping. 
Not camping. 

 
BARA & BARB: 
Czech Tramping.  
Not camping. 
 
 
BARA (CONT.): 
OK. 
You lose most of your heat  
from the top of your head… 
And anyway, I miss my cat. 
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BARA puts what she is bringing into the small pack and then considers the tarp. As she 
sings the next part, she dance-fights the tarp, which, let’s face it, actually is hard to pack 
on your own. 

BARA (CONT.): 
There’s always room for a map. 
But the tarp is hard to pack. 
 
It reminds me of home. 
It’s gonna rain. 
 
BAND: 
Always has,  
always will. 
 
BARA: 
The tarp reminds me of home 
It’s hard to fold on your own. 
 
I don’t think a tramp would like the aesthetic. 
But from where I stand this hard to handle  
brand of ugly is a -- 
classic. 
 
COMPANY B SINGERS: 
It’s disappointment: 
nothing ever seems to change— 
 
BARA: 
Planning for a golden tan, 
coming back beige… 
 
BARA & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
But still, 
I love the sound  
that bright blue ceiling makes 
holding up to rain… 
 
BARB: 
Bedazzle the jeans 
Cowgirl the boots 
A rhinestone crown 
in your cloud of hair 
 
And whatta’ya know 
I was half of the way 
to most of the dream 

 
Half of the way 
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to … 
 

BARB (CONT.): So, it’s the early 90’s, West Vancouver, and I was in my late teens. I 

had bedazzled nearly every scrap of clothing I owned and was sneaking 

outta my parents’ place at all hours, just me and my mud brown Chevy 

Chevette, getting to where I wanted to go: 

 
BARB (CONT.): 
I was half of the way 
to most of the dream: 
 
Half of the way to becoming  
Queen 
Queen 
Queen— 
of the Cloverdale Rodeo 
 
Queen 
Queen 
of the Cloverdale Rodeo 
 
BARA (thoughtfully; she takes up the image): 
Queen 
Queen of the rodeo… 

BARA picks up the accordion, and addresses it 

 
BARA: 
The question always is: 
Do I bring you, 
 
BARA & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
You bruise every muscle, every bone in my back 
  

Trying it out on the pack; it’s awful 

 
BARA & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
The question always is, 
Are you worth it? 
 
BARA: 
You weigh like lead and you tip my pack-- 
 
COMPANY B SINGERS: 
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“Keep it light”-- 
  
BARA: 
Right. 

 
BARA & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
Queen of the rodeo 
 

BARA picks up her pack, which should be a hybrid of impractical ‘authentic’ tramp gear, 
and her nostalgic Vancouver camping touches. It’s heavy.  

 
COMPANY B SINGERS: 
It’s not light… 
 
BARA: 
Right.   
 

Remembering BARB’S song about boots 

 

BARA (CONT.): Time to cowgirl up, I guess. 

 
 BARA: 
 Leather stretches 
 
BARA exits. 
 
 COMPANY B AND BARB: 
 It’s heavy… 
 
 NARRATOR:(repeating to end): 
 Jeans, Boots, Big Hair  
 
 BARB: 
 Leather stretches 
 
 COMPANY B: 
 Heavy like a little bit of here 
 a little bit of back then 
 
 BARB:  
 Leather stretches, 
 skin gets tough 
 
 COMPANY B: 
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 A little bit of here 
 A little bit of back then 
 
 BARB: 
 Leather stretches 
 skin gets tough 
 
 COMPANY B: 
 Heavy like a little bit of 
 
 COMPANY B: 
 Queen of the Cloverdale rodeo 

 
 
 NARRATOR + COMPANY B: 
 Heavy like a little bit of here 
 A little bit of back then 
 Bring a little bit o’--- 
 Queen of the Cloverdale Rodeo 
  

II.ii: Night of the Vandr: LITTLE BIT OF THE DARK (10) 

Night is falling on HONZA and BARA’s vandr.  They are preparing camp on the hillside 
from the opening scenes. They have taken their packs off and are gathering wood and 
stones for a small fire. It is not so dark that they need headlamps, but strangely shaped 
shadows are beginning to grow in the bushes, where most of the firewood is. Both BARA 
and HONZA move somewhat hesitantly when they near these spots.  

During this scene, HONZA is using his instrument to play back pre-recorded samples of 
the conversation. The effect that we are trying to create, is that he is recording BARA 
live, and playing back what she has just said. Text that is red is performed live, but will 
need to be practiced to match the pre-recorded samples (underlined). HONZA also plays 
ambient sound effects, which we have heard in the opening scene: birds, crickets, a 
church bell, the breeze.  

BARA (to herself): 
Little bit I’m afraid of… 
 
….A little bit of the dark 

HONZA notices BARA’s singing, and sets up to unobtrusively record her, moving close 

 
Little bit I’m afraid of… 
A little bit of the dark 
The sun was setting… 
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….and um, there were shadows 

They wander back to where the fire will be, and start to build it. HONZA picks up 

BARA’S pack, making a show of how heavy it is. 

HONZA: Did you pack bricks with you? 

BARA: Just my accordion. 

HONZA: Your squeaky chest of drawers. 

BARA: My what? 

HONZA: It’s German. An accordion is a ‘Quetschkommode’: your…squeeze chest of 

drawers…(makes awful squeaky sound, while miming accordion)… 

BARA: “Akkordion” is better. From ‘Akkord,’ meaning ‘harmony’ or, to agree.  

HONZA repeats horrible squeaky sound, and does the classic, ‘monkey crashing 
cymbals together’ way of miming accordion. 

BARA: I disagree. Her voice is beautiful. An affectionate pat to the accordion. She 

deserves to be heavy. 

BARA unpacks the bag and reveals a camp espresso maker, a glass jar of coffee beans 
and a coffee grinder. 

BARA (sheepish): There’s also this… I’m sorry, I just love the smell of really good, fresh 

ground coffee. It makes me feel human. (Laughs). I guess a real tramp 

wouldn’t bring all of this. 

HONZA: Real tramps play guitars and drink powder coffee from an empty can of beans. 

But we can go to the village tomorrow and have cappuccinos. Beat. We 

can trade. I will find you cappuccinos, and you can help me. 

BARA: We’re both looking for tramps-- 
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HONZA: You know, I am making documentaries. I make interviews as well. Of other 

people. But in my head, always, someone else is interviewing me. For 

example,  “I am here with the respected and inspiring director, our good 

friend Honza…” Could you say this? 

BARA: For a cappuccino?  

HONZA: For the game. 

BARA (she plays along): I am here with the respected and inspiring director, our good 

friend, Honza…Could you say this?  

HONZA: His cinematic… 

BARA: His cinematic… 

HONZA (plays recording of BARA’s voice): voice is beautiful. 

BARA: What? How did – 

HONZA: His very special first feature documentary film… 

BARA: His very special first feature documentary film… 

HONZA (plays recording): It makes me feel human. Really good. 

BARA: You were recording that? 

HONZA (plays recording): What?  (laugh) 

HONZA (CONT.): And now you would ask me questions about my film... 

BARA: You were recording me. With that? With your guitar? 

HONZA plays the laugh again, then recognizes he must be careful. 

BARA: But I didn’t say it like that…You switched it all-- 

HONZA:-- it was just a little trick. I wanted to show you what I can do with your voice.  
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BARA: You didn’t ask— 

HONZA: I thought it was beautiful. 

BARA: You didn’t ask me if you could do that. And you made me say something I would 

never say. 

HONZA: But you did say it. 

BARA: Not like that. 

HONZA: But it was beautiful.  

Beat.  

BARA (sceptical): Just my voice.  

HONZA (plays recording of BARA singing): 

Little bit I’m afraid of 

a little bit of the dark… 

BARA tries to stop the recording by reaching over to his machine.  

HONZA (CONT.): Yes, but I also wanted to have your singing. Could you? Beat. We’ll 

trade. I can do something better than cappuccinos.  

HONZA (CONT.): 
Little bit I’m afraid of… 

BARA hesitates and then sings. For BARA, this interaction vacillates between the 
compliment of receiving attention for her voice, the pleasure of being directed to make 
something, and the implications of HONZA recording without her permission. It’s hard to 
convey with text, but the hope is to make the interaction between recorded and live text 
fluid enough for it feel acrobatic, magical. 

 
LITTLE BIT OF THE DARK (10) 
BARA:  
Little bit I’m afraid of 
a little bit of the dark 
the sun was setting 
and um, there were shadows 
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HONZA: How does it continue?  

 
BARA: 
I just vividly remember 
 

HONZA: Perfect. 

HONZA: (plays recording) 

I just vividly remember 

BARA: (harmony with recording) 

I just vividly remember  

 

BARA (CONT.) 
I just don’t think  
that I can fall asleep tonight or ever 
Little bit of the dark 
 

HONZA: This is perfect. Now tell me any secret. Beat. No. Instead, tell me: you had a 

dream. About our Sázava river, about Gold River. 

BARA: You recorded that too? 

HONZA: I pay attention. You want to find a river… 

BARA: I have something, a song, but it isn’t finished— 

HONZA: Let me-- 

BARA is suspicious, but the moment takes her. In this portion of the recording 
interaction, HONZA is very supportive. Field sounds complementing the text are played 
expressively, in a kind of music concrete accompaniment. This should be lovely, lush, 
warm (hide hard cuts; pour on the audio nostalgia).  

 

BARA: 
Childhood, I used to like, 
I would dream 
of a one way river 
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Alone, in, what was it? 
A drift boat 
loose on the water… 
 
HONZA:  
And what do you see 
when you get to the end? 
Who did you look for 
around each bend 
Were you looking for— 

HONZA plays various field sounds. The idea is to show HONZA experimenting with 
ways to frame her through sound. 

BARA: I just wanted to hear crickets in tall grass.  

HONZA: I can do that…(plays recording of crickets) 

BARA: I just wanted rain in the tree tops. 

HONZA: I can do that… (plays recording of light rain) 

BARA: …on a tarp 

HONZA shifts the tree-top rain to a tarp sound… 

BARA: …a song, coming from across the river… 

HONZA plays recording of tramps in the distance 

  
BARA: 
At night 
like, eight o’ clock 
summer time 
light outside  
 
Closed eyes 
river run by my 
bedroom 
door 
 
At night 
take my closed eyes--  
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Goodnight, Goodbye 
 
Goodbye  
whenever I want to go  
 
HONZA:  
A one way river 
 
BARA:  
A one way river 
 

BARA: You didn’t ask me which way the river ran. Remember, you could only go in one 

direction. 

HONZA: Baro, this is how most rivers are working. 

BARA: Yes, but this one only ran backwards. 

HONZA: To the past? And this is why you dreamed of it? 

BARA: I don’t know if I would put it like that. 

HONZA: But your river is here. The Gold River— Sázava river. It flows backwards…. To 

Amerika in the Wild West. We could go too. The tramps ride the river by 

day, it carries you away in the night. It’s beautiful. This is a perfect story 

for you. Beat. I don’t think you even know what you have. You can really 

help me. 

BARA: We could help each other.  

HONZA (plays recording and sings) with BARA, interweaving live and recorded sound 
that we have heard before, ‘remixing’ the chours to ‘LITTLE BIT OF THE DARK’. This is 
something like a cannon, with overlapping parts). 

BARA: …Holy….the stars are out… 

II. iii Commentary: RHINESTONES (11) 

BARA and HONZA recline on their packs, looking up at the sky. Sure enough, the 
lighting designer has found a way to convey a starry, tree-dappled sky-scape without 
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resorting to the design clichés that she hates. As BARA and HONZA drift, the 
COMPANY B SINGERS and RODEO QUEENS enter, dressed in enough sequins that 
they sparkle. They stand in a circle, so that they can watch each other’s mouths, as they 
sing in close harmony, and trade lines. They are accompanied by acoustic upright bass 
and accordion. As they sing, their costumes throw light into the audience. At this point, 
the band (Ten Thousand Wolves) is scattered throughout the theatre. They gradually 
emerge, as if meeting for a ‘vandr’, and join to accompany the song and then become 
part of the Potlach in the next scene. 

 Although starlight and rhinestones are hopelessly romantic, the overall tone of this 
scene should focus on the play and camaraderie between the performers. We see them 
performing the work of this song. 

 

RHINESTONES (12): 
Diamonds are starlight 
someone’s caught and made expensive 
 
And rhinestones are diamonds, 
so cheap they could be free 
 
Diamonds are a ‘rock’-- 
they are an island,   
they shine when independent 
 
And rhinestones don’t work 
unless you give them company 
 
Rhinestones are diamonds 
that someone thought to counterfeit 
 
And diamonds are always sayin’ 
‘I’m the real thing, baby’ 
 
And since I’ll never wear a real star,  
I feel a certain friendship  
for these stand-ins, 
pretendin’  
-- just like we are 
 
And since I’ll never wear a real star, 
I’ll borrow them in rhinestones: 
so dependent  
on each other’s moving patterns 
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II.iv: Family of Rodeo Queens: HIGH HAIR ECONOMICS (12) 

BARA and HONZA lounge on the banks of Sázava, or Gold River. They are at a tramp 
Osada, in the daytime hours before a potlach. Tramps are starting to join them, filtering 
in through the woods. Those who are there have been drinking since the morning. There 
is a large washing machine sink full of guláš and an equally gigantic container of beer. 
HONZA is chatting easily with the tramps. BARA sits apart, generally excluded by the 
macho, olive drab atmosphere. She has just received another audio letter from BARB, 
and is covertly taking her headphones out so she can listen. She looks at the tramps, 
and the river. It is not the romantic paradise she had imagined.  

HIGH HAIR ECONOMICS (13) 
BARB (CONT.): 
The higher the hair 
the closer to god 
 

NARRATOR: Country singer and rodeo queen look-alike Dolly Parton said that.  

 
BARB (CONT.): 
The higher the hair 
the more hands 
you need to lift it 
 
The higher the hair 
the harder you gotta 
work the strands of  
friendship 
  
BARB & THE COMPANY B SINGERS 
The higher the hair 
the more complex 
the economics 
the more complex the economics 
of your relationships 
of your relationships 
 

BARB (CONT.): I said that. And it’s true too. 

  
BARB (CONT.): 
Dolly, Dolly with your hair so high 
Your lessons 
 I will try to live by 
 
BARB & THE COMPANY B SINGERS 
Parton comma Dolly 
impart unto me 
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your sacred wisdom 
 
THE COMPANY B SINGERS: 
The higher the hair 
the better I remember 
where I come from 
the better I remember  
where I come from 
the better I remember… 
 

BARB (CONT.): It was the early 90’s, I was in my late teens. Most girls get into rodeo 

queening by female family tradition. I lacked those resources, so I 

followed the guidance of Dolly’s high hair to Cloverdale and threw myself 

at the mercy of a new family.  

Sherry joins the line dance, and then Whippersnapper. Sherry is much younger and 
more earnest than Whippersnapper, who is the mouthy, ‘buckle-bunny’, short-short 
wearing foil to Sherry’s wholesomeness. 

 
BARB (CONT.): 
I found myself a rodeo mom: 
  
THE COMPANY B SINGERS: 
Sh-sh-sh-sh Sherry-bomb! 
 

BARB: (to Sherry) Hi Mom! 

SHERRY: I gu-ess you can call me that, so long as there’s no judges around. 

 
SHERRY (CONT.): (reciting) 
A rodeo queen is: 
 
BARB, SHERRY, WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
Heartlanding 
helpin’ handing 
hardworkin’ 
down-to-earthin’ 
 
SHERRY (pointedly, to BARB) 
Never been married, 
lived common-law 
or been pregnant 
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SHERRY (CONT.): I’m just sayin’, this ‘mom’ thing might reflect poorly on my values. 

BARB: You took me in when I’d won nothin’ but my first sponsorship. 

(re-enacting) 

 

SHERRY: Howdy, I’m Miss Keremeos Elks Rodeo. 

BARB: Hi, I’m Miss Husky Gas, Station 368. (Beat) You saw something in me.  

SHERRY (softening): Well, y-es, that’s true. (To audience) But to any of our wonderful 

judges or sponsors who may be present this evening, I would like it be 

clear that this whole Rodeo Mom relationship is a metaphor.  

 
SHERRY (CONT.) 
A sincere young lady  
with high work ethics, 
a life filled with strong personal,  
moral and agricultural values;  
that's your Miss Keremeos Elks Rodeo!  
 

BARB: Like I was sayin’, I found myself a rodeo mom: 

BARB, SHERRY & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
Sh-sh-sh-sh Sherry-bomb! 
 
COMPANY B SINGERS: 
Sh-sh-sh-sh 
Sh-sh-sh-sh-sh-bomb 
 

BARB: And for good measure. A little sister. Hey, Whippersnapper 

WHIPPERSNAPPER: I’m older’n you. 

 
BARB: Whatever fits. 

 
BARB (CONT.): You know, acting as your mature female role model gives me 
somethin’ to cowgirl up for. 

 
WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
Actually, I had to teach you 
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which side of the horse 
the crap comes out  
 
You’d think it would be easier 
Considerin’ the bull 
that comes outta yer’ mouth. 
  
COMPANY B SINGERS:  
We cleaned a lot of horse crap 
 
BARB, SHERRI, WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
Back-combed a lot of hair 
 
BARB, SHERRI, WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
We made it up by working it 
We made it up by practice 
 
QUEENS & COMPANY B SINGERS: 
The higher the hair 
the more hands 
you need to lift it 
 
The higher the hair 
the more complex 
the economics 
the more complex the economics 
of your relationships 
  
The higher the hair 
the more strands you need 
to work with 
The higher the hair 
The higher the hair 
The higher the hair 
the bigger your labours of love… 
Love--- 

II.v: The Potlach: GOLD RIVER (13) 

While BARA has been listening to BARB’s song, night has fallen. The tramps gather 
around their fire.  

For this scene, our cast will be padded out with ‘tramp’ extras drawn from the Vancouver 
music community: costumed people who can sing, will learn the song, and emerge from 
the audience to join the singalong. 
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HONZA puts a portable microphone on BARA. He is convincing her to collect audio for 
his film pitch. His movements with the microphone wires, etc. are intimate. The TRAMPS 
who are not playing, gather in little groups, talking to each other, watching this happen. 

HONZA: It will be our game. They will talk to you.  

BARA: Why? 

HONZA: Of course they will. Look at you. You are their dream.  

BARA: I don’t think most people like to be recorded.  

NARRATOR: I wish you were right about that-- 
 

BOY REPORTER: -- you are completely wrong about that.  
 

HONZA: Everyone wants to be in a story. All you have to do is let them talk. I will 
be right there, I will hear everything.  

 

BARA hesitates.  

 

HONZA (CONT.): If you need me, I’ll be here. Beat. You are helping me.  

BARA walks forward, alone, to sit in front of a group of TRAMPS, who begin to sing and 
play.  

  
GOLD RIVER (14) 
LEAH:  
It’s a saying for the ro-ad 
 
LUCIEN:  
It’s a saying for the ro-ad              
 
REBECCA: 
 It’s a saying for the ro-ad 
 

(The other TRAMPS repeat the first line of each verse, so that the first line of each verse 
is sung three times, with overlapping.) 

  
LEAH: 
Though I know it from the mountains 
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LUCIEN:  
It’s a saying for the river 
 
 REBECCA:  
It’s a saying for the river 
              
LEAH:  
It’s a saying for the river 
 
LEAH: 
Though it’s borrowed from the mountains 
 
LEAH/LUCIEN/REBECCA: 
Where I come from 
it’s a comfort 
for the wind and the rain 
 
ALL TRAMPS: 
If you don’t like the weather, 
Wait five minutes it will change 
If your road holds little pleasure 
Wait five minutes it will change 
 
REBECCA: 
Driftin’ down the gold 
     
LEAH/LUCIEN: 
Driftin’ down the gold 
 
LEAH: 
Gold River with my friends 
 
REBECCA:  
Carry me back when 
 
LEAH/LUCIEN: 
Carry me back when  
                                     
REBECCA:  
Back when 
 
REBECCA: 
I could hear your voice again 
 
LEAH:  
It’s a saying for the ro-ad 
 
LUCIEN/REBECCA: 
 It’s a saying for the ro-ad 
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REBECCA:  
saying for the ro-ad 
 
LEAH:  
Thought I know it from the mountains 
 
LUCIEN:  
It’s a saying for the river 
     
LEAH/REBECCA: 
It’s a saying for the river 
 
LUCIEN: 
Though it’s borrowed from the mountains 
 
LUCIEN/LEAH/REBECCA: 
Where I come from 
it’s a comfort 
for the wind  
 
LEAH/REBECCA: 
 wind 
 
LUCIEN/REBECCA: 
and  
 
LEAH/REBECCA: 
and 
 
LEAH: 
the 
 
LUCIEN/LEAH/REBECCA: 
rain… 
 
ALL TRAMPS: (LEAH harmony) 
If you don’t like the weather, 
Wait five minutes it will change 
If your road holds little pleasure 
Wait five minutes it will change 
 
LEAH: 
Driftin’ down the gold 
 
LUCIEN/REBECCA (high harmoy): 
Driftin’ down the gold 

 
LEAH: 
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Gold River with my friends 
 
LEAH:  
Carry me back when 
 
LUCIEN/REBECCA (high):  
Carry me back when  
 
LEAH: 
I could hear your voice again 
 
LEAH: 
Driftin’ through the rain 
    
 LUCIEN/REBECCA:  
Drifting through the rain 
 
LEAH/LUC/REBECCA: 
Clouds coverin’ the stars 
 
LEAH:  
And if we could stay… 
 
LUCIEN/REBECCA:  
And if we could stay… 
 
LEAH: 
We’ll say this road is only ours 
 
LEAH/LUC/REBECCA:  
We’ll say this road is only ours 
 
ALL: 
We’ll say this road is only ours 
 
LEAH:  
And if the rain knocks down the stars… 

This group song of long and loyal friendship about ‘her’ Gold River triggers a 
complicated set of emotions for BARA. As she reacts, AUTHENTIC TRAMP and BOY 
REPORTER notice and sidle close. In the following scene, AUTHENTIC TRAMP is 
simply the ’body’ for Czech text that we hear as a recording, performed by a native 
Czech speaker. The English text performed by BOY REPORTER is a ‘simultaneous 
interpretation’ of the Czech. Because he is simply ‘interpreting’ the dialogue, BOY 
REPORTER’S live speech has a removed flatness to it, which builds BARA’s sense of 
alienation. The simultaneous overlap and lag between the two languages further builds 
tension.  

BOY REPORTER: You are quite a good actress, aren’t you.  
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BARA: What do you mean? 

BOY REPORTER: Why are you doing this? For him? (gesturing to HONZA) Come on.  

BARA (gesturing to convey difficulty speaking Czech): I’m sorry—I can’t really— 

BOY REPORTER: Don’t pretend. You are just pretending you cannot say it. Speak 

Czech. Drop the act and answer me. 

BARA: I’m not acting. 

BOY REPORTER: You see these people? These are honest people. Why are you lying 

to all these people? Who are you? 

BARA: I told you— 

BOY REPORTER: You didn’t tell me anything. You’re pretending you don’t understand. 

These people would give you their shirt off of their backs. You’re hungry, 

they give you goulaš soup. You want to drink? They will give you all of the 

beer that you want. Here. (AUTHENTIC TRAMP refills her glass.) You 

want more beer. Have it. 

BARA to AUTHENTIC TRAMP, who freezes her out 

BARA: Thank you, I— 

BOY REPORTER: But you—you’re not a tramp. You count the sips in a bottle before 

you pass it. I can see that. I can tell. Slowly, appraising. You’re careful. 

Beat. That's a beautiful jacket you found to wear. A gesture to show he 

sees the lapel microphone. But you’re just hiking.  

BARA (recognizing the word): Turista.  

BOY REPORTER: Maybe you’re a tourist. 

This is a devastating blow to BARA. She pulls out of the scene, and confronts HONZA. 
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BARA (to HONZA, gesturing to his recording device): Why did you let him speak to me 

like that? Beat. Why didn’t you come and help me? 

HONZA: This was already a perfect scene. You didn’t need me. 

BARA (realizing): This is your game, your idea. You just like how your story sounds in 

my voice. But that isn’t me. Cut it.  

HONZA: But it was beautiful— 

BARA: Fuck you.  

BARA is really angry and hurt. The other tramps have gathered, and are watching the 
scene. We will find a physical action that makes sense here.  

BARA (CONT.): What are you looking at? This is private. To HONZA Stop recording. 

Fuck. NOW.   

HONZA (looking at the device, disappointed): I should have known. You can’t imagine 

something bigger than you. Beat. Everyone always gets the Pilsner.  

BOY REPORTER: 
 Now. Take us back—t-t- take us back 
 to that moment: 
 you were: 
 Now. Take us back to that moment 
 when you first realized 
 In your own words can you describe how it felt-- 
 

II.vi: Queen of the Cloverdale Rodeo Part II:  WHO COULD LOVE A THING: 
REPRISE (14) 

As BARA freezes, BARB intervenes. In this scene, the ‘big win’ is actually not the point 
of BARB’S story, so their celebration after the announcement just sketches the motions 
of triumph. The focus is on the exchange between a younger BARB and the Dolly 
Parton-esque POLYSATIN QUEEN, who has very large hair, and is very, very shiny.  

BARB: I’m gonna tell you the end of my story. Don’t worry, it’s about me. The only moral 

is: you break your boots in.  

BOY REPORTER:  
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Now. Take us back  
Take us back to that moment 
Take us to the last minutes  
of your first rodeo. 
  

BARB: All the wannabe queens are gathered in the middle of the ring. I’m shiftin’. One 

foot. Other foot. One foot. Other foot. Not one, but both boots are nearly 

up to the pull straps with arena dirt, because of course I bought them too 

big, and there’s about an inch and a half between me and the leather 

where all kinds of crap just loves to settle. 

 
BARB, BOY REPORTER, SHERRI & 
WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
It’s the final moments of the rodeo 
It’s the final moments of the rodeo 
It’s the final moments before I know-- 
Am I gonna be-- 
 
BARB: 
Queen, of the Cloverdale Rodeo 
 

NARRATOR: And did you ever doubt where this was going?  

BOY REPORTER: Please put your hands together for your new Queen! Miss Husky 

Gas, Fill Station 368 is your new -- 

 
BOY REPORTER, SHERRI & WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
Queen of the Cloverdale Rodeo! 
 

BARB: When I heard my name, the reigning queen came and stood so close I could 

smell the leather on her tassels. We hugged. Her sleeves were made out 

of something slippery— 

SHERRY (dreamily): It was polyester satin. 

 
BARB, SHERRI & WHIPPERSNAPPER 
Miss Cloverdale Rodeo, 
shining like a poly-satin star.  
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BARB (CONT.): She reached up to her hat brim and lifted away the rhinestone crown 

she’d been wearing for a year. I felt it pinch through my knock-off Stetson, 

and she whispered to me past my hair: 

 
WHO COULD LOVE A THING: REPRISE (14) 
POLYSATIN QUEEN: 
A year ago, I was standing 
in your boots 
 

POLYSATIN QUEEN (CONT.): And between you n’ me, I had so much goddamn dirt in 

’em, I could barely fake a smile. And I always smile. 

 
POLYSATIN QUEEN (CONT.) (gesturing to crown): 
A year ago, I thought that these were 
diamonds 
Today this boot’s still full of grit 
I’ve got problems that I haven’t fixed 
And this crown is glass, glue-gunned 
onto plastic 
  
 pause 
  
POLYSATIN QUEEN, SHERRI, WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
Yet, it catches light when I give it 
and you take it  
  

BARB: I would find out, much later, the advice queens give each other during the 

crowning is usually more like-- 

WHIPPERSNAPPER: “Watch out for low hanging branches!” 

SHERRI: “I like to make sure I’ve always got a little bottle of Windex in my purse, to keep 

my crown shining its brightest.”  

BARB: But the Queen who crowned me wanted a new tradition. 

This blocking could bring back some gestures established in the boot-fitting scene 
between BARA and BARB. 

  
POLYSATIN QUEEN: 
There are those who buy  



 

106 

their cowboy boots for ease 
Others grit their teeth and they 
practice 
It’s a special kind of friendship 
when neither partner fits yet 
But d’you love the thing 
enough to try and change it? 

Pause. POLYSATIN QUEEN inspects BARB’s hair, which is, at this point, fairly flat in 
comparison to POLYSATIN QUEEN’S magnificently hair-sprayed creation. 

 
POLYSATIN QUEEN, SHERRI, WHIPPERSNAPPER: 
The more hands to hold your hair up 
the higher it can go 
We can leave yours as it is, 
or we can lift it  
 
NARRATOR: 
We can leave it as it is, 
or we can lift it 
 
BOY REPORTER AND NARRATOR: 
 
And that will change us 
even as we change it… 

II.vii: Finale: The Pilsner (15) 
THE PILSNER (15) 
HONZA: 
Everyone always gets the Pilsner. 
Everyone always gets the Pilsner. 
 
It’s another way of saying 
we chase the taste we’ve had before. 
 
BARA & HONZA: 
You know, 
 
HONZA: 
you might like something else more. 

 
BARA: 
Everyone always gets the Pilsner. 
It’s another way of saying 
we chase the taste we’ve had before. 
 
Yet, 



 

107 

it’s a kindness when you ask: 
what will you be having? 
 
And should they answer back… 
And should they answer back 
 
HONZA: 
And should they answer, 
 
BARA AND HONZA: 
They’ll say: 
 
HONZA: 
‘I’ll have what he’s having’ 
‘I’ll have what she’s having’ 
 
BARA: 
Should I answer? 
 
HONZA: 
Should you, sh— 
 
BARA: 
Should I  
 
BARA & HONZA: 
--answer back… 
 
BARA: 
Should…I? 
 
HONZA: 
You’ll still, you’ll still want the Pilsner. 
It’s another way of saying 
you just want what has been poured before. 
 
BARA: 
Should I? 
 
HONZA: 
And what’s your own true story 
but a drink you’ve had so many times 
you can’t taste it anymore. 
 
You should be bored. 
 
BARA: 
Should be bored 
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HONZA:  
You should be… 
 
BARA: 
Should I? 
Should I answer back? 
 
HONZA: 
You should 
 
HONZA: 
I like the Pilsner too, 
but more than that 
I love to dream of giving you 
 
BARA & HONZA: 
something  
 
HONZA: 
more… 
 

BARA: Giving me? 

 
HONZA: 
Giving you… 

A decision. BARA pulls HONZA to sit down next to her. She takes out the recording 
device we saw in the first scene. 

 

BARA: I didn’t ask. 

She presses ‘play’. We hear the intimate recording of HONZA murmuring to himself. It is 
uncomfortable for him to hear. She plays the short clip a few times, until he stops her. 

 

HONZA: Stop it. 

BARA (CONT.): It’s beautiful, right? 

HONZA: Stop it. 

BARA: What? 
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HONZA: I can’t stand it. I hate how I sound in recordings.  

BARA: You’re a musician. You do radio.  

HONZA: My friend, he helps me, he does the editing for my voice.  

 
Beat 
 

HONZA: …This whole time…(long Beat) What will you do with it? 

Beat. BARA doesn’t answer 

 

HONZA (CONT.): Ratatata prásk … 

BARA: It’s beautiful, right? 

The realization that they both took from each other; there’s a mutuality here. BARA tries 
to frame this.  

 
BARA: 
Everyone always gets the Pilsner. 
It’s another way to say 
we crave a second taste. 
It’s another way of saying 
take me back 
  
HONZA: 
T-t-take me back  
 
BARA: 
Take from the past 
 
There’s more I’d like to make 
and nothing will be wasted 
 
HONZA: 
Take me back? 
 
BARA: 
It’s another way to say 
I recognize your face… 
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HONZA: 
I recognize the trace of something 
that we can’t quite— 
to recognize your face 
 
BARA: 
To recognize what I could make of it… 
 
HONZA: 
To take a sip 
 
BARA: 
To taste what it 
feels to be in the moment 
right before… 
 
HONZA: 
A decision… 
 
BARA: 
A kindness. 
A recognition. 
Kindness when you ask 
  
BARA & HONZA: 
Is there a kindness? 
  
  
BARA: 
So, what will you be having? 
 

As lights fade on them, BARA leans it. It could be a kiss, it could simply be her arm 
around HONZA’S shoulders. It would be wonderful if we preferred the arm over the 
shoulders. 

 

The End 
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Appendix D. Poster 

  

 


